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PREFACE. 


f Ojm^ROYAL SIIAKSPERE contains the works of the Poet arranged according to 
I a conjociural crironological order su[>plied most kindly by Professor Delius, 
of Bonn. In reference to this matter tlio iearjicd professor writes “ The cliief 
object in these chronological researches or experiments, as I conceive it, canndt be 
to fix the date of a certain yciar for each }>lay — and I am very doubtful about Jiiy tlates 
in this respect — >)ut to point out the growth and the working of 8haks])ere’s art ami 
genius in the course of liis whole dramatical career. Of course, even this end can only 
be arrived at to an approximative degree, by combining, as far as |H:>8Hible, an unpi'eju 
diced consideration of tlie inherent cliai‘acteristics — arrangement of the [)lot, personitieation 
of the character, style, and verse, all varying in Hhakspcrc’s different ixu*iods — with an 
accunite criticism of those oiitwar<l notices and allusions, either existing or believed to 
exist, in Reference to the most part of 81iaks2>ere’s plays. With i-egard to those allusions 
which have so frequently and so triumphantly been liidd up — efich generally contradicting 
a^d invalidatijig the latest previous discovery — I confess to an invetfu’ato HC(q>ticism ; and, 
unless these allusions were self-evident, I have seldom suHered myself to Ixj influenced by 
them in my chronological arrangement. In the same way I have, in the j>rogress of my 
Shaksperian stiufics, g«)wn rather sceptical about the favourite theory, which I formerly 
cherished myself, that Shakspere did really at any period of his life re-write a play which 
ho had written before. T am rather inclined now to Jiscribe all those discrepaiicitjs in the 
text between the first and the second editions of Hamlet, llomen and Jaliet, Henry K, 
IHnry VI. (second and third parts), TJie Merry IVives of Wuulsor, merely aud exclusively 
to those .anonymous hands that meddled with the fli'st jmblications of these dramas. 1 
•am* altogether sccpticaT, tpo, about another favourite theory which tries to disoo\er the 
traces of an anonymous hand, other than 81iaksi)ere\s, in his acknowledged })lays. Of coui’sc, 
I except Tinioh oj^ Athens and Pericles as drauuis written formerly by another author — 
probably George Wilkins — and afterwards comjpleted and altered j^artially by our Poet. 

I ought to add that I do discover mi anonymotis hand in the Prologues to Troilus and 
Cressida and to Kiny Henry VI I I. ^ but nowhere else.” 

With respect to the chronology of the Poems, the following quotations from Professor 
D^ius’s letter on the subject appear to be necessary. “ As to the Sonnets, 1 dare not 
assign them to a certain year, because they were written at diflerent times, though all 
ii^ the first *i>eriod of Shakspero’s poetical career. Tlie whole sezies of them may range 



PREFACE. 


l)etwcH 3 n The Two Oeiitlr.ium of Verona and Romeo and Juliet. I think best 

place tliein with the latter play. A Lorer's Complaint may belong to the end of Shakspere^s 
second period, or to the third and hitest pca-iod. So you may place it with Otlwllo. ^ The 
VassionatG Pilyrini can liardly lay claim to a definite place in our cJironological order, 
consisting as it does, for a great part, of poems falsely attributed to our Poet. All that 
is really Shakspt*re\s in this fraudulent publication belongs to his first period. The 
l^Jurrix and Turtle must have been writttui shortly btdbn* its appearance in print 
(IGOl).^’ 

It has been thought advisable that The Royal Suakspere, which aims at being onf3 
Q.f the completest f‘ditions bt'fore the public, should include two plays which ai'e considered 
by many competent authoidties to contain njuch of Hhaksp^jre’s work--nain(dy, The Two 
Noble Kinsmen and Kdirard HI. The text of the former play has been si)ecially revised 
for this edition by Mr. IFarold Littledale ; and, by the courb^sy of Professor Delius, 
his text of the latt(‘r play has been used, tliough lie wishes it to be most lisdiin etly 
undei'stood that it is not to be infiu-red that he regards that historical play as 8hak- 
sperc^’s, for, as a matter of fiict, Edward Tlf. is, in his opinion, a psoudo-Sliaksperian 
play.* 

The E<litor’s thanks are duo to ProfV^ssor Delius and his publisht^r, Mr. Friderichs, of 
Klberfcld, for their exjiress jiei'inission to use the text of Delius’s Shakspere ; to Mr. F. J. 
Fiirnivall for his admirabh^ Introduction and the many iisefid suggestions he has ofiei*ed 
respecting this edition; and to Mr. Harold Littledale for his revision, as already montioued. 
of the text of The Two Noble Kinsmen. 



INTRODUOTIOK 


^ 1. Shoksporo’s county, town, fuihor, and birth, 
April (? 2;J, our May 

§ 2. Sluikspcro’s boyhood at home and school, 
p, iv. 

§ 3. Shakspero married, p. vii. (4 Periods of his 
• Life, p. cxvi.) 

{•4. IShuksporo on the road to London (1587 ?), 
^’i>. ix. 

{ 5, Tno Ijondon of his day referred to, p. x. 

I 6, The first nows of him there (a.d. 1592), p. xi. 

9 7. The Dates andJLlrder of his Pfays, p. xii, 

«. External evidence, p. xii. 

"*^****“5. "^internal evidence. 1. Allusions, p. xiv; 
2. Metrical testa, p. xv. 

§ 8 Work of the Second Victorian School of Shak- 
gpereana, p. xvi. 

§ 9, The Plays and Poems of Sliakspcrc’s First 
Period (P 1588-1594), p. xviii. {Titus Andro- 
Hie us not Shakspero’ s,) 

a. The Comedy of Errors or ^listakcn- Identity 

Group. (See too p. cxli.) 

Love's Luhonrs Lost (h 1588 9), p. xix; 
The Comedy of Errors (P 1589), p. xxi; 
MUhummer-Xifjht's Dream (P 1590 3), 
p. xxii. 
h. Link-pl<vy. 

The Two Gentlemen of Verona (P 1690 
-l),p. xxv. 

c. The Passion Group. 

Eomeo and Juliet (1591-3), p. xxvi; 
Venus and Adonis (1593), p. x xviii ; 
Lncrece (1593-4), p. xxxii. ('The Tas- 
sionaie Tilyn'im (P 1589- 99; pr. 1599), 

' p. xxxiv.) 

rf. The Early Histories. 

Jiiehard IT, (P 1593), p. xxxvi ; 1, 2, 3 
' Henry VI. (? 1592-1), p. xxxvii ; 

ItlcJmrd ILL (P 1594), p. xxxix. 

{ 10. The Plays of Shakspere’s Second Period 
(P 1695 1601), p. xl. 

< 1 . Idle Life-plea Group : a History and 
Comedy. 

King John (? 1595), p. xl; 'The Mer^ 
chant of Venice (P 1596), p. xii. 

b, A Farce : 'The 'Tamifu/ of the Shrew 

(? 1696-7), p. xlv. 

The 3 Comefijos of Falstuif, with the 
Trilogy of JTenry^IV , , V. 

I ^ Henry TV, (1596 7), p. xlviii; 2 
H^nry TV, (1597-8), p. 1; The Merry 
Wives ^ {159H~0)j p. liii; Henry V, 
(1699), p. Iv. 


d. The 3 Sunny or Sweet-Time Comedies.^ 
Much Ado (1599-1600), p. Ivil ; As 
Vou ii/r It (1600), p. lx; Twelfth- 
Niyht (1601), p. Ixiii. 

The barkening CouicdyA All's Well 
(1601-2), p. Lxv. • 

§ 11. Shakspire’s Sonnets (P 1502-1608), p. Ixviii, 
p. cxlii. 

§ 12. 'Hu; I’lays of Shakspero’s Third Perd)!) 
(1001 IbOS), p. Ixxii. (General view ot 
llrau, p. xciv.) 

a, 'riio Unfit- Nature or Tlnder-Burdoii- 

failing Group. Julius Cwsar (1601), 
p. Ixxii; Hamlet (1602 3), p. Ixxiv ; 
Measure for Measure'^ (r 1603), p. Ixxx. 
h. The 'rempter-yiidcUng (rroup. 

Othello (P 1604), p. Ixxxiii ; Uacheth 
(1605-6), p. Ixxxv. 

c. "i’he First Ingratitude and Cutsing Play : 

TTimj Lear (1605-6), p. Ixxxvi. 

d. The Lust or Falso-Love Groujj. 

'Trolins and Cressida (P 1606-7), p. 
Ixxxviii, p. cxlii ; Antony and Cleo- 
patra (P 1606 7), p. xe. 

e. The 2nd Ingratitude and Cursing Group 

Cor tola nus (p 1607-8), p. xcii; 'Timon 
(P 1607 8), p. xciii, (Ih vie^v of the 
Third-Period Plays, p. xciv.) 

§ 13. The Plays of Shakspere’s Fovuth Period 
(1609 13). All of Kc-union, of Kccon- 
(dliation and Forgiveness, 

a. By Men. 

Ter teles (1608 9), p. xevii; The Tem- 
pest (? 1609-10), p, xcviii, 

b. By Women (mainly). 

Cyntbeline (P 1610), p. c; The Winter's 
Tale (1611), p. di ; Henry VIII, 
(1612-13), p. civ. 

J 14, The Doubtful Plays. {Sir 'Thomas More^ p. cxv. ) 
The 'Two Eohle Kinsmen (P 1612-13), part 
Shakspere’a, p. cviii. 

Edward HI. (1594), none of it Shakspero’ t>, 
p. cxii. 

§ 15. The f(iw facts of Shakspere’s outward lib' 
from 1592 to his death, April 23 (our 
May 3), 1616, p. cxvi. 

§ 1 6. Shakspero and liis Works, p. cxxvii, 

t l7. A Visit to Stratford, p. cxxxii. [Reprint.] 

18. Oh jcct of this Introduction, p. cxxxiii. 

J 19. The best Books for Shakspero Students, p. 
cxxxviii. 

§ 20. Table of Metre and Dates, p.cxl. Notes, p.cxli. 


the centre, the heart®, of England, in one of those Midland sliires that gave Britain 
its standard speech, was the most famous user of that speeidi, William Shakspere, the world’s 
greiatest poet, born, Warwickshire was his county, Stratford*u[»on-Avou his birth-town : 

' , ^ The link of Mistaken-Identity or Personation couples all these together. 

® Tlio priBOn«8ceno, whore Claudio’s nature fails luiuer the burden of coming death, is the centre of tho 

l^y. 0 

1 ti Onj 'Warwick'Shire the Heart of England is.” — 1658. Sir Aston Cokain, to Dugdalo. 

la 



5 1. SilAKSPEliE'S BIRTHPLACE AND FATHER. 

- - . _ . 

Warwickshire, famed for its Icgtaids of Sir Guy and Kembriin ; its castles, Warwick and 
Kenilworth; its ancient Coventry of Guilds and Mystery-])lays ; its battle-field of EdgehilP; 
its Kingmaker, Warwick ; its rolling hills and vales ; Stratford-upon-Avon, famous alono as 
liaving given birth to Shakspere.'* The town lies on the river Avon, tliere navigable ; and 
just as the stream reaches tlie bridge, it broadens to full treble its wonted width, as if to 
mirror duly thcelm-ringd chui ch on its bank, and show in full beauty the swans sailing on its 
surface. Round the town arc more or hiss distant hills, and the vynv of it from the nearest, 
tlie Welcombe Hills, whoso enclosure Shakspere said he wius not able to bear, shows the 
town nestling in the broad valley, a ([uiet cozy place, now numbering 7,400 inhabitants. It 
and Henley, not far off to the northward, are described in a Harleian MH. of 1599 as “good 
markett tovvnes.’’ (My //(irrLson, p. Ixxxviii.) 

« The house that Sliakspcre was born in is not certainly known. In 1552 his father lived 
in “ Hendley Htreete,” and was ‘‘presented,’' or reported, with Ilumfrey Reynolds and 
Adrian Quyney for making a <hinghill (sterguiiLarium^ in the street. 

In 1575, eleven years after his son William’s birth, lie bought the property, afterwards 
two houses, w itli gartlcns and orcdiards, the left-hand house of 'which tradition assigns as the 
|X)et’s birth])lace (in th(^ first-lloor room above the j>orch and below the gable), anij^j^ich- 
having bf^en “ restored,” now looks outside as if it had been built a week ago, thou^ tho 
inside has been left in its old states 

Before its restoration, tlu^ left-hand house was used as a butcher’s shop, and the right- 
hand qne, then with brick front, as the “ Swan and Maidenhead ” Inn. 'i'he right-hand house 
is now a Shakspere Mu.seum of relics, vicw.s, books, tkc. Tho interior of tho left-hand one has 
been left untoucht, and the dingy whitewash of the bare supposed birth-room is scribbled all 
over with names of men, known and unknown, among the former being Byron, Walter Scott, 
and Alfred Tennyson. 

Shakspere’s father, John Shaks[)ere (not he of Clifford, or the farmer of Ington Meadow, 
in Hamilton Lucy) was probably the son of RichanI Shakspere, farmer, of Snitterfield, three 
miles from Stratford, a tenant of Robert Arden, whose daughter John Shal^spere mamed. 
In 1552 we find John Shakspere in Henley Street, helping to make a dunghill, as noticed 
above ; and on June 17, 155b, Thomas Siche brings an action against him — John Shakyspere, 
ghni^r'^, — for .£8. Besides gloving, he took up corn-dealing, or forming, as, in 1556, he 
brings an action against Henry Fyld for 18 quarters of barley, wliich Fyld unjustly detains. 
On October 2, 1556, In? buys a cojiyhold house, garden, and croft in Greonhill Street, and a 
co])yhold hou.se and garden in Henley Street. In 1557, on April 10, he was marked, but notj^ 
sworn, as one of the Jury of the court-lect to inquire into and reform local abu^ies. In 1557, 
he was made an ale-taster (sworn to look to the as.size and goodness of breads ale, and beer), 
and was fined 8(/. for being away from three courts. Soon after Micha^dmas he became a 
burgess of Stratfoid, and about the end of 1557 must have married Mary Arden, (youngest 
daughter of the late Robert Arden, husbandman and landowner, under whose will she took a 
small property, of alxiut fifty- four acres and a house, called Ashbies, at Wilmecote**, .£6 13^. id., 
and an interest in two tfuiemcnts at Snitterfield, and other land at Wilmecotc.) 

Their first child, Joan, wa.s baptised on September 15, 1558, and probably died soon 
after. On September 30, 1558 — some six weeks befoi-e Queen Elizabeth’s accession, on 
November 17 — John Shakspere was one of the jury of the court-lect, and was also elex;ted 

• 

’ After Shakspere’s time. October 23, 1642. See the description in Graphic Illusfratio^s of Warwick* 
shirc^ pp. 8- 9. Warwickshire is also the comity of one who is often called England’s Shakspere among 
novelists, Gc^orge Eliot (Mrs. G. II. Lewes, forniorly Miss M. Evans). (N.B. — All the dat^s hero are Old 
Style ones. Add ten days to each for our New Style.) * 

This spelling of our great poet’s nfinu; is taken from tho only umpiostionably genuine signatures of his- 
that we possess, the three on his will, and the two on his Blackfriars conveyance and mortgage. None of 
those signatures have an c afti^r the k ; throe have no*a after the first c; the fifth I read^fr^, or ere. Tho a 
and e had their French sounds, which explain the forms “ Shaxper,” &c. Though it has hitherto been too 
much to ask people to suppose that ShakspiTo knew how to spell his own name, I hope the demand may not 
prove too great for the imagination of iny readers. Tho spelling of “ Shake-spoaro ” in those quartos that 
have it, and tho poet’s arms of the fluttering bird and spear, evidently arose from tho desire to give meaning'^ 
to the popular {and, in this case, iKJrhaps, triu;) etymology-name*, which so suited the conceit-mongers of 
Elizabeth’s time. (A friend of mine explains Fumivall as Ferny-vale.) An old acquaintance who, as a bor, 
often came in to Stratford market withliis grandmother, from th(*ir village near, to soil butter, &^., tells me 
that his grandfather and all the villagers and Stratford folk used then to pronounce the name “ Shkx-per.’* 

* Glou’, with the mark of contraction for er, — ^ glover.* * Sly’s Wincott ale. Induction to The Shrew. 



§ 1. SHAKSFEllE'ti lilRTH.-^HIS FATHER ALDEKMA}^ OF STUATFORD. 


Hi 


con&taWo. On October 6, 1559, he wtus again nuule constablt‘, luid also “affeeror,” or 
fixer of the lines not lixt by statute, to be levied for ofleuci's against the borough 
by-laws. In May, 15U1, ho was again made afieeror ; and, in S(^])tfjmber, ono of tho 
tw(» chamberlains, which ofiicc lie h(dd for two y<iars. On Deccunber 2, 1562, his daughter 
Mai’garet was ba]>tisod ; and on A]n*il 30, 1563, she was buried. 

These years, 1562-3, were ba<l plague years for l^ondon. Stowes says that in the 
city and neighbouring parishes 20,136 people dunl of it.' Of 1563 he writes {Annahy 
ed.‘ 1605, p. 1,112) , 

“ Forsomuch as the plagiu? of pestilence was so hot in the citii‘ of London, 
ther(^ was o Terine kept at Micliaelinassci : to be sliort, the. poore (Citizens of 
London were this yeere ])lagued with a thr(*(‘fold plague, pestilence*, scarcitie of 
luoiiey, and dearth of victuals : the iniseri'i wh(;reof were too long lH‘er(* to 
write: no doubt tin? poore remember it; the rich, by flight into tln^ countries [= countil’sj, 
itladC shift for Ihemselues. 

“All earth(piake was in the month of Septeiidiei* in diners [ilaces of tliis 
realm, specially in Lincolne ami Northamptonshire. 

Ann, rc(j, C. « “From the^lirst day of December till the 12, was such coiitinuall lightning 
and and thunder, esjiecially the same 12 day at night, that the like had not b(*ne 


“ Threefold 
plague to the 
poore ( Utizeiis 
of Ijondou. 


Earthquake. 




“ 1564. 
Peace with 
France 1 ) 1 * 0 - 
claimed. 


scene nor heard by any man then lining.’’ 
Blit in 1561 came glad tidings - 


“ an honorable ioyfull peace was concluded betwixt the Queeiies 
Maiestie and the French King, their Realmes, Dominions, and S*abiects, 
which peace was proclaimed wdth sound of trum])('t before her jMaii*stie in 
her Castle of Windleshorc [Windsor]. Also the saim^ peac<*. w.is proclaimed at London 
on the 13 day of A prill.” 

And on the 26th, at Stratford, — Wednesday, April 26, the* same as our May 6. 
New Style, — was baptised — 

“ 1564, April 26, Gulielmus filius ♦JoLaim(*s Shakspen*.” 

^ [William sou (of) John Shakspere,] 

Well was it for th(^ world that the plague, on its jouriu.y northward, spared one house 
in that ])leasant Midland town, and ealled on the father, not for his baby son’s life, 
but. only “towards the releetl’e of the ])OOi'e,” for on August 30, 6(/. on each of 

ScpteniVer 6 and 27, <Sc/. on October 20. The plague waus rife in Stratford. “From June 
30 to December 31, 238 iidiabitaiits, a ninth of the j)opulation, are carried to the 
grave ” (Kniglit). 

The day of Shaksperc’s birth cannot be ascertained. The inscription on his monument 
says that he dic<l on April 23 (our May 3), 1616, in the 53rd year of his age. Tradition 
has consequently fixt on April 23 as his birthday ; and of course he may have been rightly 
said to be in his r)3rd year if lie became 52 on the day he died. Bui one may well 
doubt the probability of Ids being baptised at tim e days old, in the absence of any 
tmditioii as to his illness then ; and if his death-day had l)e(‘n the anniversary of his 
birthday, the inscription would most probably have mentiond the (coincidence. 

We leave the brown-eyd boy for a time in his mother’s arms^’ while we follow his 
father’s fortune.s. In 1564, John Shak.s])ere and his fellow'-chamhcrlain, John Taylor, 
having left olficc, gave in their account as “ chamburhuis,” and in it are tlu) entries, 
“Item, Jiayd to Sla^Jcsjieyre for .i pec tymbur, iii.s*.,” and on January 26, 1564-5, “tho 
chamber is found in ammige, and ys in det unto John Bhakspeyre, XI C){f. 8r/.” On 
July 4, 1565, «Iohii Hhakspere is chosen one of the lburt(*en aldermen of Stratford. In 
1566, on February 15 (8th of Elizabeth 1565-6), “Thaccoinpt of William Tylor and William 
Bymthe, chambnrlcns, made by John Shakspey r,” is rcnd(u*ed ; at ^Iichaclmi.s, John 


^ It had spread from Newhaven, whither the soldiers from th(' French war had croM’ded. 

2 Shaksporo’s birth-year was that of Queen Elizabeth’s visit to Cambridg(*, and of the great frost, 
the Thames being frozen over, so “ that, on New-ycarca euen, people went oner and along the Thamis 
on the ice from London-bridge to Westminster; some played at footc-ball as boldly tliere as if it 
find bone on the dry land . . and tho })coplo, both ni(*n and women, went on tho Thamis in greabu* 
number then in any street© of the city of London.” Then came a mpid thaw on January 3, 1565, at 
night, “ which causcid gi'eat flouds and high waters, that bare downe bridges and house.s, and drowned 
many people in England, especially in Yorkeshire. Owt‘8 bridge was borne away with other.” — Stotet^ 
p. 1,116. Marlowe, too, was born in 1564. 



iv § 1 . shaksperf: at scuool. § 2 . now he ought to have hehaved at school and home. 


Shiiks])on-‘ is twice surety for Richard Hailiaway; and on October 13, his 8eco:;4fi‘'^8on, 
Gilbert, is baptised. No r(‘cor<l of the family occurs in 15G7, but at Michaelmas; 1668, 
John Sliakspere was made^ hi.Lj^h bailiff, or mayor, of Stratford for a year. On Aj)ril 15, 
loGl), liis third daughter, c.illd Joan after the dead was baptised; and as both 'the 

(^lujcii’s and the Eurl of Worcester's players performd in the town that year^ perhaps 
fntlier Jolin took his iive-and a half-year-old boy Will to see them. On September 5, 
1571, John Shakspere was cl(?cted for a year chief ahha'iiian, which gave him the right 
to be called Mr. — Masba*, M<(f/wfrr — ami on September his fourth daughter, Anne 
(w'jio was buried on April 4, 15711), was baptised. i)id* the young Will wonder, as we 
did, where the btibi(\s came from, and look umler tlu^ gooseberry-bushes for them ; or did 
he, later on, consult with Ids brothers and sistei’s how the youngest baby could most 
conveniently be made away with? At any rate, th(^ question of his school naturally 
u}> in 1571, wheji Ik^ hecaim^ seven because boys couhl not bo admitted to the 
free Stratfonl (Tiainimn* Seliooi unless they were seven years old, able to read, aifd 
]ivi‘d in the town. Tliomas Hunt, curate of Jaiddington, the next village down the 
Avon, was tlicu luastor of the Grammar School, ami he was succeeded by Thomas Jenkins. 

§ 2. IToav a school boy of the lime was to dress and Kelmve i.s told us by Francis 
Seager in Ids Schoole of Vertio'. nod hook*', of tjood Sonrf ure for chyldren^ a.d. 1577, 
in my JUdyet'd Jiook^ Early Englisli Tt‘xt Soci<‘ty, IcSOS, ])p. 333-355. JIo was to rise 
early, put on his clothes, turn up Ids b(‘d, go down stairs, salute his parents and,thc5 
family, wash Ids hands, comb Ids head, brush his cap and put it on, taking it off when 
lie spoke to any man. Then lie was to tie his shirt-collar to In’s neck, vsee that his clothes 
were tidy, fasten his gii-dle r<nind Ids wai.st, riih his hose or breeeht^s, see that Ids shoes 
wore clean, wqie his m)se on a na])kiu, pa.r(‘ his nails (if m'cd were), clean his ears, wash 
his teeth, and get his clothes imnuled if torn. Then take his satcluJ, books, pen, paper, 
and ink, and off to school. < )n tln^ way there, he was to take off his cap and salute the 

folk he met, giving tlnan ilie inside of the road ; ajul he was to call his school -fellows. 

At scliool lie was to salute his master and school-mates, go straight to his place, umio 
hi.s satchel, take out Ids books, and learn as hard as ho could. After sclmol he was to 
walk orderly homo, 

“ Not runiiyrgf; on heapo.s aa a Hwarrue of Vk^os, As coiiinioiily aio vsoil in those dayes, of boyos, 

As at this day Euory man it iiowe ho«>s ; Ah hoopyuf^ii and halowyngo, as in himtyii/re the fox, 

Not vsyngo, but r(‘fusyng(‘, huoIu; foolyslie toyed 74iat men it liearyugc*, dorydo with mockes.” 

The model boy (wliieli I he«irtily hojio Will Shaksjiere wasn't) was, on tbe contrary, 
not to talk or chatter as Ik* walkt horm*, or to gap(^ or gaz(^ at ove*ry new fangle; but 
bo go soberly, be free of Ciq), ami full of courtesy ; and when he reuclit^ fiome, he was 
to bid his f(dlows farewell, and salute his paruiits with all reverence.,, Thmi ho wa^ to 
wait on his parents at <1 inner. Fii\st, say grace ; then make a low curtsey, and say, 

“Much good may it do you I ” If he wa.s big eiiougb, lie was then to bring tlie food 

to the table, taking can* not to fill the dishes too full, so as to spill them on his parents’ 
clotlies or the table-cloth. He was to have spare trenchei-s and napkins ready in case 
any guests came in ; to s(*e that fJiere was jilenty of l>read and drink, often empty the 
voiders into which bones w(»re thrown, and be always ready in case anything was wanted. 
Then lie was to cleai* away. First, cover the saltcellar then st^t a voider — dirty plate- 
basket — oil tluj tabic, ami put into it all the dirty trenchers and napkins (as forks "vvere 
not yet in use, and folk ate with their finge^rs, the napkins would be made very dirty)q 
then sweep the (a umbs into another voider, and lay a clean treiiclier befoit; every one ; 
then set on cheese, fruit, biscuits, or carraways, with wine (if lliere was. any), or else 
ale or beer. When all liad iinisht, he was to turn in each side of th<? tafcle-cloth, and 
fold it nj), beginning at the to]>. That done, sprca<l a clean towel on the table, or if 
there was not a towel, use the table-cloth ; t bring tbe basin and ewer, and when people 
were nwly to wash their greasy hands, pour water on them, hut not too much. Then 
clear — “ voyde'’ — the table that all might rise, and, lastly, make a low curtsey to tliem^ 

^ It is the first recorded performance. Every year after, except two, during Shaksporc’s youthi 
players acted in tho town. 

- I went to a boarding-school iit six-and-a-quarttu*, and recollect still, jumping with delight whon 
lha carriage drove round to lake me. But after a quarter’s taste of tho caue, &c., tears eaxpe on going 
buck for the Autumn Ixalf, 



§ 2. SllAKSPERE ^IS BOY AT DINNER AND AT GAMES. 

* ^TlTie biingiy boy is at last free to cat his own dinner ; l)nt no, ho must “ i)aimo 

a space, for that is a sygne of nourturc and grace.'^ Then Ik', is to take salt with his 

knife ; to cut his bread, not break it ; not to fill liis spoon too full of pottago (soup) 
foi^ fear of spilling it on the cloth, anti not to sup his pottagt', “ or sjx^ake to any, his 

liead in the cup ; his knife is to be sharp, to cut his meat ntnitly ; and liis mouth is 

not to be too full when he eats : 

“Not smatkyngo thy lypyoa, As commonly dohogges, I Suchc riidi‘noH abliorn', sucli hcastlynrs die, 

Nor gmiwyngo the bonos, As it were dogges ; | At the tabic bebavo lliy sclfc luiiiicVly.” 

He is to keep liis ' agers clean by wiping them on a napkin ; ainl before drinks 
out of the common cup, he is to wi|)e his mouth, so that, like Chaucer’s Prioress, he 
may leave no grease on the edge. At the table, liis tongue is not to Avalk ; he is not 
, to talk, or stuli‘: 

• “ Temptjr thy tongue and lielly ulway. 

For ‘ measure is treasure,’ the prouerbe doth say.’’ 

He is not to pick his tee.tli at the table, or spit too much — ‘‘ this rudnes of youtli is 
to be abhorrd(‘.’‘“ He is only to laugh moderately, and is to learn as much good manners 
for 

“Aristotle, the T^hilosopher, this worthy sayingo writ, I tlum playnge on instrnmentes and other vayne pleasure ; 
That ‘ manors in a ehyldc are mure requisit 1 For veituous iiuiners Is a most preiuous treasure.’ ” 

So our chostTiut-liaird, fair, brown-eyd, rosy-elicckt boy went to school, and ’waited on 
his father and rrioth(U' and their guests. Was h(i like Seiiger's model hid, or Jatjues’s 
^‘whining school -boy, w’ith his satchel and shining morning face, creeping like a snail un- 
willingly to school”] (uFv Von Libi Jt, 11. vii. 145-7)’. l)id ho never, unlike “the hh^ssed 
sun of heaven, prove a micher [truant'], and eat blackberries? ... a question to be askt” (1 
Ihnry IV., 11. iv. 451). Did he not })lay “ muemen*s morris ” ? {MidHnnnner-Nighffi Dream, 
IT. i. OS), and “more sacks to the mill,” “hide-and-seek” [Lore's Lnhovrs Lost, lY. in. 78), 
and other games'’ like hockey, foot-ball, tke., that Strutt names, and that we phiyd at school 
too? Undoubtedly he did; and birds-nested too, I dare say’, and joind in May-day, (Christ- 
mas, and New Vinir’s games ; help! make hay, went to harvest-homes ami sheep-shearings 
(Winfeds Tale, IV. iii.), lislit Ado, III. i. 2(i-8), lun out with tlie harriers [Venm and 

Adoni^^ siT 113-118), and loved a dog and horse [Vemis and Adoyids, st. 44-52 ; Midsummer- 
Night'. s Dream, IV. i. 110 ; Slireu\ Ind. i. 18-31, II. 45 ; Uirkard IL, V. v. 78-80 ; 1 Henry 
9 IV., II. i. 7^ tkc.), as dearly as ever boy in Englaml did. It is good to think of the bright 
young soups boy-life. But in one of those extra-dramatic bits’’, th.at he occasionally gives us 
in liis plays, he tells us that in his hoy-days he did not hear of goitrous throats and travellers’ 
lies : — 

“ Gonzah. Whun we were hoys, ■ Whoso lavids stood in their breasts which now wo 

Who would b<diov(‘ that thiTC were mountaineers liiid 

Dew-lapp'd like bulls, whosc^ throats had hanging at Each putter out of livo for one” will bring ms 
^ ’em Good waiTant of.” — Temped, HI. iii. 43 i). 

Wallets of flesh ? or that there were such men 


’ Compare, too, Gremio’s “As willingly as e’er 1 eamo from school ” in The Nhreic, 111. ii. 149; Romeo 

JuUet, II. ii. 156-7 

• Love goes towards love, as sehool-boys fi'om their books, 

,, Bill love from love, toward school with heavy looks,’* A:e. 

® Mr. W. '^atkins Old, of Monmouth, says he remembers the word in this .sense; in Devon.sliire, while in 
Monmouthsliirt) thgpoor peoph^ still call blatkheiTies mwchv.'t ; to piek them is to mu eh ; and the pickers 
arc mwchers. Can the words ho connected with micher ? 

^ The exercises for boys that Muleaster, the Head-Master of IMerchant 'Jailors’ School, set up 1561, 
treats in his Rodtiom, 1581, are, indoors : dancing, wrestling, fencing, the t<q) and scourge (wliiplop) ; out- 
door: walking, running, leaping, swimming, riding, hunting, shooting, and playing at the ball- handball, 
tennis, football, arm ball. 

^ I hope ho did not, like Falstaif as a boy (J/e'rr.y Trives, V. i. end), “j)luck gees(‘” as well as “ play 
^truant, and whip toj).” “ To strip a living goose of its feathers was formerly an .ict of puerile barbarity ’’ 
(Singer). 

* All my line-rcforencos are to the Nos. of the “Globe” edition, Some om* should collect them. 

^ Travcllera in Shakspere’s time, like Fyncs Moryson, &c., before' starting on their tpivels, lent money 
to merchants, on condition of losing it if they did not return, or receiving three or flve times its amount if 
they got homo safe. 



▼i § i*. Tf^HAT SHAK SPEKE LEARNT AT SCHOOL —IHS FATHER'S MONEY TIiOUELES. 


WJi.it <lid Hliakspere Jmni at sclioo] ? Latin, of course; and notwithstanding bi\2ggfing 
Ben Jonson\s sneer of Shakspere’s owning ‘‘little Latin and less Greek,’’ it is clear that lie 
must have been well grounded in Tjatin at loivst (see Capel on Dr. . Farmer’s Essay on “The 
Learning of Shak.spere,” 17G7). (.)n this subject, Mr. Lupton, the editor of Colet, the best 

authority I know\ says : — “ 1 tliink you would be safe in concluding that at such a school as 
Htratfoi-d, about 1570, theiv would be taught — (1) an ‘A B G book,’ for wliich a pupil teacher, 
or ‘ A-B“( Marius,’ is sometimes nKuitioncd as having a salary ; (2) a Catechism in English and 
Latin, probably Nowell’s ; (5) the authorised Latin grammar, i.e.y Li’ly’s, put out with a pro- 
clamation ada})ted to (*ach king’s reign (1 have editions of 1529, 1552, 1655, tfcc.) ; (4) some 
easy Latin consti-uing-book, such as Erasmus’s CoUoquiesj Gorderius’s ColloqLiies, or Baptista 
Mautuanus^ and the familiar ‘ (jato/ or Disticha de Moribus^ which is often jirescribed in 
Statutes (a copy I have is dated 1558). [Also Ovid, Terence, Plautus, and Seneca.] The 
Grdbk grammar, if any, in use at Stratford, would most likely l>o Cleuard’s, i.e.^ ‘ Institutiones 
absolutissima' in Gra;edm linguam ’ . . . Nicolao Clenanlo auctore (my copy is dated 1543),’' 

The treatment of boys at school w.-is .sharp*, and 8haksj>ere, no doubt, got whacks on the 
hands and back with a cane — to say nothing of being bircht over a desk, or lioisted on another 
boy’s back — for making mistakes, like the rest of us in lateV time. English, we may be 
pretty sure, he was not taught ; it is now only gradually finding its way into schoohj. , , PL 
some of the university subjc‘cts, the trivials, — grammar, “ logike, I'hetoj-ike, — and the quad- 
riuials . . I meane arethmetike, inusiko, geometrie, and astronomic” {Ifm^rison, 1577-1587, 
book ii., j). 78, of my* edition), I sup])ose some smattering was given in the grammar-schohD, 
but I know no authority on the point. 

On September 3, 1572, John Shakspere coast to be chief alderman of Stratford. On 
March 11, 1573, his third sou, Richard (<lied February 4, IGl 2-13), was baptised; and in 
this year, the Earl of Leice.ster’s jilayers playd at I tratford. In 1574 the Earl of Warwick’s 
and the Earl of Worce.ster’s players both acted at titratford. In 1575, as the recortl of the 
fine levied on the purchase shows, John Shakspere bought the traditional birth] dace of the' 
jioet (both houses), with its garden and orchard, for £40. And in th(i July of that year he 
may have taken his boy Will to sec .some of the festivities that went on at the line I’ed-stone 
Kenilworth Castle, twelve mihis off, at the entertainment Leicester gave Queen Elizabeth, 
from Saturday, July 9, to W<jduc.s<lay, July 27. Shakspere’s lines in J/ids ion mf; 7 '-N if/hi' st 
Dream, 11. ii. 90-95, describe a somewhat like scene to that of Triton on a swimming 
mermaid, and Ariori on a dolphin’s back, at Kenilworth, on Monday, July 18; and«th® rough 
Coventrymen’s play of the repulse of a Danish invasion, partly by English women (acted 
partly on Sunday, July 17, and fully on Tuesday, July 19), may have been the poet’s first 
hint of historical plays. This play had been acted yearly at Coventry, but was noow of late 
laid doouu ; they knu no cauz why, onle.ss it wear by the zeal of cerhiin theyr preaclierz : men 
very commendabl for their behauiour and learning, sweet in their sermons, but sumwhat too 
sour in preaching awey their pastime.”® 

Ill 1577 troubles begin to come on John Shakspere. He does not attend regularly the 
meetings of the corporation® and instead of paying, like other aldermen, G.s*. Sd, “ towardcs the 
furnitiu'e of thro pikeraen, ij billmen, and one archer,” he is let off with 3 j#. id. On October 
15 he and his wife .sell their intere.st in her property at Snitterfield, to Robert Webbe ; and 
on November 14 they mortgage her A.shbies property, at Wilrnocote, to Edmund Lambert 
for £40, a mortgage which they never redeem ^ In the list of debts annext to the will of 
Roger Sadler, a baker at Stratford, dated also November 14, 1578, is. “Item of Edhioiwie^ 

^ But SCO the later excellent Dipers of Prof. Bayne.s in FraMr'x Magazine, 1879, 1880l' showing that 
Shakspere probably had large knowledge of Latin. On the “ABC Book,’* see lilr, Brads^iaw’s Paper in 
Caynhridge Antiq. Soc. Trans., 1866. 

* Shakspere quotes him in his first play, Love's Labours Lost. 

* Soo AMcham*8 Schoolmaster, See., and my Jiabces' Book Forew’ords. 

* If schoolmasters know a thing, they generally teach it. It is only their ignorance of English 

historically, and science, which has so long kept these subjects out of schools. '* 

* Laneham, p. 27 of my fslition for the Ballad Society, in wliich a sketch is given of all Captain Cox’s 

(or Laneham’s) books. Laneham*.s coxcombical racy letter should btj read, and also the po<it George 
Gascoigne’s Brief liehearsal of what w as done at this time at Ktuiil worth. ^ 

® On the possible, though doubtful note by Dethick, garter king-at-arms— at whose rooms the first 
Society of Antiquaries met (see my Francis Thynne’s Animadversions, p. 93)— that in 1670 Clarence Cooke 
trickt John Shakspere’s arms for him. see Dyco’s note 27, p. 21 of his Shakspere, 1866. 

See my letter of October 24, 1876, in The Academy. 



§ 2. SHAKSPERI! A3 A BOY WHO S LEFT SCHOOL. § 3. 8HAKSPERE IN LOVE AKi) MARRIED. vU 


LamU&rte and . . Oomishe, for tluMlobte of Mr. Jolin Shakspor, v./i” On ,Novenil)er 19, 
when every alderman is ordered to pay fourpcnce a week for the relief of tlie poor, John 
8hakspere is let off, he shall “not ])e taxed to paye anytliynge.’^ In 1570 Jolm Shakspere is 
returnd as a defaulter for not paying his year’s 3«. id. for pike ainl bill men (see above.) On 
April 4 his daughter Anne (born September 28, 1571) is buri(‘d, and he ])ays “ for the bell 
and pall for Mr. Sliakspers dawghter, viijJ.,” seemingly 4</. for the bell, mid b/. for the pall. 
The same year, the players of both Lord Strange and tlie Countess of Essi'x play in the 
Guildhall at Stratford, tfis do Lord Derby’s players in 1580. On May 3, 1580, Kdnmnd, son 
to Mr. John Shakspere is baptised ; and John Shakspere, of Stratford-upon-Avon, in the 
hundred of Baidichwa^^ is entered in “A Book of the Names and Dwelling-Places of the 
Gentlemen and Freeholders of the County of Warwick, 1580.” 

It it probable that Shakspei^^ left school at the age of from fourteen to sixteen. , Of 
wh^t he did when he left, there is no evidtaice. A Mr. Buston’s report, by Aubrey, is, that 
Shakspere “ understode Latino pretty well, for he had been in his younger years a school 
imu’ter in the countrey” — possibly the A-B-C-darius, or pupil-teacher, that Mr. ljuptoii 
speaks of above. A Mr. l)o\^all writes, in 1G93, that the old clerk of Stratford Church, then 
above eighty, “ says that this Shak(is})<iar was formerly in this towne bound apprentice to a 
i^n.Wier, but that he run from his master to London.” Another tradition says that he was an 
attorney’s clerk ; and that ho was so at one time of his life, I, as a lawyer, have no doubt. 
Of the details of no profession does he show such an intimate acrjuaintaiice as he does of law. 
The other books in imitation of Lord Campbell’s prove it to any one who knows enough law 
to be able to judge. They are just jokes ; and Shakspere’s knowledge of insanity was not got 
in a doctor’s shoj), though his law was (T believe) in a lawyer’s office. 

Shakspere, and his life as a Stmtford hul, must be left to the fancy of cveiy reader. My 
own notion of him is hinted at above (pp. iv, v). Taking the boy to be the father of the 
man, I see a square-built yet lithe and active fellow', with ruddy cheeks, hazel eyes, and 
auburn hair,’ as full of life as an egg is full of meat, impulsive, inquiring, syiiij)athetic ; up to 
any fun and daring ; into scrapes, and out of them with a laugh ; making love to all the girls ; 
a favourite wherever lie goes — even with the prigs and fools he mocks ; — untroubled as yet 
with Hamlet doubts ; but in many a quiet time communing with the bc^auty of earth and sky 
around him, with the thoughts of men of old in Uniks* ; throwing himself with all his heart 
into all Jie does. 

§ J. ©f course, every impulsive young fellow falls in love ; and, of course, the girl lie 
iloes it with is older than himself. Who is there of us that has not goiu^ through the process, 
•probably many times ? Young stupids we were, no doubt ; so was Shakspere. ^ But, unluckily, 
he went further* and one day near Michaelmas, 1582, he of eighteen-and-a-half, and 
his Anno Hathaway of twenty-six* “ read no more.” Their marriage became necessary. Tlie 
bond to the bishops officials, to enable the marriage to take place after once asking of the 
banns ^ was dated November 28, 1582; and their baby, Susanna, was baptised on May 26, 
1583. Such things were common enough then, as they have been since, especially in country 
life ; and I don’t think this one is helpt by supposing a public betrothment of William and 
Anne beforehand in the presence of friends*. I doubt John Shakspere, or any other father, 
being likely to consent formally to the pledging of his boy of eighteen-and-a-half, when both 
he and his boy were poor, to a woman of twenty-six, who was poor too, unless the case wa.s 

* I beliovo the “ lame “ laiuonesa ” of Sonnets 37 and 89, to he purely metaphorical. In 89, the 

contrast is between what is mt, (the lameness) and what the friend's wish would create. 

^ These are^thc colours on the bust in Stratford Church. “ Your chesnut was ever the only colour.” 

* I don’t press ihe books point, except they were stor^^-books such as then existed. 

She died “the 6th day of August, 1623, l>eing of the age of 67 yeares” (so, born in looG, eight years 
before Shakspere), says the brass plate over her grave in Stnitford Church. The “read no iiior<3 ” is Dante’s. 

* The wording of the Condition of the Bond is awkward : “if the said AVilliam Shagsp(*r(3 do not pro- 
ceed to solomni8acio'’i of marriadg with the said Ann Hathwoy u'ithont the consent of liir friendes,” &c., then 
the bond is to be void. The words did not bind Shakspere to marry Anne Hathaway, but only secured 
that if he married her, her friends sliould (‘onsont to it, and so clear the bishop. Of course, when she and 
|he hoy had got into their mess, her mother and father would consent to tlie marriage. 

® A form of betrothal, with long explanations about it, for those who desire to “ marrj’' in the I^rd,” is 
eontaind in A (dodly Form of llousehold Oort'rmnent,*\hSSy &c., by K[obert] C[Ieavt‘r], 4411, df. Brit. Miis. 
The consent of the parents and the couple being given, “the parties are to bo liotrothed and affianced in ’ 
these words, or such like : — 

I, jy., do willingly promise to matry thee^ A", if God will, and I liue^ whensoeuer our parents shall thinke 



§ i. SlIAKSPERE ON HIS IHUJ) TO LONDON. § 5 , TIIH LONDON HE CAME TO. 

trauelkn- l»aiu> an liorsst* •* , liis ImmI dootli cost him nothin, ; ]>ut if he go 011 foot, he is sure to 
jKiie a ]H‘iiio for tlie siime : hut wheilior he he horsscinau or footman, if his ohambta* he once 
lic may carie the kaic with liini, as of his owm* liuusc, so long as he lotlg^lh 

th(‘rc3."' 

Hhakspere would also go arind, for he would he liahle to meet suspicious-looking fellows 
wifJi — as Harrison says, p. 2S3 of my edition- the cxcessiue staues wJiich diuerse that 
tiaiU3ll by the waie doo ean ie vpoii their shoulders, whereof some' are twelue or thirteene 
footo long^, beside the i)ik(‘ of twelue inches : hut as tluy ai e conunonlio suspected of honest 
men to he thceues .ind robbers, or at the leastwise searse true men which heare them ; so by 
reason of this and the like suspicious weapons, the hoiu st trauellcr is now inforced to ride 
witTi a case of dags [pistols] at ids sadle how, or with some pretie short snapper, whereby he 
may deale with theuj furtlicr off in his owiui defense, before he come within the danger of 
tlicse weapons. FinaIIi(', no man trauelletJi hy* the waie without his sword, or some such 
weapon, with vs; except the minister, who commonlie wearcth none at all, vnlesse it be a 
dagg(?r or hanger at his side. Siddom also arc they or anie other waifaring men robtxjd, with- 
out the consent of the cliamberleine, tapster, or ostler where they bait and lie, who, feeling at 
their alighting whether their capeases or budgets be of anie weight or not, by ta^'iiig 
downe from their sadles, or otherwise see their store iii <lrawing of their plu ses, do by and by 
giuc intimation to some one or other attendant dailie in the yard or house, or dwelling hard 
by, vp(Tn such match(‘S, whether the preie be worth the following or no.” 

Probably Shakspere on his first jourmy would not be worth robhing. His road would 
no doubt be a fair one to ti-avel on, except jxiahaps on the Oxford and London clays. His 
Oarmomblo.s of T/t/i Me r rtf ir/rc.y " — Count iV'lumj>elgart — drove from London to Oxfoi'd, 
47 milcjs, in August, 1502, in a day aii<l a half, which means good roads for tlie lumbering 
coaches and posthorses of the day, or even for ruling, when out on a tour. His secretary 
thus describes the country : — 

^‘Letween London aud Oxford the country is in some i)laces very fertile, in othei’s very 
boggy and mossy ; and such imnnuise numbers of she(*p arc bred on it round about that it is 
astonishing. TheR^ is besides a superabundance of line oxen and other good cattle,” — P'y<3> 
Enffland u-m seen ht/ Forei/j iters it) the Ddjjs of EJixahHli and Janies /., p. 30. 

§ 5. For the look of tlie London that Shakspere came to, I must r(d(‘r m^ readers 
to the plans* and vhiws ])ubUsht in my Ifarrison for the New 8haks[>ere * Society, 
fj*om Norden s Middleseji- -with l\b\ Wh(‘atley’s Notes on them — ami the Hieur de la 
Herre’s account of the visit of Mario de Medicis to England in 1G38*, S:c. Small iis tbi 
I'iby was wluai coinjiard to its pi'csout size -say half as big again as thi3 Oi^y* proper, within 
the walls, with a lu^lt of house's down the Straml to Wcstininstcr, ami auotlici’ 011 Baiikskle, 
Southwark — it was still to then visitors “lovely Loialon ” (Pede), “the flowre of cities all” 
(Dunbar); and its om^ hridgt* across the 'I'hamos, with its rows of houses on each side, was 
011(3 of the. wond(3rs of the world. Fm- the society, the giacious accomplislit ladies of the 
(knu’t, and the jejaloiis pushing coiirtiei-s, one turns to Spenser's Colin, (JhnU's conie home 
again,^ to llarrisou (pp. 271-2), and the like charaeb'r books. For the charming women 
“and by nature so mighty pn;tty, as T have scarcely ('ver beheld,” to Kiechel, in Mr. Rye’s 
England, j). 7, or my Jfarrisoa, p. Ixii., ttc., and to almost (wery Elizabethan dramatist, who 
but turns his lovely countrywomen into the glorious i3r(*atious of his plays. The cheery 
working-men too, “so rncrie without malice, and jdaiiic without in\^ard Italian or Ffewch t 
<Taft and subtiltic, that it would doo a man good to be in (*ompanie amongi, them,” are in 
llarrUion as wc'll, p. 151, with sketches of all other classt^s, and accounts of the wonderful 
increase, in Shakspere’.s days, in the wealth and well-being of Jiis couiitryiAen. ’ But of course 

* 

^ See also the interosting exlraitt from Fynes Moryson, A.D. 1C17, in my fTftrrison, p. Ixx,, and 
th(} rest of Harrison’s bk. 3, ch. IG, ttl. 1587, as to the ostler and chamberlain (waiter) b(4ng in league with 
tho highway roT^bers, 

^ (xttdtihUl. I am joined with no foot land-rakers, no sixyamny strikers.’* — 1 Henry IV. ^ 

II. i. 70. p 

•* So-called in tho imperfect fpiarto ; see the comment on tho jday below. 

'* Thi! plan of London in 151)3 w'as also yniblished in The Graphic of (jetoher 21, 1870. from our plate. 
See too the Soc. of Antiquaries’ engraving of tlie Froeession of Edward VI., thro* the (3ty on^the day jbeforo 
his Coronation, and its reduction in my Ifarrison^ J*art HI. ; and Agus’s Ma^) of London. 

* This has been reprinted for the New Shaksp. Soit., by tho hclinyrarure process (Bujardin’s, Paris)^ 
and was i.ssued in my Harritton, Part II. It is a most interesting viev/ of the north side of Cheapside, .in 
holiday finerv. 



§5. THU ^^t^Aii{:iPEliE CAME TO. 


§6. “THE THEATRE" AM) ''THE GLOBE, 


there was a dark side to the bright ]>ioture ; and th(i Puritans like Stubbos', NortJibrookc^', 
Gosson, the satirists like Dekker {GuH\ Hoi'nhook), bring this dark side into view with 
t-errible <Hstinctness, show in tlioir tiItJi and grime all the vie(‘s and ibllits of the time, and 
especially paint the players as bhuik as tiie devil himself is — by n^poit- and tint their 
audiences but one shade lighter. Full of interest these one-skhsl books are, but we must not 
let them blind us to the new life in the lainl in fair Eliza’s time, and to the nobleness fuid 
daring of the Sidneys, the Grenvilles, the Ttaleighs, tin? men like-minded in all ranks, ivady 
for adventure, I’eady for death, who ’d hold their own against the worhl. Into a society thus 
mixt, soon to be stirrd to its de])ths by the ap[>roach of the Arnimla in lo8S did Shaks]»ert‘ e<nae. 

§ (). How ? As a stranger to be honoard, weloomd, and kisst by *• girls with angids’ 
faces”?'* Or ])Oor ami <lespis’d, to pick ii]) his first pence by holding men’s hoi*s(‘s at The 
theatrealoors, as one tradition says he <Ud 1 ‘ Tln^ play-house with which tradition connects 
linn was called “The I’heatre,” and was built by a player and joiiua*. James Eurbage, in 1577, 
in the ihdds outside the City Walls,'* on the \vt‘st of Eishopsgate Street, JU‘ar the site of the 
jiresent Standard Mdieatre in Siioreditch. In lolhS it was ])ulld down, and in loDJ ridmilt as 
“The Globe,” on* Jlankside, Southwark.'* Whether employd at “The Theatii*,'’ or “The 
Curtaino ” close by (first noticed in 1577), or any of the “other suche lyke places b(\sides,” 
of which Northbrooke speaks in 1577-8, or “tin*. theatei*s ” of which Harrison said in 1575, 
“ ft is an euident token of a wicked tinn? A\hen plaiers were so riclai that tlu*y can build 
suche liouses,” it is eh'ar from Robert GreeiK^’s jiosthumous G rotitsirtn'Ui nf in 15i):2" that 
Shakspenj was then known, and well known, as both actor and author, though we, liave. 
no direct evidem^e of his being a niein]»er of Burbage’s, or the Lord (diamberlain’s, Company 
till (diristinas, 1505. In tiie accamnts of the Treasurer of the Chamber, containing this 

* S(‘(} lay edition. Now Sluiksp. Soc. lvS7<>-7 ; also my Tidl dVotli volume, and Stafford ; R. r.*s Tihu'n 
U'hlmlla in the Early English Society, (S'c. 

- In the old Sliakespearc Sex-iety. 

* Erasmus: h(< also says, “ Il<\sides, theiV is n custom here never to ho suflUic ntlv commended. 
^Vhert.•v^‘^ you conic', ycni arc rec'civd with a kiss hy all; when you lake' your have', you are disrnisst with 
kissc.'s; you return, kisses arcj repeated. 5'hey come to visit you,kissc'S again; they lea vc.‘ yon, you kiss them 
;dl remnd. Should the y nu'C't you any wlierc*, ki^.scs in abundame; in tine, whe rever you move, there is 
nothing but kissc's.” — Wn risof*, p. Ixi. ; and sei* p. Ixii. 

■* 5'he authority for it is ihcj poet I’opc*: he lie.ird it from Rowe, wl»o w.‘i.s told by Betterton the actor, 
and ho h}’’ Sir Wm. Davenant the actor, wlio is rc'porled to have* said h«‘ was Shaks})crci’s bastard by Mis. 
Davenant, the Oxford-inn landlady, 'i’ht* story is told in (Uhber’s Ltris of the /'fW.s, Uoe, v«)l. i., p. IHO, 
and in Johnson’s Prolc'gomcna to tShakrujHnre, 170'). The latttu* says, “ AVhc‘n Shakc'sju'ar flc‘d to London 
trom the terror a criminal i)ros(‘cution, liis fii>t expc'dient was to wait at the* door of the ]d’ivhous»‘, and 
hold tlio horsc^s of tliose who had no servants, that they might he rc'ady again alter thi* jicrformancc*. In 
tliis otheo he; hecaini* so eonsjiicuons for his care and readiii<*ss, that in a short lime* cvc'i v man us he alighted 
called for irUf. Shahrs])( Oi\ and scarcely any other waiter was with a liorse while ^shnh'.sjH-ny 

c ould he? had. 5’his was tlv* iirst dawn of better fortune. Shakc‘s]>ear, finding more; horses ])ut into lo's hand 
than he eould hold, hircxl boys to wait under liis inspection, who, when J/’?//. Shnk’t s}K’ar was siniinioned, 
were immediately to presc-nt tlnansclves, 1 am Shakvapeor's hop^ idr. In tine , Shakespear found liiglicr 
employment: hut as long as the practice of riding to tlic playhouse ccntinned, the waitirs that hel<l tie* 
horses retained tlie appellation of iShakeapeartt hof/sd' J am willing to accept tin* tradition, for it harmonises 
with Greene’s JolKmms far totum. f believe in life ami go as the essiuice (d‘ young Shakspero. He 'd havf* 
wiped hoots with .a shoe-clout, <*leand a h<u*se, commamhsl the channel-fleet, the army, t>r the nation, ttr 
written a sermon for any Komani.st or Turitan, to say nothing of poems and plays for young nobles ami tlie 
stage. Another tradition is given in a 1 ‘tter, dated idUJ, from a man named Dowdall to Mr. Edward South 
we|l, whieh says that the jTtirish clerk of Stratford, who sliowd Dowdall the. churcli, and was above 80 vi'ais 
old, told him that 8haks])ero x^a.s hound ajipreiitii’C to a butcher, and ran fin>m his ma.ster to lauidon, where 
ho was taken info tlio theatre a.s a servitor. P»ut the apprentice part of tliis tradition is ineoiisisteiit witli 
ShakspereVs fath^hood of three children at 21 years old. 

^ Builders of theatres put them outside the Walls to prevent their being .shut l\v ordi r of the Lity 
authorities or Proolamatiou, wlienever (liere came a panic about inft‘ction or pl.iguc, harm to morality, Ac. 

® A Jiuridred yards or so south-wc.st of tin* Surrey foot of London Bridge. 'I’ho site of the Globe 
Theatre, Glolie Alley, icc,, have long been ))art of ]5urclav's Brewery there. S»*e my 7/</> / /.veu, Bt. IL, 
j). xvii. Playhouse Yard is hy The Times ]n’iiiting-otlie(* in Pdackfriars, when; Buihage's Blackfriar.s theatre 
once ji*as. These theatres were put down in 1047. 

. * “ Base minded inen all tliree of you [Alarlowe, Nash, Peele], if hy iny miserie ye hvr not warned : for 
Vlfto none of you (like me) sought tho.so hurres to ch*aue: thosi* Puppits (I me.ane) that speake from our 
mouthy those Anlieks garnisht in our eolouj'.s. Is it not .strange that T, to whonu^ they all haue boon 
beholding, shall (wi'ro ye in that ease that 1 am now) he both at onee of tln’in forsak<'n r AV.s, trust them 
not : for thoro is an upsTart crow, beautified with emr f(*athers, that witli hi.s Tm/ers heart, umpt in a P/apers 
Me, supposes he is as wi'll able to bumbast out a hlanke verse as tlie best of you : and being an alxsoluh* 
Johannes fac totum, is in hi.s owne conei'it the only Shake-scene in a vimuiru'.'' ■-J/0<sio7i- Books, New. S!i. 
•800., p, 30. We must not sii])pose that Greene’.*- bitter woixls fairly represent Sbakspeve’.s eharaeter. Henry 
Chettle, who i>ut forth the Groatsicorth after CLeene’s death, says,'evijf;iitly of Shakspere, in his own, KimG 
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evidonco, Sliakspore’s naiiK* occurs after that of Keinpe the comedian, and l>efore that of 
Ridiard Ihirbago the great tragedian.^ ^ 

W'liat tiion had Shakspert^ Avritten by 1592 to move the Avrath of the dying and deserted 
(Jrccnc ? Certainly, say som(3 caatics, 77/^? Tragedio. of lilchard Duke of Yorke, and the 
do.ath of good Kutg Ut'ori*. tlo< SiM^ rfr., printed in 1590, a play eiilargd by Hhakspere and 
otlitu's into Thfi Third' Part of Henrg the Sixt^ tirst })rinted in the First Folio of 1623. In 
both plays occurs the liu(3 below quoted by Greene, Avith the change of serpents (7V. Trag.'f 
to leomuis (Folio) ; 

** Oh Tygerit hart wrapt tn a uowohh hide ! I To hid the father wipe hia eit s withall, 

liow couldst thou (Iraiiic the life bloud of the ehildc | And yet ho aeeno to bcare a womans face ? ” 

the lines being s{>okeu by York to the tigrish Queen Margaret. 1 however am strongly 
opinion that neither the line above, nor Yoj k’s speech in Avhich it occurs, is iShakspere’s ; and 
1 .suspect that tlic parts of 2 tfe 3 Henry VI. Avo’itten by him are of a later date than 1592. 
Greene’s quotatioji of a lijio hy Marlowe, from a sjXiech with an adage in Avhich he may 
hims(ilf have had a hand, and from a play which the two had Avritteii together — Avith others' 
help] — would sutMcieiilly ])oiiit th(3 shaft aimd at Sliakspere, Avithout nec(3ssarily in plyiifg li^^" 
part-authorship or I’cvision of The True Trage.dle at that tinuj. But this matter raises the- 
qiiestioii of tlie dates and order of Shaks]>er(3’s Plays, (liis Lift? is continued in § 15.) 

§ V. It is a <]ueHtioii tluit has not been yet enough attended to in Fngland, involving, aS;V 
it does, tlie cui*c of the great defect of the Eiiglisli school of 8hakspereaas, their neglect 
to study Shaksjxu’e as a Avhole. They Iuiac too much lookt on his works as a conglomerate 
of isolated plays, Avhhout order or succession, bouml together oidy by his name, and the 
covers of the A^olume that coiitaind th(un. Wherciis the tirst necessity is to regard Shakspere 
as a Avlnde, his works as a living organism, each a member of one created unity, the Avhole a 
tree of healing and of comfort to tlu^ nations, a gi’owth from small beginnings to miglity ends,, 
the successivti shoots of one gr(‘at mind, Avhieh can never h(3 seen in its full glory of leaf, and 
blo.ssom, and fruit, uuh'ss it be Au'(3wd in its oueiies.s. Certain it is that ho one Avoi*k of 
Shakspere’s, or any otlu r mans, ean be riglitly and fully vA-ilued and understood, unless it is 
set by his other works, and its relation to them made out, th(5 progress of his mind up to that 
point followd, and the advance of it iJterwards ascertaind. Tliis proce.ss can alolie eiiahh* 
tlie student to get the full yield out of tin* jday or the author he studies ; wliiJti it gives him 
quitr3 a new interest in the author’s Avorks, by the light it casts on the histoiy of that 
author’s mind. TIk^ getting Sliakspere’s Plays into tlu^ nearest possibly approach t?> 
their right order of writing, is thus a matter of tirst importance to all students of our great 
poet. 

The evidence for this order is t wofold, from without, and from within. ' 

§ la. That from without, consists (1) of entries of Poems and Plays, before or on 
])ublication, by ])ublisliers, in the Pegi.stors of tluj Stationers’ Company incorjmrated l)y 
Queen Mary in 1557, of Avliioh tlie book-(‘ntries from 1557 to ■ltJ40 liave been printed 
by Mr. K. Arber, in four aoIs., 4to : the 5th or index volume is yet to come. (2.) The 
publications of th(3 Poems and Play.s. (3.) Allusions in (;ou temporary books, diaries, 
letters, Ac. These giv(3 tlie date at Avhich tlie poem or play mirst liavo been in existejice, 
though it may have hovu Avritten long befori*. ^ ' 

'STos. 1 and 2, tin? Stationers’ Kegisters, and publication, date sufliciently for us 
Poem.s, and six plays, all printed in Shaksjierc’s lifetime except A,s Yoa Like Jt^ which, tlio' 
not expre.ssly dated KiOO, is in such ;i ])lace in the Stat. Beg. that no other year than 1600 
can be meant. See Arbor’s Transeriyt, iii. 37 — 

hart& Lreame (p. 38, lines 13-17, Xi'w. Sb. Soc.’s yiiluslon-Jiao/.ft, 1874): — “^Fy^sflfo bane seeno his 
ilcmeaiior no losse ciuill than be in the qnalitio ho professes. Pcsido.s, diners of worship hiiue 

reported his Aqirightnoss of dealing, >vljic}i argiir s bis honesty, aixl bis facetious grace in writing, that 
aprooues his Art.” 

^ “To Wikvairi Kempe, Wiyiarrr Shakespeare and Pieharde Ibirbagi', soruaiin/e.^ to thcj Lord ChamlM*' 
]oyn(\ vpoii tlio (;ouncellr.s warr^r;/!, dated at Whitehall xv"' Mareij 1594, for twoo seuerall ComedioiJ pr 
Knti'rlndes sliewod by them before lujr nuyV/Atie in ^7/n’.vfnias tyine laste paste, viz. : St. Stephens daye and 
Iniiocentc.s- daye, xiij", vj*, viij , an<] by wave <»f her ma]>;'.st?Av Itowardo vj“, xiij", ilij**, in all, xxL”- — 
Ifalliwell’s p. 31. 

2 ‘‘4 August! ’’ [IGOO]. The year i.s fixed hy the subsecinent entries [of Henry V."] at p. 169, and 
[Much Ado and 2 Ihn. IV. at p. 170. As yon tike yt | a hooke. Henry the Fift | a booke. Every, 
in hiH humour | a bookc. The cTomedie of muche a doo about nothing | a booke.” 
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entenl ' uldonis lf)93 ; Litcrr.cf^. l/)94 ; 1 I/m. IV. l')97 ; Miu'h Ado 1(>00; 

pul>]isht „ 1593; ,, ; „ • 

* enterd - Hamlet - - - 1002; Lear 1007; inentioniiiL; lOOii ; Perirks - 1008; 

puldisht ,, 1003 it 1004; ,, 10()(S ; 1009.^ 

No, 3, AlliiHions in conUMnporjiry hooks, it«*., djiti* for ns fiuir Plr.ys : .Itdius Casar, 
1001; Fel>riui)y, 1002; Winter a Tak\ 1011: JIrnrt( 17//., 1013. The 

authorities are as follows : — Wcever's Mirror of Mart jjrs, 1001, for Jnilo'; Cn sur : 

“The nr'iTiy-hc.'ulcd in' titude wonf dr;iwno j Winn (jixinriit INhuk Anidiiir h.id n 1. owin' 

By Brutus speech, Unit Ca'sar was ambitious; | Jlis vcilin's, wlio but lirulus then v.a.'. vicit/usr’* 

There is no such scene in Plntarch\s Life, of Cicsar, wliioli was ^Sliakspore’s ori^Oftal, so 
,that no doubt Weever alluded to Shaks|)ere’.s ])lay. 

Manninghaui’s Dinnj ((yaniden Society, 1808, ed. J. Lnice, }>. 18 : ]\Iimninghani wa.^; a 
barrister of the Middle Teinjdo) hyr Twelflh-Nkjlit : — 

At our fr?ast, wee liaTil a play called Involve Ni^ht, or What 
the Comedy of lilrrors, or Meiiechmi in Plautus ; but most like and nome to that in Italian 
called Tnganni. A good practise in it to make, the steward bch'ive his lady widowe was in 
love with him, by counterfay ting a letter as from his lady in general terines, telling him 
what she liked best in him, and jireseribing his gesture in smiling, his apparaih', c^ire.j and then 
when he came to practise, making him believe tht‘y took liiin to be jnad,” iti*. 

Di*. Porrnan’s Diary, in No. 208 of tlie Ashmole MSS. in the Bodleian Library, Oxford, 
art. 12, for Winter's Tale^ says, “In the Winters Talle at the glob, Kill, the 15 of mayey’' 
and, — his spelling being modernised : — “ Observe tlu'o how L(n)ntes, the King of >Sicilia, was 
overcome with jealousy of his wife, with thi^ King of Bohemia, his frimnl that came to see 
him, and how he eontriv(‘d his death, and would have had his cup-bearer to have )>oisoned 
(Bohemia], wJio gave the King of Bohemia warning tlicriMif, and lli;d with him to Ikdiemia. 
xlemombor also liow he sent to the ora<*Ie of Apollo, ami tli(‘ answiu* of Apollo, that shi' \vas 
guiltless, and that the king was jealous, S:c. ; and Jjow except the cliild was found again that 
was lost, the King should die without issue : for the child was carrifsl into Bohemia, and 
there laid in a for(‘.st, and brought up by a sliepluTd : and the King of BoJiemia’s son 
married that wench ; and how they flc<l in[to] Sicilia lo Lcontes, and the shejdierd liaving 
showed thi‘ letter of the nobleman by whom BiKmtes sent away that child, and the jewels 
found about her, she was known to be Lcontes’ daughtm*, and was tlii'n sixt(*en years old.” 

Por Henri/ VIIL 1. Thomas Lorkiii’s letter, in the Harleian MS. 7002 (Ih'itish 
Museum), to Sir Thomas Puckering, datinl “London, this last of »lune. Mil 3 : — 

“No longer since than yesterday [June 29], wliile Bourbagi* his coinjiaiiy W’l're acting 
at the Clobe the play of Henry VIIT, and then* shotJ.ingijf emtayne chambers [small cannon 
or mortars] in way of t!’ium])li, the tire catclied,” ke. — Sim/er. 

2. John Ohamberlaine’s lettt*r to Sir llalph Winwood, datcal London, 8th July, 1(>13, in 
Winwood's Memoriids, vol. iii., j). 4(19 : — 

“But the burning of The Globed' or Phi ^fh n n se ^ oi\ the Banksiile, on St. Peter’s day 

* The other dates of jmidiratioii (.ind entry) arc as follows. All are stand to imply that the wovKs the> 
date were written earlier, aiul my eoiiieeturd dales follow: — 

1593-4. Titiis Andronieus (? Shaksjiere’s) (? ) * lOOO. 2 Honry fV ----- (.M.'!;7-<S) 

(1594. ..4 Fhrew, the basis of The Shrew) 1 i. r * IhOO. Henrv . , _ _ - 1;')!)9 

n59L (''ouUntAon, the basis of 2 Hen. VI.) [ * ICOO. Mids.’ Xigld’s Bream - - - (1 l.VJl-S) 

(1595. 77Y('7r7y,thc basis of 31Ien. \T.) ) * iCiOO, Mer. h. *d' N’mic** (mtd. 1598) {'r 1598) 

* 1597. Koiiieo and Juliet - - - (r 1591-3) * 1602. ]\[citv AVive> (eiitd. 1001) - V 1598-9) 

^ 1597. llichard II. - - - - ('r 1593-4) * 1609. t^onm ts (: 1593 1008) 

* 1597. Kichardlll. (M594) .. * 104)9. Troilusand ( V('.ssidi (entd. 1008) (MOOO -7) 

* 1598, Love’s 1 'ibours TiOst - - - (!" 1589) * 162,2. Othello ------ (r 1001) 

^ 1599g Passionate Pilgrim - - - (? 1589 -99) * 1623. Other Plays : first Folio - (i' 1588 1613) 

A Lovppe Complaint., printed in 1009, at the end of ShalvS]M‘r(''s Konmia., 1 oiiee believed spuriouB, 

\ hut am now content to ai'cept Dyce’s declaration that it is an early gi Tiuinr work. 

2 The entrioa in Black’s Catalogue, col. 169, are “’’12. The'’ Boek«’ of Pl.des and Notes thereof per 
Formans for common pollioie.” (leaf) 200. This hook was begun a f('w months Ix'fore Ids d(.'atli, and 
contains notes of only four plays which he witnessed ; nainelv — “ In Kiehard the 2 [not Sh.’s] at the glob, 
16ll, the 30 of Apilll.” 201. ‘ “ In the Winters ’Talle .at the glob, 161 1, the 15 of maye. ’’ 20P- 2. “ Of 

Cinobelin, King of England.” 206. “In Maekbeth at the glob, 1610, the 20 of aprill.” 207 - New lAK 
SoeJs Trans.., 1875-6. 

* Built in 1599 out of the materials of The Theatre : sec j). xi, above. It was rebuilt in 1613, after the fixe* 


“ Feb. 2, 1(>01|-2|. 

'ou Will. Much like 



5 7. INTERNAL EVinKNCE FOR mi] ORDER OF SHAKSPERE'H PLAYS. 


2t)], (taiinot escape you ; u ]ii( h fell ent by a pcolo of ehttmhrrs (that T know ])ot upon 
what occasion vvin’o to he uscmI in the pjay), the tcan[>iu or stoj)ple of one of them lighting in 
the that«*h that covcavd the lunis N liU.riiM it to tJie ground in less than two hours, with a 
<lvve]]iiig-house adjoining ; and it was a grts-it iiiarvailc and faire grace of (dod that the people 
Jiad .s(> iittl(? harm, having hut two narrow doors to g(d- out at.’’ — Siuy^^r, 

The hiiriiing of tin' (llohe is nn'iitioml also hy ilovves, in his continuation of Stowe’s 
A e<l. l4i:U, p. !)2() ; ljut Sir ily. W'otton, in his account of it, Wnttoinaavey 

p. 425, ('d. 11)85), says tliat tin* ])lay was “a new play called AH h 

§ Ih (1). The ('vidc'iice of <lal<‘ from within tlic ])lays is (1) from allusions in them to 
f»ast or i^ont«*mporary (‘V4‘nts, cVe. These* <late positively only one play, llptirif V., which in 
I. 50 4 ef its Prologue to Act \\, refers to the IJarl of Rssc'X, then in command of the Queen’s 
army in Irehujd : - 

“ Jiut now j As, l»y a lower, l)ut by loving likelihood, 

III tie* (|ui<‘lc forge miiiI woi king-honse of thought, ■ AVeiv* now i hr of our ffrnrious rmprutSy 

Ijoiidoii doth jtour out her eiti/.iuis I ! (As, in good time, lie iuHy)/)-e;« Ireland., continy, 

'rhf'i iu:;yor, and nil liis ])rethren, in l)e.■^t sort, ' Jiringing relu llion I.rooeln'd upon liis sword, 

]jike to the semitois of the anliipie Uonm, Huw nuiny would Uio peaceful city quit, 

With tin* swiiniiing at tlieir heels, — 4 o w<*lcoine liim > iiiueh more, and nmeh P’oro ti.LVso, 

(Jo fortli, and h'leli their eoiiijLU'ring t'lesar in : ; l>i<l they this Harry.’' 


Ami tln‘ 7 ’(^ can he little douht that tin* Prologues to Act T. also refers to the m^wly-built 
woodi'n ((4 or) (Hohe Tlu'atre, ofiend in See p. xi, above : — 

^‘('an this eoekjiit hold j Within (his n-coden 0, tlio very casques 

’Idle AMstv fields of Fiance or limy we cram | 'I'hai did alfrighl the air of Agiiicourt ” 

Hut tlio data' of one other play may also bo tak(*n as d(*(ndefl by an allusion in it. And 
that is liinoro and hy the Nurse’s w'ords as to Juliet’s age - 


(’oine Iiaiinnas-cv<* at night, shall slic ho foiutecn. ! 
Susan and she, — (rod rest all (.’’hristian souls I 1 
Were of an age. — VV'<'11, Susan is with (Jial; i 

She was too good fr»r me : Put, as I said, ’ 

On Ijaiiimas-cvc at night shall she be fuurtct.'ii : j 


Tliat shall she*, marry; I nuiicmber it vv**!!, 

’ Tts since the earf fuinahe noir eleeen tfcnrs ; 

And she was wean’d, I n<;ver shall forget it, - 
Of all the days of the y(‘ar, upon that dav." 

- J. hi. 17-25. 


Now tlio groat cartli(|uake of Sbakspoi’e’s time — to which he also probably refers 

in rpjiffs mu! Adon'oi - ssw.'i^ on Api'il h, USD. And, unless Juliet was suckled till she 

was between two and tlinie, the Nurse's II years should be U. Tliis gives either J5i)l 
or 159:> for the date of tin? l*lay, and as it must he (dose to Vroun ami Adoais — (uitcrd 

and ])iiblis]it 1595, — either date may be held for it, tlio’ J ineliue to put it V>(*f()r(? Vrna-s 

mid Adunin I'ather than after it.' 

Tims fai', then, we Jiave trustworthy daU's’* for two fioenis and Adonis^ 

1505; ip!erp<“\ 1594) and 11 Plays: llonipo and JnJirt^ 1591-5; 1 llmnj /P., 1597 ; 


^ Ih sidcf? these, Francis M< iv's, in his PtfUndi.^ Ttanin, 1598, gives us tlio downward dates of some 
of 8haks])crc'.s Sonnvts (tlu.* wliolc* wen,* pnblisht in 1()09), of (} Comedies and (i Tragedies : — 

‘‘ As the Smile of Enphorhns was thoiiglit to hue in Vathnyorus : so the HW’eete wittio soule of 
Onid Hues in mellifluoiM and lioiiy-tongued ^ihakespeare^ wiines his Vvnns and Adonis^ his Luereve^ his 
sagred Sonnets among his priuate friends, &c. 

**As rianins ami St'nren art; aci ountod the hi'st for (.Wii'dy and Tragedy among the Latines ; ah 
Shakf sjnare among y” Fiiglisli is the most exe«*llent in both kinds for the stivge; for Comedy, witnes 
Ins Gentlemen of I'frona^ his Jirrors^ liis Lone labors lostj his Loue labours wonneA his Midstihiniers night 
dreamij and his Alerchant. of' Venire: for 'Pragedy, his Richard the 2., Richard the 3., Jlcnrg the 4., 
King .luhn., Titus Andranieus, and liis Tiomeo and Juliet.'^ — New Shaksp. Soc.’s Allusian^Jiooks., p. 159. 
Alliisioris in otJuu* hoijks also give downward dates for plays, jus John Weever, 1695, for “ Rnmea-Richard'\' 
Jtuliert Tufte, 1598, for “ Ao/v.s- Inhour loaf" : Jn. Marsion, 1598, for Richard HI.; Priinlyco, 1009, 
Terieks ; J, W. von Veiidcnheym, April 30. 1010, for Otdatlo, i<cc. 

* As Vou Like it is sometimes said to he dnt»'d 1001 by the Jillusioii in A('t IV., sc. i., 1. 163, 
wljere Uositlind, chaffing Orhindo, says, “I will weep for nothing, like Diana in the fountam* and I 
v/ill do that when you are disposed to Ihj nn-rry.” Careless referers to Stowe’s Survay^ 1598, revis’d 
1003, have interpret ed the removal of the ohl tiiiiher cross at the top of the stone Kloanor Cross, after 
Ilecemher 21, 1000, to imply the removjil also »)f what was set up on its east side in 1590, “a curiously 
wrought tabernacle of grey marlilc, Jind in tiie sjime an image .ahtbaster of Diana., and water convoyed from 
the 4’hann's })rilling from her miked lin^^st for a tiiiu-, hut now decayed.” — Thoms’s reprint, p. 100, ool. 2. 
The allusion in The (onwdy of Krror.'i, III. ii. 121 0, to F’rance making war against her heir, gives bnly the 
vague (bite of 1584-89, or 1581-98. See below. 

‘‘ 1 sjiy, tiustworthy dates, because tlie e.xt. rnal evidence is confirrnd by the iiitonuiL 

1 Most likely the play i-ecast iw All's Well that Ends Well, 
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§ 7. METRICAL TESTS. SAMPLES OF SHAKSPERE‘S EARIA"^ JAD LATE WORKS. 

JJenrt/ V., ion Lih' It and Ado, KJOO ; I 1 tiOlj j Ilaiaht, 

l(n)2-4 ; Lear, lOOO ; IWivlah, 1()()8 ; Tale, Kill ; Ilunri/ 17//., KJKJ. 

• § 76 {-)• And for the ilates, or rather the ord(‘r, of the n*.st, I’li of Sliakspere’s '57 

j^lays— 18 printed durijig his life', and 11) aft<;r lii« death (ineludin<^^ I' lot I’lro Xolde Kinsman), 
— as well as part of his Sonnets, we are thrown back on the second part of ili<* Evidence from 
Within, the Style and "J^Miipta* of the works. 

Let ns first take The point of Metre, in wliich Shaksperc* was ehano;iii^ almost play 
by play, during his whole life. Jf(‘r<^ are two passages of narrative* troiu ])lays of his 
youth Wid his age*. .»ust read them, and see which has the formality of the. l.(‘ginner, 
which the ease and How of the practist writer : - 


Xhc Comi'dU' of Mr roya, 1. i. 00 J‘-21, p. 8S, Folio. 

“ Jfrrch. Oh, had tla; gods done so, T had not uu\v i>y ^ 
Worthily l(;aniiM them mereilesse to vs I 5 

For ere the ships could mvai hy twice liuo h •agues, 
AVc were oncouiilred by a mighty rockc, 

NV’hich being violent 1}' borne vp[oJi], 

Our heli>cfull ship was splitted in th»' midst ; 


So that, in this vniiist diuorec of vs, ler. 

Fortune had left to botli of vs alike, 

What to dedight in, what to sorrow for. it.; 

Her part, poore soule, seeming as hurdeiid i«w ^ 
With lesser waight, but not with h.'sser W'oo, 1 'K.> \ 
Was curri(-d with more s])eed before the wiude ; 

And in our sight they three were taken- vp | 

by Fishermen of Coriuth. as we thought. iil» ) 

At length another shij) had sei/Zd on vs, 


And, knowing whom it w'as their hap to sam*, 

(rau^ healthful! welcome to thidr ship-wraekt guests. 
Ami would 'hauo n.’ft the Fishers of their )uey, 

Had not their bark<' be<'n(' v('ry slow of saih* ; 

And therefore, hon)ew’ar<l did they heiid their eourse. 
Thus haue you beard me semVd from my blisse. 
That by misbntuiif.s ^as my life jindongd, r*o 

To tell sa<l stories of my owne mishaps.” 


I The J/fr cf Kiitfj lltunj the Eight, II. iv. 180 ; 209 , 
p. 217, FoIi(t. 

“ Fir.st, me tbouglit 1 

T stood not in the smile of Heaueu, who had i. -j 
j (’oinmamled Nature, that my Ladies wombe, | 

i Tf it t-onceiu’d a mal(*-ehild by me, should i. I 

4)t>e no im^re Otliees of life too 't, tJien A\k. -1 

j The (Jraue «loes to th’ dead. For her Male Is | sue, j 
! Or di’de where they were made, or shortly af | ter 1 
d'his world hadayr’d tin m. Hence T tookealhought -[ 
'Fhi.s was a Judg( nu nt on me, that my kingd 1 ome f 
: (Well woithy the best Jleyreo' tlf World) sboiild not \ 
I He gladded in ’t by me. Then folio wes, //o/f wu. | 

I wadglfd the danger which my Kealnies 5»tood-in ( 
Hy this my Issues failo ; and that gauc to ] we wk. i 
Many a groaning throw : tlms hulling iu wk. \ 
The wild Sea of my Oonscienee. 1 did steern ( 

'Fowanl tliis remedy, whereupon we are j. * 

) 

Now pr<\sent lieeir togetlier; that’s to say, ( 

1 nu'ant to reetilie my ( 'onseieiue, tvhich i. ^ 

1 tlieii did feele full sieki', and yet not well, — ) 

• Hy all th(5 lieuerend Fallvers of the l^and, 

Ami Doetor.s Jearn’d. J’ir.st, 1 began in j^ri [ uafe 
With you, my Lord of Lineolne; you remem 1 l;cr, ^ 
How viider my oppre.'vsioii 1 «iid reeke, 

I Wlieii I fir.st mou’d you.” (Se(', too, Coriol. II. ii. 

Ho 12o.) 


Is it not ])laiii that tlio Error.'f lines are iJu' wink of the novice, the Ifrnrt/ YlfJ. 
;Ones of 111 *" traiiid iwtist, with full conirnand of his material, who has learnt liow to eojicc il 
his art? (Zoinpare tln’^ formal structure of tli<» lirst, with tin* (*ase and \arie<l pause.* 
of the secopd. Note in the Errors passage, liow every liiie hnt H iluells on its I.t.Z 
Word, has a' ])a:ise after it, (tho’ with .*» central pauses too,) while in the Ilonnf VllL 
one, every line but 8 refas(*s to pause at its last word, ami not only runs on into the nexl 
line, making central })a,ns(*s instead of end ones in every ease t*xeept d, hut also, to faeililatt* 
this running-on, puts in 8 lines a light (1.) or weak (wk.) ending at the last word : thh. 
to get the freedom and ease of natural talk.* Note again that thi? Errors lines hav<? all 


, 'Of course in the early jdays there ’ll be seme pa.stviges with all run-on linos -oid in the late pla> s 
Some passages with all eml-stopt lines, &c., but in each case these d<» not i^ivo Iho gonoral ehaiacter i»f the 
metro of the ]day they occur in. Here is an exei ptional specimen of the run-on llm* and central pause in 
Mowed and JnUrt, II. vi. 21 -21) : — 


Mow. Ah, Juliet, if the mea.sure of thy joy 
Be heap’d likf^ mine, ami tliat thy skill he" more 
To blazon it, then bwccti-n with thy breath 


Any poet wanting ease must kick those end-stops out of hid way, ; 


I’liis neighbour air, ami h i rich music’s tongue 
Unfold the imagin'd lia])piuc.S8, that both 
Kcccive ill citliej-, by this dear encounter.” 


diainatic poet muet get rid of the 
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§ 8. aUANGES IN SHAKSPERE. 
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10 syliablos or live measures, Avliilo in Ifpiirjf VIII.., live lines liave an extra or 11th 
sy]labl(‘, to l)]-ejik tlie monotony of the verse. Just compare then tlie pei’centagcs of those 

cliarai t eristics : — ‘ 


iOui-en lines 
Central-iMiuso 


( Irrom - .‘i in 2.‘1, nr 1 in 7'GG 

1 Henry V 1 1 1. IG in 24, or 1 in 1*5 
I Iirror.'i - in 2.‘b or 1 in 7’0(> 
\ Henry nil. 21 in 24, or I in M4 


Extra-sylLiblo 
Weak endings 


F.rrors - 0 

Henry VllJ. G in 24, or 1 in 4 
Errors - 0 

l[enry J'lIL 8 in 24, or 1 in 8 


Note again that in ►Shakspere's earliest genuiin^ )>hiy, Eovtix Labours Lost, as coiiipard 
witli throe of his latest, the proportions of ryaiiiig o-ineasure lines to blauk-vei*se oims, 
ai’O Jis follows : — 

<1 Moves Lftbonrs Losf - 1,028 ryme, to 579 blank, or 1 to •5G. 

T/ie 'retnyrst - - - 2 lyiue, to l,4oS blank, or 1 to 770. “ 

U'i/airs Tale - - - 0 ryme,* to l,82o blank, or I to infinity. * 


8o the proportion of eud'Unstopt lines to ond-stopt ones in three of the earliest and latest 
plays is as follows : — 


T'ldrlitist Plays. liuii. T^atost Plays. Run. 

Lorr\\ Lnhonrs Lost ----- I in hsl 4 ^ I The 'Temyesf - -- -- -- -I in 8'()2 

The ('uinedy of Errors ----- 1 in lO'T | i'yn)heltn>' - - 1 in 2''62 

The Two Gent, if ]\ru)in - - - - 1 in 10- | The )l’inteTs 'l\t{e - - - - - - 1 in 2* J 2- 


§ 8 Now these c]ian<»es in Shakspere’s metre ar(? not accidental.'’ They are me 
designd outward signs of his inward growth. '^FIkw were necoiiii)ani(Hl by other chaiige.s 
in style, and teinjar that inarkt the progress of »Shaks[>er(‘/s mind and s}>irit. He soon 
gav(j up tlie doggrid, exc<‘ssiv ^0 word-}>lay, th(‘ quip and crank, of liis tvirly inlays, their 
]>uus, <‘oiicoits, and occasional hombast, tlun'r use of stanzas’ in tin? dialogue ; he put liis early 
.superabundant u.st? of fa niy more and more iimh'r tin* control of the higher imagination and of 
straight aim ; he subdued the i-hetoi*ic of his historical plays ; lie changed the chaff, the 
farce, the whim, of his early comediifs, into the <leath-.struggle of ilui passions, into the terror 
of his tragedies, laying ]»are the imuo.st recesses of tlie human soul ; and then passt, serene 
and tender, to the pastorals and i-omanceH of his later age. Cliangi ng, develojiiug, Shakspere 
.dvvay.s wa.s. And as liis growth is mori^. and more clo.sely watehtaml diseornd, we shall more 
find more clearly see, that his metre, his words, his grammar and syntax, move but with the 
<leepcr clianges of mind and soul of wliieh they are outwui’d signs, and tliat all the facilities of 


clogs of rymi!, the source of so much paddiug nnd fudge in vt'rsc, since it. inakos incii say only wliat they * 
can, not what thciv would. My friiaid Mr. Uurgrovc adds: “ When tShaksperc began to wn^Iti', ho and his 
fclloNv ]daywrights avcvc but learaing the us(? of blank verse, and for a time Ihcy wn itoasineh but just set free 
from si lack le.s woukl walk; they rid thems(.*lvc.s easily enough ol’ thi' fetters of rvjiH\ but cannot without 
much practise and some boldne.s.s get over tlui hahit.s at quinid during (he wearing of them. Now i yrae imposo.s 
four condition .s ; (1) th<.‘ lir.'^t and essential -orn; i.s tin; i'ecuiTenc(‘ of the saino or 'similar sounds; but this 
hap] ions in all speecli or writing : in order that it may be prominent, w'e must add (2) that the recurrence 
be at regular int(;rvals, be., tliat eacJi ryme lino bo of the same number of syllables, and (3) that the 
syllable coiitaining the recurring .sound be a marked one. that is, h«? acct iitcd ; this last condition carries 
with it (1) that a ]xiiise, greater or le.s.s, must follow' the ryming syllables, and therefore be at the 
(*nd of e.ac.h line. \Vo get tlius four tests of gradual grow'th from ryming play.s, in whieli the meaning 
is fov'-ed to eonform to metri*, to tho.se in wliicli tin* metre is a mere aecompaiiitnent, secondary to and 
liarmoiiizing with the meaning, (1) Disuse of ryme; (2) Lines oi more or fewer than the prescribed pumber 
of syllables: (3) Lines ending with syllables on whicli the voice does not dwelJt (called Uyht emUngs) 
cannot «lwell (called wv(fk endinys) ; (4) Ibin-on lines, or sudi a.s suiter no pause io be made at the end.” 

* Possibly hen, men, IV. iv. 771 -2, are meant to rynu;. *•’ 

2 My friend Professor Dow'den says : “ As chamclcristic of these early plays, we may notice (i), 
frequency of rynm, in various arrangonierits : (//) ryimsd couplets, ih) rymod qualrakis, {b) the sextain, 
consisting of an alternately ryming quatrain, follow-od by a eoiqjlet (the arrangement of the last six lines 
of tShakspero’s sonnets) ; (ii), ocoiirrenee of rymed doggrol verse in two forms, (<r) very short lines, nnd {h) 
very long linc.s; (iii), comparative iiifrequiaicy of ^eminino or double f.nding; (iv), weak ending; (v), 
•unstopped line; fvi), regular internal structure of the line: syllables seldom pndKed into the verse: 

(vii;, frequeney of c]as.«(ic?il allusions; (viii), frequency of puns and concidts; (ix), wit and imagery 
drawn out in d«;tail to the point of exhaustion; (x), clounis wlio art', by comparison wdth the later 
comic characters, outstanding persons in the play, told off specially for clownage ; (xi), the presence^ 
of termagant or shrewish women; (xii), soliloquies addre,ssod ratluT to the audience (to explain the 
bii8incs.H of llio piece, or tho motive.*: of the actor.s), than to the speaker’s self; (xiii), symmetry in the 
giouping of persons .” — Growth of Shakspere'^ Mind and Art, p. 59 (with the h taken out of its rhiftm, 

A. -8ax., rba ; Chaucer, rym n., ri/;ac vb.). 

* Home overgrown ehildron still pooh-pooh thorn altogether. 

^ One of the i5th century Digby MystcricH is written in stanzas all thru’, one stanza being noW 
and then shared among two or three people, as, ixidccd, several are in Hhak»pen;’s Lovds Labours LosU 



§ 8. T/n’ PllOCillESSiV Jj ( HANkJES ,*:'iJIAE3PjJJir',^ riiiJb'/J .IjN'jI 3Ii2vl). 


the man went oriwrml togellier.^ Tliis subject of the j^a-owUi, tlu' oiicnc.ss of 81iaksp(?re, tJic 
links between liis sucoessiv«i j)lays, tlie. thrown on each by c(aii]> n-isen with its neighi){mr, 
distinctive characteristics of (‘ach Peraxl and its contrast witlj ihc odicrs, the treatnnait of 
the same or like ineidonts, itc., in the difienait IVriods of Sbakspercs lii'.' (bis .sid»joet, in all 
its branches, is the sp<^cial busiiu^ss of the pi'cscait, the secoinl s(!]u)ol of Vi<Moi-i;ni students of 

the great Elizabethan 2X)et, as anthpiarian illustration, emendation, an<l verb.d eriti(?isin to 

say nothing of forgery, or at kiast, ]»ul)lieatiou of forgd df)cuiuejits-- we rt^ of tlio iirst soliool. 
The work of the hrst scLool — minus the forgeuy — we iiave carry on, not to lc.‘iv(* undone ; 
the work of oiir o^vn second school we liave to do. In it, (lervinus of Heidclbciv^-, Dowdeii 
of Dublin, JIudson of lioston, an', the students’ best guides tl»a,t w(* liavt^ in Eiiglisb speech.'* 
I can only ho[)e to help to their ejid, by sa}big bow Shakspenfs successive })lays ha^c struck 
m^, who came kite to the study of them, resol vd to tiy to get at their n'lation to^one 
y,nother and their author, and not to submit to Un^ mere gammon I used to liear, “ Saccessiou 
of Sluikspere’s 2 >lays ! My dear fellow, im possible* I Sb;}ks[)(a'e was infinite ; no b('for<- ;ou! 
after in him ! ” or, “Succession : can’t l)e done ; the vtry utmost you can ho 2 )(^ for, is, to sav 

• 

’ “I do not bcbi-vc tliiit ho [Shaksporo] could liavo been induct'd, after lii* was 40, 1o wi-jtc either ryni’' 
'“'♦ar blank verse, n;s(.'inl)ling in metrical structure and rliytlmiical effect, Dial wliidi In* ustjd to \sajlt' bcloiv he 
was 25, or even 30. d'iie regular cadence and nmriobmous sweetness had grown tiresf)me li,; liis car; lii;, 
imagination a.nd intcllocf. laid become im])aUcnt. of the luxuriance of iK'aiiliful wools and siipt'rflnous imager\ . 
Jt had become a iieet'ssity to him to go to the lujurt of tin*, mallt'r by a directi j* 2 )alh, ami to 2 )rodnc<' his eifeeV 
of beauty and sweetness in another way a way <»f bis own. (V>m]»arc the (lcs(Tijd.ion of a. .'‘imila^ ebject In 
three different plays, belonging to dat(!s eiuisiderably distant fnun eaeh oilu'r : the face of a beautifii! womae 
just dead : th(u-c btdng nothing in the eharueter of the several sp<'akeis to explain the difi’e rence. 

“1. Homo anti Jalict, S(X‘ond edition (1590): not in the first edition: therefore prcMimably wriltcn 
bctwixm 1597 and 1599 [1 believe very much earlier, 1591 3, the I si t.'dition bi ing only a piraU d version of 
the 2nd, and neither printed till long after the writing of tin? play.] 

‘ Her hlood is settled and her joints are .stiff. I Death ius on her, Vdic an nniinwln front 

Life and tlu'Se iij)s have long been separated. | Upon tin su'cvlVHt flotrt'' of ad thr frUL' [Faney.j 


2. Antony and Cleopatra [•' KiOfi 7] 

‘ If they had swallowed poison, 't would apjx'ar 
By external swelling : hn^ n/ie lauLs I’dr slerpy 

“3. ['-IGIO]: 

‘ How found you him ; 

Stark, as you s»'(‘, 

'T/ias smlliny^ as sonir j/y had t n lchd sltunht t\ 


As she n'onld enfeh another Anthony 
In In r strony toil of fintto ' 

[Imagination, peiKtratiiigtwlhepuvjut.se <jf Iht life.] 

Sol as dent Ids dart hvinj lanyhtd at. liis right 
clierk 

Jhposiiig on a eu.shioii.’ 


“The differuiee in the treatment in the.‘'e three eases rejU'e.sents the itiogress of a gre.il CiUiiig( 
manner and taste: a ''haugc! wliielj c<Mild not he put <»ii wr off, like th.e fasljinn, l>ut was ]>art of tlie la.m.” 

“ Look, again, at the structure of the ver.se a few lim>s furlher on {('ymlnlha. Act IV., se. ii., 1. ‘J'Jn 
Folk), ]). 3i<9, i-.ob 1) : 


‘ Thou shalt m»t lucke 

The Flow'd* that ’s like Ihy face, I'ale Ihimro.se, 
nor [weak) 


'rhea/,urM Harehell, like thy \\ ines : no, lua* i .r 
'f’h«- Icafeof Kglantinc, wlunn not to slan 1 d; r 
Oul-.swt'etiU'd not (liy la eath.’ 


in 
t : 
Jr. 


“I doubt whether you will find a single ea.se in any of Shaks])ere’s nndonhtcdl v earlv ]>lay.s of a line of 
th(3 same struotiii'e. VVhero you find a line of ten sylklhh's < ndiiig with a word of ora- .s\llal)'le -that word 
not admitting either of em})h!isi8 or ])ausi', but behinging to the next liiu*, and forming* i)art of its iii.sl W(.'id- 
j^oup-- you have a metrical (dfeet of wliieh Sliak.spero grew fonder as he gn'w older; I'ntpunt in fiis latfst 
.^idriod ; up to the end #f )ii.s muhlh* ]»eriod, so fur as j can remenihcr, unknown.''- .Mr. tS|u (itliMg's h ttei* 
to mci on his “ rausc'-'ri^st.” JVetr t^hakspere Soe.'s Trans. ^ 1871, p. 31. 

The utterers of thcjso forgd doeunu nts were .1. V. Collier and the late Ik ter ( ’unningliam. Tlio-^e put 
forth by Mr. (Aollier as genuine were the documents from the Kllesiuere (or llridgewab r House' aiid Dalwieh 
College Libraries, ii Slate Faper. and IMr. Ck’s addition.s to the Dulwich Lidters i^sec Dr. Tiigl<,>hv’s (AnnpUle 
Vietv),^ I, in common wdth many other men, have exaniind the originals with Mr. Collier’s pjmts (d them. 
Ho printed one more name to one document than was in it when produced ; and wlien this was found 
out, the document was made away with, undoubtedly by the forgi'i* of it. Mone of Mr. ('ollicr's statements 
should be trusted fill tht*y have ])eeii vinufied. Th(! Cntries of the actings of Shak.'^ju re’s }»lays in Mr. Peter 
Cunningham’s 7ifc/'c/.9 at Court (Shake.speare Society, 1842j, pp. *203 5, 219 11, an* also printed from ior.gerics 
(which Sir T. Diiffus Hardy has shown mt;), though iilr. Hulliweli says Ik* has a traiis( rijit of some ot the 
♦entries, made before Mr. Cunningham was born. Thus the following usually iv'licd-on dates are forgd ; IG05, 
Moor of Teniciy Merry JCires^ Measare for Measure^ Krrors^ I.oeds l.aoonrs Ihnry C., Merchant ot 

T^enice, 1612, Tempest^ JVinteCs Talc, The forgd biographical decumimts nlli'ia d by Mr. Collier Imve been 
tt curse to Shakspore students (wer since. In December, 187(i, The Tin at n whi< h, by tlu* way. once 
pretended to knowledge enough to criticise tho Ntnv Shakspore Society's work '• reprinted the BUckfiiarit 
,, Theatre documents as genuine. 

» See, too, Mr. Swinburne’s two Articles in The I'ortniyhtly Tev 'mc, 1S7J-6, 
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xvili 

to of tlui tlir(3(3 Periojls a pl.iy l>eloii«s;” — as if thn same powers of mind which could 

put a p];ty into a period, couhlii'U with furtlim* (‘xereise, st^ttle the place of the play in that 
period. I don’t say that we can do this yet: we can’t ; but it’s only bceauso we haven’t yet 
used onr (Wes and heads <'jioni«h. Assuredly a day av ill (M)ine wlnai tlio large majority 0^ 
reasonable critics will be aip’eed as to the order of 8hakspere’s plays; and as soon* as folk 
know their Shaksporo A l> i \ we shall have no more such silly fancies as the late Mr. Hunters 
— that yV/c Ti*.mp^si was Lncr^i Luhtnirs lion-, and written! before 159S — or Mi*. Swinburne’s, 
that lL‘)iry VIII. was an (‘.irly S(*cond-;period Play, and therefore before or about InOb. 

§ 9. The liaudi<'st l(‘st for Shakspenfs (virliest plays is that of metre, combind with 
evident youngness of ti-eatnieuL We hnd in certain [)lays such a large j)j-oportion of lymod 
lines mixt with blank v<ase in the ordimuy h-incasure dialogms and in others such unripeness 
of Infridliiig, that pick out as the First Period Plays, Lorrti Lahours Loaf (the early ])art of 
Ail^s Well, leprcsentiug //ruv’.s* Lohoora IPon), 7V/e of Errors, MidsHjtnner'AiigKt^s 

DrecDif, The Two of Vtu'omt, Eooioo iutd JnHet (with the poems Ynioa (Dul Adonis 

and Loerecp, and probably the (‘.arly part of Trod ns and. Cres.sida), Rirhard If., and the 
quadrilogv of 1, ^ IL'nri/ 17. and Riehard III. (As the Shaksp(n-e Tenqile CWden 

scone in 1 Henry 17. has an (‘xtra syllahli; to one-fourth of its lines, while Lords Labours 
Lost has one to only nine, lines in the whoh* play, 1 ilo not suppose 1 Henry 17. to be 
Shakspere’s earliest work.) 

Titt:.s Axdho.vh’I's 1 do not consider here, although it is in Men^s’s list above, p. xiv, 
note 1, and iji the Fii'st Folio ; for to me, as to llalhun and many others, the play declares as 
f)laiii]y as play can speak, I am not Sliakspen‘’s : my re])ulsive subject, my bldod and 
iiorrors, are not, and nevc^r w(ne, bis.” I acee[)t tlu^ tradition that Paviuiscroft reports when 
he revivtl and alterd tlu) play in 1087, that it was brought to Hhakspere to be touclit up and 
prepard for the stage. I advise my readers not to reatl Titns till they have read all the rest 
of Sliakspere, and are in a [)Ositioii to judge what is his work, and what is not. Let no one 
begin liis introduction to Hhakspoi’t^ with Titus. Home of the passages in it that Mr. H. H. 
Wheatley suggests as Shakspenfs (Ae?/; Sh. Soe.\s Trans., 1874, ])p. 120-9) are, I. i. 9 — 
‘‘ llomaiiies, friends, followers, favoui’ers of my right” (echoed in Marc Antony’s speech in 
J'U.l. Ca'sar, III. ii. 75, “ Friends, Komaus, countrymen ”) ; 11. i. 82-5, “Hhee is a Avoman, 
therefoTe to be woo’d: Shoe is a Avoman, therefore maybe wojiue” (like Gloster’s lines on 
Lady Aline, /ticL III., I. ii. 228-9, an.l 1 lieu-. lY., V. iii. 78-9); also 1. i. 70-0, 11.7-119 
(cp. Portia’s mercy sp(‘ech, Merehanf, IV. i. 185) ; I. i. 141~2‘; TI. ii. 1-0 ; TI. iii. 10-15; 
ril. i. 82-0, 91-7; IV. iv. 81-0 ; V. ii. 21-27 ; V. iii. 100-8.^ 

^ Note tlic Chaucer (illusion in II, i. 126, “The emiMTor’s court is like the Jinusv of Ftnhe." 

" As to the date and sources of Titus, Hen .lonson says in the Induction to his liijrthohiHrw Fulr, pro- 
duced “at the Hope on the Haiiksido [Southwark], in t!».e eoanty of Surrey. . the. one-and-4.hirtieth day of 
Oetohor, 1614,” — and lasting “ two hours and an half, and somewhat more,” as agaivist the “two houi\s ” Of 
Jiooifo awl Jutu t (1st chorus). — “ Ifn that will .swear Jeroiofmo or Androuivas are the best plays yet, shall pass 
unexeepteil at here, as a man whose judgment shows it is constant, and hath stood still these tive-and-tw'cnty 
or thirty y<‘ars.” Tliis would carry us hack to 1681 9. Hut it is not till 1694 that llenslowo enters in his 
Dianf on the hack of leaf 8 of the scrnhhy paper AIS. at Dulwich College, in his aei‘ount of “ the carlo of 
Sussex his men,” that at a iic'W play of this name In* took S.v., “ wi lid. at Titus and ondronicus, the 22 of 
Jenewary, l696(-4). . . ij.li. viij. s.” fP. 36, Old SUakesp. Soc.’s edition.) it is also not till 1694 
(169.3-4), that on Fehriiary 6 “ A i)Ooko entitled a noble Koinari llistorye of Tytus Andronicus ” is entered in 
the Stationers’ ICegisters to .John Danter (Arber’s Transcript, ii. 64 1). I iangbaiue says in his Account of Fnglkh 
Dramatic Foefs, p. 461, that this play “was first printed 4'^, bond., 1694,” hut no copy is now knovAm earlier^' 
than 1000. Hut inasmneh as there is an old (rernian Traffcdg of Titus Andronicus, which twas acted in 
(hnanany about the year 1600 by Knglish actors, and that contains a Vespasian, my old friend Mr. Albert Cohn 
.says, in liis Shakespeare in Germany. 1S66, that we ought to believe that our English 7V/(/.v Audroniens was 
fouiniedon the play of “ tittusand Vh spasia,” markt wror now, by Philip Henslowo {Diary, M8. loaf 7 back ; 
print, p. 24), on “the 1 1 of aprell,” 1591, at the acting of which the manager got .£3 Is., and which was often 
performed. Of the sources of the ])lay, "Pheobald saw: “The story wo are to suppose merely fiotitious. 
Andronicus is a surname of pun; Greek derivation. 4’arnorais neither inimtionod by AmuianuNMarcollinus, 
nor any body else that 1 <‘an find. Nor had Ihmie, in the time of her emperors, any war with the Gotlis that 
I know of: not till after the translation of the empire, 1 mean to Hyzantium. And yet the scene of the 
]day is laid at Rome, and Saturninus is elected to the empire at thl^ Capitol.” — Variorum Shahs., xxi. 379. 
'Fhe copy of the ballad in the Roxhurghe Colh etion, 1., 302, 393, Avd. i., j). 644, of my friend J\lr. Chappell’s ' 
edition for our P»allad Society, “ cannot,” says ^Ir. Chappell, j>. 643, “ he dated before the reign of rTames T., 
and is more j)robably of that of Charles 1. It is included in the Pejiys Collootion, T. 8C, printed for 
E. Wright. A second edition in the s’lirie colloi^tion is for Clarke, Thackeray» and others (1. 478). '’rho 
Roxburghe edition is by /Hle.xander] i\I[ilbourno], and the Hagford, 643 m. 10, p. 11, is by W. 0[nley].” 
Tho title of the ballad is “ 'Ine lamentable and tmgical history of Titus Andronicus. With the fall of nifl 



§9. SllAKSrERE'S FIRST PERIOD PlAYS: “LOVK S L.iliiWliS LOST/' Ah. 1589. 


Looking then to tJie inetriral factH, that Lovk’s LAnorns Lust lius twice as many lynied 
lines as hlank-verse ones (1 to *08), tlmt it luis only on(‘ run-on line in 18*14, only 9 extra- 
syllable blank- verso lines ; that it Ims, in the dialogue, 8-line staiizns (1. i.), several G-lino 

stanzas (nl?, nh, rc : I\L i., iii.), and in Act IV., se. iii., no l(‘xs tliau 17 consecutive 

4-line vtTses of alternate ryines (<?/>, <th)^ ifec., wilb iiiueh l-Iiia^ (short, and long) antithetic 
talk ; that it has 194 doggi’ol Ibies of ditt'erent measures, and only 1 Ah^xninlrine (G-measure 
with a pause at the .‘Ird) ; that it has haitlly any ]>lot; that it is oraiu-full of word-play and 
chatf, witliout a bit of* pathos till the end, I have no hesitation in picking out this as 
Hhaksperes earliest ])lay. The reason that lias inducfnl some critics to jmt it later is, I 
believe, that it is m Ai more carefully workt-at and polislit than some of th(‘ oth(*r early 

plays. And this is true. But one can imder.stand this in a. wihei 's first veutui-e, especially 

when, fis in the present ease, he revisd and cnlargd his iilay into the form in which w<4now' 
Intve it, which is tlmt of the Quarto of 1598, “As it was presented before her Highness this 
last Christmas [at Whit(‘ha.ll]. Newly-cori-ected and augmented.” And if th(‘ readta-will turn 
to Berowne’s speech on the (*tiect of love, in IV. iii., he w ill lind two striking instancies of this 
correction: lines 29G 8, are^ repeated in 517 520, and lin(‘s 299 .501 in 547-550, and in 
each case imjiroved — the printer left the first ones in by acciihuit -while in lines 502-5 
, (“ Why, universal ]dodiling,” ttc.) is seen an insertion of the maturer hand and thought of the 
older Shak spore. L<d. the re^ider too witli Mr. Sj»e(ldiug, on K(‘bruarv 2, 1859, “observe tin; 
ineijuality in the length of the Acts ; tlie lir.st being lialf as long again, tlu^ fourth twice as 
long, the fifth three times as long, as the siictmd and third. This is a hint where to look for 
the principal additions and alt(*rations. In tlie first Act 1 suspect Hiron's remonstrance 
against Ihe vow (to begin with) to be an insertion. In the fourth, nearly the whole of the 
close, from Biron’s burst, * Who s(‘{‘s the heavenly Hosnliuo’ (IV. iii. 218). In the fifth, tlie 
whole of the fii*st scene b(‘tween lloloferru^s and Sir Nathaniel lM*ars traces, to me, of tho 
maturer hand, and may have' been inserted bodily. The whole close of tlu* fifth Act, from 
the entrance of Mereatio (V. ii. 705), has been proliably re-written’, and may bear the same 
relation to the original copy whicii lb»saline*s .speedi ‘Oft liave I heard of you, my Lord 
Hivon,’ il'c. (V. ii. 851-814) bears to the original sjX'eOi of si.x lines (807-812), which has 
been allowed by mistaki* to stand. Tlierii are also a few^ lines (1-5) at the o[)ening of the 
fourth Act which 1 Iiavi^ no iloubt were* introdneeil in the coirecletl copy. 

‘ PriifcriiS. W as that th(5 king, that spurrM his horse so hard 

Against the sti*c|) iipnVing of (he hill : 

Jiofjrt. J know not ; hut I think it was not he.’ 

It WTis thus .that Shakspere learnt to oJ}' his .scmies, to cnviy the action beyond tlie 

stage.” Again, most of II. i. 1 -177, as well as III. i. 175 -207 and V. ii. 59G— 415, must he 
later w'ork. (Se^e' my Forew^mls to Uriggs’s Fae.similc of the Quarto (1598) of this jilay, 
1880. Gs.) ' 

In accordance wdth his own theory of “ playing, whose? end both at the first and now% 
was and is, to hold, as ’twei'o, tin? mirror up to nature ; to show \ irtiu? her own feature^, scorn 
her own image*, and tlic very age and body of the time his form and pit*ssu]'e,”- Ifamhi, III. 
ii. 22-25,- Shakspere dealt, in Ins first Play, wdtli one of the great so(?ial ipu'stions of his 
day, and quizzd the leading fasliioiis of tlie London of his time. I'his question, the relation 
of yoking men to young women, has come to the front again (as w*as natural) in our Victorian 
days, and wms solvd ^ir us by Mr. Tt*uuyson in his 1847, as Shakspere solvd it for 

tJie Elizabethans by his .//orc’.s* Labours Lost. The Elizabethan port made WT>man the teacher, 
as was his wont ; tlio Victorian made man, as (in his Arthur, A^c.) he usually does, 'fho 
fashion Slialtspeye satirised wtis Eu]diuism : this kind of alfectod antithetic talk : “ But 
vnlesse Enjdiues liad inucigled thee, thou liadst yet bene constant : yea, but if Kupliues liad 
not scene thee willyiig to be wonne, he wmulde neiier bane wo(o)ed thei? : But liad not 
Euphues entised thee with fairo wordes, thou woiddst neiu?r liaue loved liini : but hadst thou 

fk>ns in the Wars with the (lotha, with the manner of tlio Kavishment of his Dauglitfa- Lavinia by tho 
Empresses two Sons, through the means of a Bloody Moor taki'ii by llic sword of I’itus in the War : with 
liis Revenge upon their cruel and iuhnuiaite Act. To the tune of ‘ 1‘ortune, iny foe,’ ” &c., for which see 
Chappeirs Popular IMiisie of the Olden Time. 

* I don’t accept us later all the 8(?t of 17 consc'cutivc forms or alternnt(‘s in IV. iii. 222-289- 

® It is v(*ry odd that I never saw or heard of anv comparison betw'een Tennyson’s ]*ruicc8n and In 
Memoriam, and Shakspere’s L. L. L. and Sonnets^ till 1 made it. Tin? subji’ct is full of interest, and w*anta 
working out. 
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not giut*n him laire iookes, ]i<> wouki jumut hnuo liked thee ; I [= ay], but Eupliues gave the 
onset : 1, but Lucilla gaufi th.i ooeasiuJi : I, but Euphues first brake bis wiinde : I, but 
Luciliji hrst bewrayed hir )n(‘aniiig,” John i^yly’s Knpkma^ 1570, p. 89, ed, Arber, 1868. 
Ac;i<k‘iiii('S Avere also in Die air iu those days (see my ed. of KHzahathen ^[chademy^ 

E.E.T. Sue.), and Shakspfu-e (pii/zd tiiose too iu bis Lovf^'s Lahoiir.H Loat. 

The JiOiidou wits of the; day, and tlutir eoiise(|ueiitiaUioss, their assumed superiority over 
e'ountry bumpkins, would naturally strike and aiuH.se tlio Stratford-bred Sbakspere ; and so, 
in his "first Play, he just show d tlnuii that he could beat them witJi their own weapons, aiid 
told tliom wbat their wdt ami line talk, on wliioli they so prided themselves, wore worth — not 
one j)euny, iu comparisou with rt*al good heart and work. Rosaline speaks the moral of the 
Play iu the task sin* sets lb rowuo to cure his gibing, jesting spirit — a year's work, day by 
day, iti a hospital^ among the sp^iochless sick (V. ii. 831— 859), to show him what tlH> realities 
of life were. Aiiotlior i)oint that plainly struck Hhakspere, ami disgusttul liim, in London 
society, was, the fashion of w omen ~ th<^ good, like the bad -painting their faces, and wearing 
sham hair, — wliieh latter, at h*Mst, has long oflcudcd many of us Victorian men too. He 
alludes to the. faco-paiutiii.g, not only in this, his first Play, IV. iii. 250, “ juiinting and 
usurping hair,” 20(1, but in his vSonuets also, 67, 1. 5 ; 68, 1. 2 8, and again, aud again in his 
later Plays, “ ss he do'cs to the slmiri hail*. The sharp Loudon boy — likes tlui Paris (jamin — 
bo sketches too in .Moth (a mote). Labour.^ Lo.^t is hardly a drama ; but is rather a 

play of couvei’saiion ami situation, with tlie slightest ])ossiblo plot, and with no known 
original, yxeept a passage in Monstrelet’s Frem^h (^hromkde, eli. xvii., Johnei^, 1807, i. ^4 ; 
Jfazfitt, i. 3, (hat, for the T)uchy of Nemours, and a promise of 200,000 gold crowns, Charles, 
King of Navari’e, surveudt*rd to the King of France, tlie castle of Cherbourg, the county of 
Emuix, and other lordshij)s. * Hut the leading persouag(5s of the ])lay were, either in person 
or iu name, the b?ading foroignei’s in the estimation of tlio London society of tJie time : 
ffeiiry of Nav'ari'e (Henri IV.), and two of Jiis best snj>porter.s, Biron and Loiigaville, with 
the wolkknowui Fren(;li nobles, the Due 4le Maine and La Motte, the French ambassador iu 
London. Dak(* Aleiujon was Queen Flizabeth's suitor. The Russuin disguise and (M)\irtsiiip 
were founded on a Tval incident at tlie English court in 1583, and the ineetijig of Iloury of 
Navarre wntli a])rincess of France, on a real meeting of liis with one in France in 1586. See 
Mr. S. L. Lee’s able ]>a,por iu the (h<ntlmmni< Mtufaziuey Dct. 1878, pp. 447 458. From 
rapoti being used in I V^ i. 56 for a loA'e-letter, like the French it is thought that 

8haksp4*r(i may ba\’o had a Frimch original for bis Lochh Labours Losf. This isilpposal 
is not m^edod : tlu* })ljras(‘ Avas no doubt, one of Sbakspere’s day. The action of the ]>lay takes 
u]) two days, probfddy a Tlinrsday and Frklay. 

The know’ledge of situation and stage-business showuA by Shaksperc^ in his er.rliest plays 
leaves little doubt that he wa.s an actor before he AA^as a j)lay weight, and harnurtiises with the 
tradition to thet etlect, and tlu? ‘‘ feathers (cf. ILonlH, III. ii. 277) *irul “ quality ” of 
Greene’s and Chettlo’s liiu-s alxivc, p. xi, note 7. A fcAv oth(‘r f(*ature^ only of the play I 
stop to noticM? liere : (1) that Sliakspa-e started with tlie notion that mistaken identity Avas 
the best device foi’ getting fuii iu comedy ; he relied on it iu the ladies’ chaiigtMl masks here, 
as later in Marh. Ado : in the tw’o si‘ts of tAA'ins in his Errors; iu Puck’s putting the juice on 
the wrong man’s eyes in Midsummer Xiyht's Dream ; in 81y in 77e? Shre.n\ Ac. ; and it is 
indeed iu all Jii.s (r(mi<?di(’s iu .some form or other (2) that his obscurity (or ditiiculty) of 
cxpimsion is Avith him from his start, 

• ^ 

King. The extreme parts of tiim; (.•xtr(3mely | And oft(ai, at his very 10*^80, decid(?s 

i'onri q^hat w'hich long process eouhl not arli^trate ” 

All causes to the purpo.Sv* of his spc'cd; | (Y. v. 730-3) ; 

(3) that ho brings his Stratford out-door life and greenery, his Stratford countrymen's rough 
sub-play, on to tJie London boards; and names^two of liis boy* games there too, ^‘more sacks 
to the mill,” and hide and seek (“All hid”), TV. iii. ; (4) that he re-writes the characters and 
incidents of this play: BeroAviie and Rosaline in Benedick and Beatnce of MvAih Ado ; 

^ A terrible pluco to work in then. Se<i StubtxVs Anntomie of Abmes, Part TI., 1583. / 

* Painting : Tivo Gent.., H. i. 55 58 ; Men h. for Meas.^ III. ii. 80, IV. ii. 38 ; Hamlet^ V. i. 201 ; Ant, (Stn4 
Cleop.j I. ii. 18 ; Winter’’ s Tale, IV. iii. 101 ; Pasta. PUgr. fii S.'s), 180. Sham hair : Merchant, III. ii 92-6; 
Henry F, III. vii. GO ; Sonneta, 68, 1. 2 8.^ 

3 See my late friend Mr. Richard Simpson’s letter on this point in The Academy, Aiirll 4, 1874, and' 
extracts in New Sh. Soc.’s Allusicn^Booka, Pt. I., 1874, pp. x., xi. 
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Armado’s falling in love with Jacquenetta, in Touelistone witli Ainlivy in As Vou JAke It ; 
Dull, ill 01(1 Gobbo, Verges, Arc. j (5) tln^t the “college of witcrju'kns ” {Much Ado, Y. iv. 
<.*ncl) heixi overdo their (^uips, and tiro one with them ; (G) that fSliaksia'ic* makes the young 
nobles behave like overgrown school-1 )o> s whmi teaching Moth — sec Ik^yet’s long speech in 
V. ii. : — this want of dignity in thosi^ wlio ought to poss(\ss it, as in Hi iniia and Helena’s 
f quarrel in Dm??//, is a mark ot early work. (7) Jtosaliiie’s making Berowne 

} wait for a yew may have Imeii taken from Chaucer’s l^arlumeut of Fmdrs^ wlune the lady 
(or eagle rc}>resentiiig lu^*) insists on a year’s delay before she clioos(‘s which of hov three lovers 
she will have. (8) The best spee(;li in tln^ j)lay is, of coni-sc, B(‘rowne’s on tlio eflect of love 
in opening nuui’s eyes, ml making the ^vorld new to them. How trm; it is, (n (‘ry lover since 
■can bear witness ; but still tlu'rc^ is a chaitim^ss about it, very diffcn-cnit to tlu^ hinoUity and 
earnestness of the lovei^s who follow Berowne in Shaksper(% ^xcc])t liis second self, Benedick, 

^ The Comedy of Errors.- In this second play Shaks])ero seems to have dettu-miueJ to 
make a complete contrast to Jii.s first, whicdi was alnuwt without a plot — a mere ])lay of con- 
versation. He turned to the old Latin comedian I*lautu.s, and from his Me.nn.chrni^ got a 
plot full of fanacal action anc]^ comic business ; to this lie arkh'd pathos and love, and so com- 
pleted his ICrrorfi. Tlie old comedy has no shipwreck ; it has oiu* child lost at the games at 
Tareiitum, whos(> father, of Syracuse, di(\s of gri(T. The grandfathe]- giv es the left child tlui 
name of the stolon one, ]\r(‘mechmus, and lives at Syracuse. TIui .stealer of the lost twin, 
who liv(is at Epidarunus, adojits him, marrh's him to a lieh wife, and leaves him money. He 
has one slave, wlioui Shak.sjien^ doubles. The Syracusan twin, afItT a searcli of six years, 

, eojiK^s U) Epidamiiiis with his s(u*vant, to ask for his brotluT. The twin of Epidaihnus lias 
a jealous wife ; he din(‘s with a courtesan (Erotium), wdio has a cook and maid ; he tries to 
steal her mantle, and her g(Jd bracielet which her maid liad given him to get mend(‘d ; the 
■courtesan and his wdfe both quarrel ^vilh him ; he sliams mad ; a doctor is fetcht, and candcs 
him off as a madiiiaii. TJie Syratmsan twin’s money has to b<^ fetclit ; tlie slave explains the 
•confusion, and is fr(jed. Tlu^rc^ ’s a mutual r(?cognition ; the Ejiidannn’an twin’s wif(?, as a 
punishment for her impertiiuuit j(‘alousy, is to Ixi sold to the liigliest bidder, and tlie twin- 
brothers both go to Syracu.sf". Shakspere also workt-in a scene fi’om Plautus’s A/uphitruo, in 
which Mercury keeps th(^ real Ampliitruo out of Ids o\sui liouse, while Jujiiter, the sham 
Amphitruo, enjoys the real one’s wife, Alcmena. Siiaks])t‘i‘e got additional fun out of this 
story by doubling the. slave ; but he addl'd to it the pathetic element of HLgeon s story and 
threatened death, the mother’s love and sutfering, and tlane-unitiiig of the family at tlu' end 
of the play. He also introduci'd the beautiful (‘lenient of tla^ lov e of Aiitijiliolus of Syracuse 
for Luciana, the tirst uprise of that serious tiuider love which was never after absent from 
^Shakspcrc’s jilays. Mr. Swinburne says, What is due to Sliaksjjcre, and to him alone, is 
the honour of having embroidered, on ila^ nevke<l old canvas of comic action, those tlowei-s of 
►idegiac beauty which vivify and diversify the seiuie of Plautus, as r<‘pi’oduc(^d hy the art of 
iiihakspere. In this *light and lovely work of thi^ youth of Sliakspiu’e, w^e liiid for the first 
tinm that strange and sweet ;idmixtur(‘ of farce with fancy, of lyric, charm with comic etleet, 
which recurs .so often in his lali'i* work, fiom thc^ datr* of ..I.?? ^\ru JAh' It to the date of 
Winters TaJeF Tlieio ’s a strong link between the Errors and /eecV Lftboui's Lot^t in tlu» 
relation of man to w oman, though here it is of w ife to liiisband, diseusst in Luciana’s sjiet'ches 
to Adriana and by the Abbess.- There 's a pathetic background in both phiy.s, luid as we ’ve 
noticed befon^, Lords Lahours Lost is a (*omcdy of erroi-s too.’ Though the? tini.sh of tlie 
^^Emyra is less than that of Lords Labours Lost, yet its artiticiality is le.ss too; its ])atlK)s is 
/greater, it reaches more profound diquhs, and it is a bettf'r jilay dramatically. TJic Jink with 
the next platy, the Midstimmcr-Eifjhfs Dremu, is shi^w ii by Dromio’s — • 

Lro. S, O, for my heads ! T cross me for a .sinner, j Tf avo obey them not, this will en^ue, ^ 

This 18 tho fairy land ; — O, spite of spitivs ! — j I'hey ’ll suck our breath, or ]>ineli us black and blue.’* 

MTc talk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprite's ; | 

The sweetness or Luciana in dissuading lier sister from jealousy, in h(‘r advice to Antipholus 
•of Syracuse, her supposed sister’s husbiuid, in Act IT I., sc. ii., and “J ’ll tV'teh my sister” 

' ^ Mr. llazlitt has remrinted in liis Nhaksperds Library, Tt. TT., vol. i., pp. 1-12, X\w ^trnftrhmi, tninsbitcd 

itKmt Plautus, by W. W., publisht in 1595, but circulated in MS. before; and in Part J.,yol. i., pp. 55-6, 
TtiA. 8tiiry of the Two Nrothent of Avignon, from (^oulart’s Atlmirablc and Mcmorablv Llistoors, 1607, p. 529, 
Tho text of tho play was first printed in tho First Folio of 1625. vVn old play The JTiatorie of Error was 
Acted before Queen Elizabeth on January 1, 1577, and January 6, 1583. 

^ Schoolmaster Pinch is ridiculed in the Errors, us Schoolinubtcr Nathaniel is in Lotds Labours Lost, 
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before she cujis<^nt.s to her Ruitor’s lovt*, cannot prevent our rejoicing tliat lier doctrine 
of the subjection of women to men has given place to Tennyson’s more generous teaching 
ill tlio J*rl//rrss. A<lriana, though je^alous and slii-ewish, truly urges that her love is 
the eauso of these (jualities. 'I"h(uigh she ahiis(*s hi‘r Inisband, she does not really moan 
it ; she says her beauty ^11 come Imck if he ’s but kind to her again ; she urges the diiferent 
measuni he would m(‘te to her for aihiltm-y. if<u* marriage was one of duty, not of love; the 
Duke gave her away to the soldica- of Corinth who had saved his life. This Antipholiis of 
Kphesiis was a man without fathers or mother’s training, and wjth no liigh purpose in 
life like his lirother. Il(‘’s a brave soldita-, and has saved the Duke’s life, but he has 
no notion of the sax.;ieiln(‘ss of love or marriage, lie takes his wife as the reward of his 
bravery, ami still consorts with a courtesan. He is full of resource in confinement, and 
gnaws Ills bonds. His brother, hinught np by his fatlior, has a far higher and gentler nature, 
Thft* search for his lost t\viu-l)rother has given him a purposi^ in life, and though he has a 
temper, and bt^ats his slav(^ too often, lu^ reverences women and icfuses to avail himself 
of liis ehaneo witli his unknown brother’s wufe. His love for Luciana is very pretty. 
Wo may note, too, his helic'f in witches, which w'ould seem from the Acts of the 
to have been right at Eph(‘sus. Of the two l>romios, the >S>racusan seems to have been 
the better. He’s more humourous, ahvays imuTv and cool, takes his troubles better than his^ 
master, and has not his brother’s iiidiiierencc about n wif(‘, an M[>hesian globe of blubber and 
mess. 1'h(‘ noble and ]>ai la‘ti(^ ligure of ^Egeon forms a line background to the play. The 
loss of wife and one boy, tlaai of his second boy, his five y^'ars’ search for them, seemingly to 
eml ill Vjiiu an<l in death, his anxi<‘(y at Ephesus, an<l wlien he’s at the point of death the 
cruel r(‘fusal of his son to recognise him — all appeal to our hearts. But at last come peace, 
reunion with Ids loved ones, ami happy days. Lhit it is odd wdth wliat liglitness ShaksjxTe 
has passed over the meeting again of .Egeon and Emilia Jifter their long separation anir 
suffering. If we company it with the like seem* in Pericles of the Fourth PcHod, we shali 
see how Shakspere’s nature had (hx'peiied in the interval. Pinch the apothecary introduces- 
us to Shakspere’s catalogue of epithets sliown in tli(‘ apothecary in llomco nml Juliet^ 
the description of Petruchio’s horse, ko, ko. The quip and caunk, tlio word-play, ryme,. 
<loggrel, lire., of Lore's Lnhovrs Lost arc continm'd here, thougii th(^y are not so overdone., 
The play, its plot being borrowd from a clas.sical w'ritiu-, ])resei*v(‘s tlio tliree unities of time, 
phic€?, ami action, the first two of which were so oftiai negh‘cted by 8hakspere. The Errors- 
takes up only one day ; it is all acted in one town. A friend, wdio has s^jeVv it on 
the stage, tells me that it went admirably ; tlui acting brought out the fun of the farce. 
The date of the play is ])robahly 1 589 91.^ , 

‘ It turns on th(j st.itement in Act TIL, sc. ii., p. 02, col. 1, JJoolli’s reprint of the Fol^o,*that Franco is< 
“ariiiM and n'vcrtcd, makinii;' war af^ainst her h«‘ir« /’ Mr. Kichard Simpson, r(*lying on the strict 
accuracy with which iShakspcre always uses legal torni.s, and csjjccially on his use of fln itter de FraneVy for 
J,Iciirv V. of Knglaml during Lbarics VI.’s lib? ijlnirff vii. tjontends that in tlioVAVror# tho word 

“ heire” must have its strict technical meaning of “person entitled to the inheritance? (of the throne) after 
the death of its present holder.” If so, the date of the play must lie between l.)S4 and 1589. Henry 
of Navarre, hecame “heir of France” on the death of the Dukii of Anjou in 1581. lit? was head of 
the lliigu(?nots, and fouglit against his king, Henri III., till 1580, wIksii, at this king’s request, he 
joined him against the League, and both lai<l sit?ge tf» Paris. I luring the sieg(?, Henri 111. was. 
u.S8assinated, and died on August 2, 1589, after naming Henry of Navarre as his successor. Henry I\.. 
at once hecame kiiig-hy-iight cd' all France, though king-in-fact of only half of it. Ho had to 
raise the siege of Paris; but soon won the battles of Arqmis and Jvry; then, to gain the Loagjie, lio 
turned Koman Latholic on duly 25, 1598; and was rocc?ived with open gates by iPnris in 1594. Kou^u,^ 
soon follow'od ; the Pope ackiiowlt'dged him in 1595, and the rest of Franetj^in 1598. Now the stopt- 
line and other metncal tests point rather to a date of 1589-1591 for the. FrrorSy than oito of 1584-8. 
Moreover, English Protestant feeling was more stirred up about France after lL?nry IV.'s aceessioiit 
than before. In 158‘) Fdiz;ihcth sent him £28,800 t(» .sui)j)ort his rights, and in 15V1 despatched the 
Karl of Essex with 4,000 men to his aid, she did other forces in 1592 and 1594. Again, 8hakspcrc’fc> 
use of the word “ reviTted ” in Hmuidy IV. vii. 28 : — 

” 8o that my Arrowes, I ' Would have rcirrfed to my IV»w againc, 

Too slightly timhr((l for so loud a Winik-, I And not where 1 had a(i)nrd lh(?in,” 

(P. 275, col. 2, rep. Booth) — 

show's that he probably used it in tin? Errurtt in the sense of “turned back from its proper eourso,” that is, t 
(half) France in 1589-91 (and longer) turned back from its rightful owner or lieir, Henry IV., to liis rival 
tho Duke of ^layence, the leader of the League. ^Fhe word “li(‘ir ” would then he applied by Shaksperc, us 
it so often is and has bec'n by others, to the rightful elainiant of the throne, kept out of his duo by an 
opponent. Allowing our poet’s gi-eat accuracy in the use of language generally, and law terms especially, 

• His accura'?y here is due only to bis followiug Holiusbed, in the 25th article of the Treaty of 'rrojrcs. 
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X' A Midsummer-Night’s Dukam. — H ero at length is SIjak.sp(‘j f ’s genius in the full glow 
of fancj and delightful fun. The ])lay is an enormous advanct^ on wlijil has gone before.' 
But it is a poeiiij a dream, rather than a play ; its freakish fancy of fairy-land fitting it for 
choicest chamber ol the students biain, while its second the })roadest farce, i.s 

just the tiling for tlie public stage. K A. Toe writes, “When 1 am :isk(‘d for a dctliiition of 
poetry, I think of Titania and <)l>eron of tlie Midsff And certainly 
anything must be possible to the man who could in one work ]*ange from the height of 
Titania to tlie deptli of ^kjttom. The links with the Enun’tt are, that all tin* wood scenes are 
a comedy of errors, with thrt^e s(‘ts of people, as in the Errors (and four in Lfn'rs Labours 
Lost), Then we hav( the vixmi Ilonuia to mateli tin* shrewish Adri/um, llio <|uaiTel 
witli husband and wite, and Titania’s “tlu^.sc are the forgeries of jealousy ” to eomjxire 
with Adriana’s jealousy in the Errors. Adriana othu’s hm*.self to Aiitijdiolus t)f Syracuse, 
but he rcifuses lier for her sister Jaiciana, as ILdena offca-s her.self to I)enu‘trius and* he 
ji^fuses her for Inn- friend Hermia. Heniiia bids Denu'tnns love Helena, as Lucitina 
bids Aiitiphohis of Syracuse love Ids supjiosed wife Adriana. In the background of the, 
LJrrors we ha\e the father ^Egeoii with the sentence of ileath or (im* pronounced hy 
Duke Solinus, lii the, Drr^m we have in the background the father Egeus with th(^ 
iieiitence of deaili or celibacy on Htnania }>ronouueed by l>uke T’hesc*ns. In both ])lays 
the scene is Eastern : in the Errors., Eplavsus ; and in th<i Drmoi^ Atliens. AVe hav(^ 
an interesting (;()nnectiou with Cdiaucer, in that the Theseus and Hippolyta are taken 
from his Kuif/hfj^s 7o/e, and used again in 'Ewo Eifbb* also the JMay-dav 

4Uid Saint Yaleutims and the wood Idrds lier(^, may be fivim Chauc<*r’s Parhiinrut of FonUts. 
The faines too are in (Jhaiicer’s llT/c if HatEs Tale? As links with Loce-s Labours Lost we 
notice the ooniedy of eri'ors in the (*arlier play, the forest scene, and the rough country 
«ub-play, while as opposed to the Lorrs Ijobours frost's “Jack hath not Gill,” the fairi(\s 
tell us here “Jack shall have Gill.” Bottom’s misuse of words is like DuH's. The fairitis 
are the centre of the drama ; tin* human charactei-s aie just tin* sport of their whims aiul 
fancies, a fact wdiich is much altered when w’e come to Shaksper*o’s use of fairy-land again 
ill his Tp.7n])f^st, wIktc the aerial hoiiigs are but ministers of the wise man’s rule for the 
highest ends. The finest character h<‘ro is undoubtedly Theseus. In his noble words about 
the countryineii’s jday, the trm; genth'inan is showm. Itis wdfe’s character is >)ut poor Ix'sido 
his. Though the story is Greek, yet tlu^ play is full of English life. It is Stratford wddeh 
}ia.s giyen Shak.spere the picture of the sweet eouutry school girls working at one flow^er, 
w^arbling one song, growdiig together like a double cherry. s(*eming ]»arted, hut yet a union in 
partition. It is Stratfor<l that has givmi him the picture of the lioiiiids with 

■'* Kars that Ss\v(m'|) away tho Tnorning dew, Each under cadi. A cry more tunahle 

Crook-kneed and dew-l.apt Uk<' Thess.ali.aa lailLs, Was iievc r holl.ad to nor elieerd with liorn.’* 

Slow in pursuit, l*ut inatcht in mouth like hidls, 

It is Stratfor<l tliat •has given him his out door w^oodlainl life, his clowns’ play, and the 
clowns therns(*lve.s, Bottom with his iiiimitahhi conceit, and his fellows, Snug and Quincis t^'c. 
It is Stratford that has given him all Puck’s fairy lore, tlie cowslips tall\ the red-hipt 
iiunihle-bee, Ol>m*on’.s bank, the paii.sy love-in-idleness, and all the lovely imageiy of 

wo may well hold that tho word “heir” was rightly applied to H('nry IV. fighting for liis throne, 
■upaeknowlcdged by I’aris, hy great part of Kran(a\ and the wlioh^ of Ivoinan (’atholic Kuro])e. (in 
■f Iho whole, the year can bo a<'eepted as the date of the /Tmnw hy the advoc.ates of either inhaprelafioii 
of the word “heir;” wlnTo probability h'ans rather to ioSD-Ol than to laST-SP. (From iiiy note in -/’/a; 
Acaihmy.) 

^ I may .Jirobfibly have put Jf. X. J). too earh'. But it plainly belongs to the s<'t of e.ailv cross wooing, 
or Errors., plays. The attempt to date the play 15‘JG, because of the linr, “ ThrougJi hils and dales, 
through bushes and through hrerivs,” in Spensers Faerie Quvt ■tie, Bk. Vr., canto viii., j>. 400, ed, 1500. I look 
p>n a.s absurd; “hill and dale,” “bush and brier” were eonpl(*s known v{*rv long befor<.* both 8pcn»er 
;iiiind Shakspeix', and each might easily have independently used tlieiu logt'thor. 

/ 2 “ In olde dayes of the Kyng Arihour , . , | The elf-queen, with hir foly compaignye, 

A1 was this land fulfilled of iiiyrio ; | Dauneed ful oft in iiiaiiy a gj-c ne nuMle." 

(./f |)hM)ii and Beir.s text.) 

^ Tho pensioTKirs are Tjondon, tho’, (iueen Elizabeth’s, in tlu'ir smart coats; still, some of them 
mav have been with lior at Kenilworth in 1575. She had 50 of ’em i»i lier “ Band of rencionors,” 
and their foe was £50 “ape(‘ce.” — Tfoim'hold Ordiumiees^ jk *251, eul. 1. Sre tic they took, iA. , p. 277. 

If any one urges that 'l’hG.sou8’s pjick was too good a one for a country town like Stratford, and must have 
belongd to some nobleman nearer London, I can only answer— May -be. 
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the play. Ihit wo’nderful as jiiixtiii-o of delicate a, ml aerial t’aiKjy with the coarsest 
and l)i*o;ul(‘st coiiicdy is, cl(‘iij‘ly as it evidenct's the coming of a jiew l.)eing on this eartk 
to whom any thing is possible*, it is ytji. clear that the })lay is (juite yonng. The nndignitietl 
qnarrc'lling of the ladi(*s, JJennia with her “))ainted riioy-polo,” her threat to Hcratck 
Ifelena’s eyes, — Ileh'na with her retort — 

“ 8h(' was M vixrn Avhen she went to sehool, 

And tliouj^li she is hut little slu^ is tiere<i ; ” 

and 

“ \’eur hands than inin<‘ are quielo r for a fr:iy, 

]\ry lei^s are longer tJioiijrh to run away,” 

the comical conipai ison of tlie moon tumbling through the eartli (Act TIL, s<;. ii., 52-55^)i 
incrngruously j)ut into an accusation of niurdei-, 

“ i ’ll bi*lieva< as soon ' * 

'fliat the wholi* earth may he hored ; and that the moon 
L^f.ay through the etmtre er(M‘p, and so displease 
Her hrotlier’s noon-tide with the Antipodes,” 

r 

the descent to bathos in Shakspere’s passage about his owii art, from ‘Mho poet’s eye hi a fine* 
frenzy rolling ” to “ how easy is a busJi sup])osed a bear,’' would have been iiujKissible to» 
81iakspc‘re in liis later development. Tliose wlio cout(*Jid for the later datt^ of the play, from 
The beauty of mo.st of the fancy, and the allusion to the eifects of tht*, rains and the floods, wliich 
They make those? of 150 P (s(*o. Stowe, and Dr. King’s Sermons on Jonah), must allow, 1 think, 
tliat t|io framework of the play is consi<lcrahly before the date of Kini/ John and The 
Merclmni of Venice. Possibly two dates may be allow<l for the play, tho’ I don't think them, 
needful. Koto in this Dream the first of those inconsistencies as to the time of the action of 
tho play that he(!aino so markt a feature in later plays, like The Merchit)it of Venice, where 
throe months and mort? are crowded into some S days.** Ifei't? Theseus and Hippolytasay that 
*‘four happy days ’’ and “ four niglits ' are to pass before “ the night of our solemnities" (I. L 
2^T1) ; but, in the hurry of tho action of tho play, Shaksp(*rt^ forgets this, and makes pnly two- 
nights so pass. Theseus speaks to llipjxilyta, and gives judgment on Hermia's case, on April 
29. To-morrow niglit," April 50, the lovers meet, and sleep in tlu^ forest, and are found 
there on May-day morning ])y Theseus. Tlioy and Im all go into Athens and get mairied that 
day, and go to bed at midnight, the fairies stopping with tlumi till tle.^ break of Hie’fourth 
day, AEay 2. It is likely that the Dream, was written for a performance in lioiiour of some'- 
May-day marriage. This is, too, the lirsf jday with a K])ilogiie. 

As Shakspero may have? us(m] in liis play Plutarch’s life of 'rh(*s<Mis in North’s VlutarclUfi 
Lives, englisht in 1579 (other ('ditions in 159.5, iG05, 1012, Szv.) from Aniiot's French trans- 
lation, JMr. Hazlitt has reprinted tlie L'fe in his Shaksjtere\'< lAbranj, Pt. I‘, vpl. i., pp. 5—51.. 
The names Porigeiiia (Peu-igouna in North), ^'Kgles, Ariadne, Jind Antiopa, Mulsamtmr- 
JAifit's Dream, FI. ii. 19-21, aj’c in the Life*, pp. 15-1 0, 28, 57. l)yc(? thinks that while com- 
fposing the burlesque intej-lude of Fyranius and Thisla*, a subject v(*rv ])opular in those days 
*(and therefore not meant by Sbakspere e.xpressly to ridieul(? (5iaucer's Tisbe in his Le^jende) — 
he (Shakspen*) secans to have Jiad an eye* to (rolding’s translation of Ovid’s Metamorphoses, 1565, 
1567, tkc. (see Book iv., p. 13 (’^), ed. 1G03). Two editions of the .][idsa.mmer-Ni(jht\s Dremu 
Tvere publish t in I GOO, th(? better by Thos. Fisher (to whom it was ent(*rd -- ^il Mydsonjiyner^ 
Nvjhtes Dreame -Aw tlie Stationers' Pegisters on October 8, IGOO ; Anber’s T raiyicrlpt, 

174), and the woi-.se by TIios. Hobertes. The Folio text is reprinted^ from the les-s accurate* 
llobertes quarto. (S('(^ Mr. (Ji-iggs’s Facsimiles of these Quartos, 1880, ed, Ebswortln 6s. eaeh,)r 

t 

* ^ Dyco objects to this .strongly: “To supiioso that the words of Titania, Art II., sc. i., ‘Theroforo* 

winds, piping to us in vain,’ &c., allude tho state of tlio weather in England in 1591 is ridiculous; not- 
is it les.? so to suppose that any pftiticiilar allu.siou is ednlain(id in the linos on the; nf*gle«t of lofirniing, Act, 
V., sc. i., 

‘ Tho thih’o-Oirro ^Huses mourning for tlie death 

Of j«-aining, late d»*ceasM in hi-ggary.* IVorhs, ii. 2G3, ed. 1864. ^ 

jThe epithet “ridiculous” scorns to mo too strong, hut T cannot lot the possible allusion break tliro’ the* 

I other links of the j)lay. 

- See Mr. Halpin’s interesting Paper on The Merchant, and Prof. AVilson’s (Chri.stopher North’s) PapowK 
on the times of Macbeth and Othello, condenst ami rejirintod in tho Appendix to New 67*. 6W.’^ 

1875-6. Also Mr. P. A. DanicTs discussion of these in Neic ffh. Soc.U Trans., 1877-9. 
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With the Dream I proposes t-o ekise the tu'st (iroup ot Slink. sp<,it!’K Comedies, those in 
which the Errors arising Ironi mistaken identity make so miicli of the lun. And the namo for 
the Group may well he' “the (Joimidy of Errors oi- ?di.staken-ldeutity Group.” No doiiht this 
nlistaken-identity or personation of somehody else, is in The Tmu Hcidlomoi, as it is in ali 
Shaksperc’s other comt'dics, hut Julia’s pageship is not a leading feature of The Two (Jenile^ 
meny and that plr.y is rather a preparation for Itomeo and JvJiet than ojio of the Errors 
^ Grouj), tho’ to tlie latter it is strongly linkt. 1 therefore keep The Two Ueatlenie,;, hy itself^ 

I treating it as the liiik-pfey hetween the Errors and Passion Groups. 

The Two Gentli lEN op Vkroxa.— This is eertainly far less heautiful in funcy than tho 
Dream, hut it is a great advance on that ]day in Orainaticj (ionstruetion.^ Slmk.speiv* has at 
length settled down into that field of Italian story which is to he hereafter the; sciMie ovhia 
great-est triumphs. A.s after 'The 'Tnnpcsf, so qHcy the Dream^ lluu-e seems to ha‘v <; keen a 
jtfiftial exhaustion of original dfort, ami a. falling-hack on outsitle models. The ]>lav is 
strongly linkt with tho Dream, Its subject is the same, fickleiu^ss of love. Two jjjf'ii seek 
one girl; one of the men (Prohms, Demetrius) is loved by another girl (Julia, H(‘lena), to 
whom he was V‘trothed, hut whom he desiuts for a. time, wlio follows liim, and whom he jii 
, last turns to again. Both eonplcs are to he m:\iTi{‘d on the .same day, both girls i iin afiiu* 
their lovers, both fathers want to nmriy thdr <laught<as to men whom they dislike, hut eon- 
sent to tlieir girls’ choice at last. Herinia trust.s ihderia with her .secret and she betrays it, 
Valentine trusts Proteu.s with his secret and JVotens bt‘tja\ s it. AV(‘ liavc a Duke and a 
wood in l)oth plays. TJie links with the Drrors are, that Julia seeking her husband is like 
Adriana* seeking hers. Speed and Launee are like th(‘ two Droniios ; Launc(j arul Ijis milk- 
maid are like the Ephesian Droniio and Ins kitchcuimaid, catalogue of h(*r charms and all.*' 
Wc have? a link witJi Cliauciu* as w’(‘li as Lore's Labours Losf^ in A^alentine’s contcunpt for 
love, and after compiest by it, being the c(>unter|»art of Tioilus as well as of Berowno. 
Lanneo’s discussion w'ith liimself may well hav(‘ been snggc.sted by that of Davns witli himself 
ill Terence’s A ntlna I. iii, ; ef. Launedot Gohho’,^; soliloquy iji 77te. Merehanl, That 'Th€> 
Two (Jentlemcn and its incidents w*(‘r(' greal favourites w*ith Shakspere. is (‘vident from liis 
use of them in after-plays. lii llte Merehani wo liav(^ l\>rtia’s discussion of her lovers- 
with N(n*issa admirably dcvclojjcd from Julia’s lien^ with Lucetta, and also Portia’s putting 
on man’s dress and qiiizzing herself in it tlcvoloped from Julia’s here. This is repeated 
again iii '♦Rosalind in ^1s Yov. Ltkr ft. In 'The Merchant, too, wc Jiave Jiannc(‘lot (Jobbo* 
developed from Launee, with a bit of Speed. In ILoneo ami JnViet w*e hav(* *lulic*t going 
, to confession like Syhia here. Tn 'Tn-rfj'th-iXh/Jtt wo have Viola likt‘ Julia, each us page, 
carrying messages of love from the man she loves, to the girl he loves, to wdiom sJje tells 
her owm story dis’guis(.*d ; and in each case the man whom the ])ag('-girl lov(‘s, at la.st 
marries her. ]ii Mach Arlo wo have llie signs of love in Bmiedick (hwelojied from tlio.sc^ 
described by Speed H(a*e. 7n All's Will we have a parallel to the Host scene, and in 
Gyrnheliite we may compare Imogen with Julia. In tlusso early plays w*e have lov<f.s ].»ower 
over men’s oaths to one another in Lore's Laboars Jmsf, oven* men's fritaidship and their 
vows to w*omeii in the Dream, and The Two (ievtlemen, yet in the latter friendship over- 
comes love in Valentine’s otFer to give nj) Sylvia to Protmis. Tlie ficklcncs.s of love i.s 
also seen in the Errors, the Dream, and 'The Two Uentlemn}, as in Romeo’s ch;nige from 
liosalind to Juliet. Though 77/c 'Two Centlemrn. is dramatically an advance on the Dream,. 
^nd though we have liothiiig uiidignitied on the ladies’ ])art to set against Jlcrmia’s s< ratchiiig 
threat iind Ilcdena’s lon^g h*gs, (excej)t Julia’s statcuneiit that if Sylvia had not hrcii kind 
to her she’d iiave scratclit tlie (wes out of Sylvia’s jiicturc,) yet the drama, has to an Engli.sh- 
man the terrible .-blot of Valentine’s romantic friemlship inducing liiui to oili r to give up 
Sylvia to Proteus'\ after tlie latter’s thnsit of violating Sylvia, just becaust* Proteus .says he 
repents. Tliis, though possibly ftaliaii and romantic, offends ns now, alid i( undoubtedly 

* Also in characterisation : how iniuli more distinct tho two sots of lov('rs arc hero. ( 'f., too, tho 
reflective passages in The T^eo Gesihmen, like IVotous’.s “Time is tlio nnrso arul hmclcr of all good*^ 
(III. i, 24lt), “Hope is a lover’s staff,” ke. 

• 2 On minor links of phrase, <Scc., as “Spring of bovo” with Tr?’ors, Til. ii. a l*lav on “sheep” and 

**«hip” {Tu'o Gentlemen, I. i. 72-6, with hove a Labours Lost, II. i. 21S 221), see iriy Discussion of the date 
and snccession-placo of the play, in the Xew Sh. Sov.^s Trans., 1874, pp. MIS MMO. The attempt to put The^ 
Two Gentlemen after Jtomeo and Juliet bn’uks do\vn of cour.so; but it may be before tlu' Dream, 

® But it is certainly consistent with Shakspere’s offer to give up his mistres.s to his friend Will, in Sonnet 

“Take all my loves, my love, yoa, take thorn all,” &c. 
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]M)iuts 1o 81i:iks]Kn-o’s early time, as liis nutkiiii? both his heroines run after tlieir lovers also 
does. Tlie heroine of the play is without doubt Julia : slie suffers most, she loves most, .sho 
savs tlu: best thin.i»s. The Ji(‘ro, Yalentiiio, is a most j^fenerous, frank 'fellow, yet dull witlial. 
He o.nniot iiudor.stiind Sylvias iove-m«\ssa.ire to him wlien she ^ivi‘s him back his own lett(ft*, 
and Spi . d has to explain it to him. Jb' walks into the trap the Duke has laid for him with- 
out a i,oMiii of suspicion. But the bc\autifid un.selfishne.ss of Iiis reproach to Proteus on his 
base tre udiery, “ I am soriy I must never trust thee more,” his shifting the blame to 'Himo 
most accursed,” show that lie had somewhat of the nature of Theseus in the Breaoi, while the 
d('velo[>ment in him of that s(*rious, (sirnest lov(‘ which Ave saw in Antipholus of Hyracuso for 
Luciana prepares us for the full outburst of it in Jionir.o ami JaHtL The lines in which 
Valentine laments his banislnmmt from his love are the first stroke of tlie death-knell of 
‘‘ b: 4 ;ii.shod ” whi(;h riic^s thro’ the later j>lay. Tiuue .seems a (contradiction in Sylvia’s 
character in lier ^'ivim,^ Prot<‘Us her pictuiv. It looks like a yieldiiii^ to c()(|Uoti*y; hut as 
Julia doesn’t fool it to )>o .so, we e.-ui hardly complain. Tiiat Sylvia says no woi-d to Yaloniiilo 
when lu" r(\seues her, when sh<^ r(‘COvers liim, iiiu.st he [)ut dowm to the same fault as the 
slurred reainion of yK^oou and his wdfe in tim Errors — Sliaksptu-e's dramatic youtli,— he must 
have be(‘u now 28 -though tlie geiiuiueiie.ss of this last scene iii Tha Two (>e^>‘ilrim)i has been, 
doubtt'd by many critics, a'i well from its incidents as from its (joritaining many words used , 
only ill the Heury the Sixth play.s. N(.)t(; the (piick Italian turn for intrigue in Proteus, and 
in the l>uk(^’.s instant forming of tln^ ])lau to entrap Yalentine. Lauiici; is English of course, 
Stratford no doubt, and drawn from the life. He seems to im^ a more truly original creation 
than Bottom. 1 don’t believt* a Londoner could have mad(‘ him. That half identity of doggy 
and horsey men witli tlie animals they own or tend, is to be seen still. The charmiilig “Who 
is Sylvia T’ makes one tliaiikful that Shaksiiere-’s company ])os.sest a singer. The sources of 
tJie play ar(» — 1. Slor// of th i Slw.p/wrdf^ss ErJismeuff^ from the Dimia of Montemayor, 
1.^98', in Iladitty Pt. I., vol. i., pj). 270- J 12 (hut Celia - (Jlivia of Twelfth Kiyht, dies). 2. The 
Histoyji of Apoflnriii^ nad Sf hf, by Barnaby Jlich, ld8l (in whi(di the lovers an? liappily 
married), ?V>., p[). J87--412, Tlie text of the play was fii’st printed in tlu? Folio of 1G23. The 
dramatic, time of the })lay hi seven days, with four intervals. See Mr. Daniel’s analysis, 
Xew Sh. Siw. Trans,, 1877 -ihp. 124. 

IlOMKO AND JrLiKT. — Tlio next group of Shakspere’s work is l>onnd togetlier,^ not by 
farce or comedy of errons, but by strong passion and by richness of famw. The K>ve which 
W'e sawM’ise in the Errors and devciojx? in Tlw Tw) Gentlemen, bursts into full force in Romeo 
and Jnliei. The play givers us tli:it pas.sioii lawful in w'oman and man ; renas and Aflouis 
gives it us unlawful in. woman; The Rape of Larrece unlawful in man; jwid in Juliet 
we have the first striking figure of Shaksper(i’s youtliful conc(?ptiou df womanhood. 
That glorious figure of girllnjod, clad in the beauty of the Soiitherii sjiring, stepping 
out for s(;arce two days from tlie winter of lier lovele.ss home into the sunshine and 
warmth of love?, and tluui sinking into tlie chill and horrors of the chaiUKd-housi? and the 
grave, is one that (?v(?r Jiauiits the stmhmt of Shaksperi*. Wander svliei'c lie will, the Oenci 
eyes of Juliet are still on him, and draw him to them as with the attr.iction of a loadstone. 

The play Avas juvjiared for in 'The Two Gentlemen hy the lament of Yalentine for his 
banishment from Sylvia — 

“ And why not dojith, ratlior th.in living torment ? K\'cr])t f 1)0 hy Sylvia in tho n^dit. 

To die is to b(j h:ini>ht from myself, '^I’lu'rn is no music in tlr' uiLditingah' ; 

And Sylvia is myself; bunisht from her , Unless I look on Sylvia in the day. 

Is stdf fi’om self, a deadly banishment. ... 74n*re is no day for nm to look uyfon.” 

This deeper, richer note of lov'c than Shak.spere had yet struck (liow thvn Berowne’s 
sounds beside it !) becomes dee])er and richer still in Romeo and J}diel, It is there 
indeed the very ecsta.sy of love, that without Avliieh life is wwtJile.ss, that without which 
death is welcome. See, too, liow Shak.speiV lias thrown liimseJf intoathe life of Italy. 

A.s Miss Oon.stanco Astley Avell asks, “ Who feels himself in England while reading 
Romeo and Jf diet I FiiTce Tybalt, gay fieiy Mercutio, gallant Ben volio, tender, chivalrous 
Homeo ; we see tliem breathe and move under the inten.se blue of an Italian sky. TJie day 
is hot, the Ca))ulets are abroad, Mennitios laugh rings down the street, Ids jewelled 
cap flames in the sun-light, — such sights and sound.s as these crowd u])on our fancy in the 

^ Tho, Barth. Vong’s englisht version was not printed till lo08. It had probably circulated in MB. 
before, for h(i says in his forewords that it had “lyen by him finished Hoinco’s ten, and sixo ycarcs inore,*^ 
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streets of Verona, more than any liistorical ivminisconces of (Jan jL^ramk*/' Passion lends tlie 
lovers power, as the Chorus says. It is the time of iifloctions ajid warm youthful blood, ‘‘ Foi’ 
now tlmse hot days is the mad blood stirrinj^.” “ But these violent (bdights have viohmt 
e»ds,’^ and Juliet’s “ I have no joy in this contract to-night,” ami Romeo’s “ My mind 
misgives some consecpience,” with the Friar’s “They stumbl(% that nm fist,” and Juliet’s 
“ ili-divining soul,” prepare us for the end tliat awaits the dcdicious, passionate love of th(^ 
garden scene. Far above anything of the kind tliat Hliakspore lias yet given us stands this, 
and the lovers’ 8ul)se([U«iit m(‘eting and parting, 'fhe character of Jidicit, too who is tlie 
guiding spirit of the play, and far above Romeo, whose sentimental weeping for Rosalind, 
and unmanly grovelli g in tears on hearing of his i*xil(*, call forth the Friar's w<‘ll-deserval: 
reproach, — is also greater than any we have liad before. Mercutio as eontTasUnl with 
Berowne is also a great advance — note that delightful im])utation of his own (juarrelsonumes^ 
to 4he quiet Benvolio, the oidy eommonsonse man of the [^arty : it’s worthy of Kidstatf — 

• wltile the Nurse is the lirst ami only figure of her kind, ('xc<*pt perhaps Mrs. (iuiekly, 
in Shakspere. That fussy, bustling, hot-temperd old Ca [inlet is a (;a]iital figure too : la^ ’d bi^ 
surely akin to Browning’s “ Italian Per.son of Quality, Down in the (Jity,” if tlu^ latter coidd 
be well cayennd Put the [ilHy is young all through, not only in its ]>assion^ its exc(*ss of 
fancy verging on conccMt, but in its simile of Paris and the book in I. iii., and in its 
lamentation scene (IV. v,), in which the Nui*se almost re[)roduci‘s Pyramus and Thisbe, and 
which has boeiL even sup[K)S(Ml by some to btdong to an old play. The quarrels of tlu‘ 
families take us into the history of m<‘dijeval Italy ; the deaths of the childnm bring about 
the reunion which their livtis could not accomplish. The date of the [day is lixf by tint 

Nurse’s allusion — , ,, , , , 

“ Oil Lwiiiinas (*ve at luglit sliall mio loiu tcrn . • . 

’d’is sim <‘ the <'arthquak«‘ now ojcvoii yrars ; 

And she was w('am*d,” 

which eleven should be seemingly thirteen, nnhsss Juliet was suckled till she was three. Tlie 
great earthquake of 8haks[)(U'(fs lime, to which 1 h^ also [)robably alludes in Vf'ttffif and Adonis^ 
was in 158(3, and I am coiitent witli the date of 1591 for tlie play, though it may stretch to 
1593. Its links with MidsHnuitfr'Ni(fht\^ Dream are seen in ATerentio’s Que('n Alab 
speecb, and in its “ wliite womler of dear Juliet’s band” and “so shows a snowy dovo 
trooping with crows,” wIhul set by Ihmietrius’s s[)cech on the [)ure congealed whit(*, high 
Taurus ^now,” wliicJi is turned to a i-row by contrast Avith Helena’s Jiand, Ac. Ac. Romeo and' 
first [mblislit in 1597, by Jobn Danter, in a s[)nrions “ tslitiou made iqi [lartly 
from copies of jiorticnis of the original play, partly from r(H*oI lection and from notes 
t^,ken dui’ing the pmformance.” (P. A. Daniel.) Secondly, in 1599, by Ciithbert Burby, 
in it genuine edition which “gives us for the fii^st time a. substantially true re[)r(‘sentation o£ 
the original play.” 3, by Jobn Smethwick, in 1009, Q. 3, from (J. ; and from this 

3rd Quarto were [iriiittid the uiidatc<l 4th Quarto and the Folio of 1 (>‘23. (Q. 5, from Q. 4, 

^ “The unity which belong, s to the play of Romeo and Jaliet coii.sists in tlint spirit of yo»»fh whicli cv^rv- 
whoro pcnctratos and pervades it ‘•vm from tho Ilow of its language and tlie inusie of it.s rliythiii, to 
the very depths and innermost r<*c<*sKes of that passion Avhieh is its . . suhji'ct, . . love. . . 

Tho love of Homeo and .lulh't’’ (emhodii-s that) “period when to live and to love are one, and the 
life of which, and its love, ex[)In: togrtlier. . . It has every eharaeteristie of that [)('riod : its 

headlong preeipitaney, . . its total disregard of all worldly eonsidi'rations or * eonsetpu ru f 's, its 

cntkusiastic ardour of aspiration and foreo of will, . . its proiioiK'ss to seize, without an instant’s 

clelay, on ail that the h.'ftid of [ih asun* idfers, without asking the [>riee, or ealeulating th(' eomparativi* 
value; and aliovii all, thaif hoiindless ea[)acity for enjoyment ami for sulfiTing, wliieli one moment 
liftii it to the highest em[\vr(’an of hliss, and tho next sinks it to the lowest dungeons oi despair. . . 

Ilntiirndy as tbtl'ir grave is, it is still sweet, since each finds it in the arms of the otlu'r, and exhales 
over 'it the sweete.si sigli.s that were ever breathed from the lii)S of loveliness.” — Imitations of Celehratcd 
Anthorfty 4th ed., (Jollmrii, ISti, p. 131. »Set‘, too, my friend J\Jr. Furness’s adiniralde rariorum 
edition of the play. So also (Joleridge says : “ That law of unity, which has its foundritioiis, not in 
the factitious necessity of cu.stom, but in nature itself, the unity of fiuling is evt'rywhere and at all 
times obserA’cd liy Shakspeare in his plays. H(‘ad Romeo and Jntiet : all is youth and spring: youth 
with its follies, its virtiu’s, its [irecipihincies ; — .spring witli it.s odours, its llowers, and its transiency : it 
is one and the same feeling that coinimmces, goes through, arid ends the ]>lay. 'Fhe ohl rricii, the 
Capulets and the Montagues, are not (‘onimoii old men; they have an ragrrness, a heartiness, a 
vehemence, the effect of spring. With Romeo, his change of jiassion, his sudden marriage, and his- 
rash death, are all the effects of youth ; whilst in Jiiliid, love has all that is tenilcr and melaiuliolv 
in the nightingale, all that is voluptuous in tho ro.se, Avith what(!ver is sweet in the freshness of S[)ring ; 
hut it ends with a long deep sigh, like the lust hnic'ze of the Italian evening. This unity of feeling 
and character peiwadcs every drama of Shak.speare.” — LUvranj Remains^ ii., 77 ed., 1836. 
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ilates JO)37-) Pjinillel Texts of tlie Ist and 2iid Quartos, 1507, 1509, were edited by my 
friend 3lr. l\ A. Daniel, in 1<S71, and presented to the members of the New 8hakspere Society 
by Prince Jjeo])old, one of its Vice-Presidents, after wJiom Messrs. Ca^isell, Potter, Galpiii & 
•Co/s “ L(H)j>old Sliakspere” is named. Mr. Daniel’s edition and its Introduction .1 commend 
to tin; study of my readers. Mr. Daniel’s re\'ised text, based on the 2nd Quarto, is also issued 
by tli(‘ New Shak>si)erc ^Society. The source of Shaksperc’s Romeo aud Juliet is Arthur 
llrookt^’s English Ronu-us^ from Bandello. Boaistuau also told the story in the 5rd tale of 
his ‘‘ llistolres I'nvjhjues Rxtraictes des (Enures de JiandelJ translatotl £Uid re^cast from the 
Italian. Brook<^’s [>ociii was publisht by Richard Tothill, in 1502, “The Trngicall Historye 
-of Romeus ami Juliet, written first in Italian by Baiidell, and nowe in Englishe by 
Ar. Br, and is rcprintiid in Uazlitt’s Slinksj)eres Lihrurtf^ Part I., vol. i., pp. 60-204, 
with William PaintiTs engjishing (1507, in The Palaee, of Pleiosure) of Boaistuau’s French 
parSphrase of Bmulcllo’s Italian Romnf^ e {linlirttif ih.^ pp. 205- 200. Both poem and 
tale wert^ also indited for the New SljaksjH‘re Society by JMr. P. A. Danhil, in 1^7'1, 
and Ids Jntiodiiction to them sliould be read, as it shows to what author tlie different 
incidents used ’ey Sliakspere are due. The fragments of tln^ Latin play on Romeo mid 
Juliet in tin' Sloaiie MS. 1775, notist by Mr. Hr.nter, fJhfstr.^ i. 130, will be printed by 
the New Sh;dcspei(‘ Soei(dy. But as the many alterations in the MS. show it to 
be th(^ writ<*r’M own, and it is tlenrly lattu* in dat(‘ than Shakspen^’s play, it it. not of 
much consequence. Tlu^ time of the action of th(‘ play is 4^ <lays. The ball is on Sunday 
night ; tin* lovau’S art? married on Monday, and ])as.s the night togi^ther ; Juliet drinks 
the sleeping draught on ’fuesday night ; and on Wedmssday, instead of marrying Paris, is 
found seendngly dead, and is (‘iitoudied. She sleeps less than 42 hours. On Wednesday 
idght Borneo returns, and poisons himself before Julit^i awakt;s ei’e Thursday dawns. She 
stabs herself; and tlieir families are roused from their slccq) to come to the tomb. 


In the Venus and Adonis we have tin? .same luxuriance of fancy, tlie same intensity 
of passion, as in Romeo and JaJief, illegitimate and mdawfid thougli here the indulgence in 
that passion is. have the link with the M uUumnier- Xiyht's Dream in the stanza “ Bid 

ane discourse*,” and the hounds hunting the hare. The poem was enterd on the Stationers* 
R(‘gistei' and publisht in 1503, and must be of nearly the sauu5 date as the Romeo and Jnlie.L 
It i.s dedicated to Shaksjiere’s young patron, Henry, Earl of Southampton ; and I would fain 
believe the .subjei t was set liiiii by that patron. But from whatever source eaine thedmpulse 
to take from Os'id' the heated story of the heatle'U goihless’s lust, we cannot forbear iioticing 
how tlirough this stifling atinosfihere Sliakspere has blown tin* fresh breezes of English meaifi 
and downs. Midsununer-Xiyht's Dream itself is not fuller of evidenee of Shaksjicre’s inti- 
mate knowledge of, and inte*iise didight in, country scenes and sights, whetlier shown in his 
<lescri]dion of horse and Jiounds, or in closer touclu'S, like that of the liusli of wind before tlio 
rain ; while such lines as those about the eagle fla piling, ‘‘siiakiiig its wings,” 1. 57, over its 
food, s(md ns still to the Zoological Gardens to verify. 4’ wo linos there are, reflecting 
8hak.sper(^'s own experience of life — his own early life in j^oridon jiossibly — which we must 
not fail to note ; they are echoed in Hamlet : — 

“For iiii.sery i.s trofhhn on by iii.iny, 

' .Aiul being low, never ieli(‘\’d by any.” 


’Twas a les.son plainly taught by the Elizabeth.ui days, and the Victorian preach it too. It 
has been tlie fashion lately to run down the Venus as compared with, Marlowe’s Hero mul 
J^eander. Its faults are manifest. It shows less restraint and straining than the work 
of the earliei-j ijiend Marlowe ; but to me it has a fulness of power and promise of geniu.s 
enough to make three Mario wes. Uie poem was thus enterd in the Stationers’ 'Registers iu 

■ “rttiij. aprtUs 


“Bichard ffeild 

A.ssignod ouer to 
m.-istcr Harrison 
senior 1691. 


Enti-ed for his copie vnder th[e lijandcs of the Archbisshop 
of Canterbury and master warden Stirrop a booke 
intituled Venus ami Adonis .. . . . . vjd.” 


[See p. 055, and III., fol. 11.] Leaf 297b : Arbor’s Tramcript, vol. ii, 1875, p. 630. 


It was reprinted six times iu Shakspere’s life — in 1594, 1595, 1599, 1600, twice in 1602^ 


1 Sot) Profo.Hsor T. S. B.ay 2 ies’s cxcelicnt paper on Sliaksiiere^s debt to Ovid, What Shakspere leamt at 
Sdhool,’^ in FraseV^ Mag.^ 1880 . 
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and afterwards in 1G17, JG-7, 1G90, itc. Tlitj lir>st edition is very well printed, and 

|)erhai>s seen tliroiigli the press hy Sliaksperc liimsidt*. ]\Ir. W. ('. llnzlitt notes the con- 
trast of Shakspere’s own title pages — first, rfunis and Adoitia (with tlu^ motto from Ovid), 
iXm^LucrecH^ botli without his name,’ -witn the booksellers’ long titles of tlu* Quarto Dramas. 
JJut the Poems cacli contained a Dedication signed with >Shakspe)*e’s Jiaine. 

The source of the story told by tlu* poem was no doubt the nintli and tentli Fables 
of the lOth Book of Ovid’s tliough Sliakspere may huM" borrowed some 

of his details elsewhere. • 0\'id relates, shortly, that Venus, accidentally NN ounded by an 
arrow of Cupid's, falls in lov(^ with the beauteous Adonis, leaves her favourite hauntH 
and the skies for him, a» I follows him in his huntings over mountains and bushy r.nks, and 
through woods. 8ho warns him. against wild boars and lion.s. Sln^ and he lie down in the 
,shade on the grass -In^ without ])re.ssurc on her part;— and there, with her bo.som on liis, she 
tells diim, with kisses', the story of how she helped Hip]»omeiK*s to win tlie swift-footed 
Atahluta, and tlnui, because lie was ungrateful to her (Yiuius), she excited him and liis 
wife to defile a sanctuary by a forbidden act, for wbicli tlnw were botli turmal into lions. 
With a final warning against wild beasts, Venus lcav(*s Adonis. then hunts a boar, 

iiiid gets his thieth-wouiid frflm it. Venus comes down to see him die, and turns his 
, blood into a flower — the tim)iwnr^ or wind-flower, short-lived, because the wimls {anruun)^ 
which give it its name, beat it ilowur, so slender is it Other antJioj*s give V^euus the 
enjoyment wdiicli Ovid and Sliakspere deny lier, and biing Adonis back from Hades to 
be with her. 

Though the VeAuiH was dedicatcsl by Sliakspia-e, when tvveiity-niiie, to the Earl of 
Southampeon bef<jre ho was twenty-’, and cannot be called an ini])roviiig poem for a 
young nobleman to read, we must remember thf‘ dillereiuH' betwemi the Elizabethan times 
and our owui. Then, not one in a thousiind <»f tlie ctanpanions of poets would have 
complnind of Shaks])ere’s choice of subject, or thought it otlier than as legitimate as its 
treatment was beautiful. "Jlie same subject w^as repeated pevliaps by Sliakspere in some 
sonnets of The Passionate /*ih/rlin ; and a lik(^ one, in liiglua* and happier tone, was 
maile the motive of his A/f ’s Wrd that Ends Well as I ladiove, the recast of his (;arly 
Lavds Lahoicrs Wait. However it grates on one to compare the true and loving Ifeloua 
with the lustful Venu.s, one must admit that the j)uj-suit of an unwilling man hy a 
willing woman - though lie was no Josepli, and she no Potipliai-’s wdfe was not so 
distasteful to tlie Elizabellian age us it is to tin* Vietoriaii. CV^nstable’s be.st poem 
(printed in IGOO) treats the same topic as 8haks})ere’s first: its title is The Shepherd's 
^oruj of Venus and AdonlsA 

'riie larg'. use by Sliakspere of bis country r(‘co] lections’’, coujiled with bis calling 
the Vemis^ in its dedication, “the first heir of Jiis invention'',’^ young-blood 

passionateness c>f its* scmsual liiu's", h*,d me at first to ado})t the tloelrino of (lorvinus and 

• 

* ** And, in ln‘r t.'do, .she ])usscd him among.'”- A. (folding. Ovid’s leaf 129 hk., cd. 1002. 

2 Pliny (l)k. i., c. 23) .siys it nevea- o]K'n.s hat wlam the wind is blowing. 

3 Ho was born October (5, 1073; hi.s lather di<-d October -1, loSl ; he entiT< (l at St. .lohn’s Oollege, 

Cambridge, on Heet'inher 11, hnSJ, just aft(‘r lie was twelve; look his degnu' of Master of Arts before 
3ic was .sixteen, on June (>, 1589; and soon after eiitere<i at Oray's Inn, London. Jl<i was a waid 
Lord Burghlev. He heeaimi a favonritt* of (lueen Klizaheth’s, but lost her favour, in 15{)5, for making 
love te. Elizabeth Vernon (Essex’s eousiii), wliom he married later, in 1598. (AIassf’v’.s Shuksjn irs lSonu<fs^ 
p. 63, &c.) , 

* * Lodge has three sfanzius in liis Utaucus and ScUla^ 1589, on Adonis’s death, ^nd Vi'iius eoming down 

to his corpse, oi 

® In the it is not only the well-known de.scri|)tions of the lior.s(‘ (1, 290 318), and tlie hare- 

hunt (1. 673 -TOS*), that show the Stratford man, hut the touches of the ov»‘rriowiiig Avon (72), the two 
silver doves (300), the milch doe and fawn in some brake in Charha-oto Park (875-0), the red m<»rn (153), of 
which the weather wise say : — 

“ A red sky at night ’s a shepherd’s delight ; 

A red sky at morning ’s a shepherd’s warning : ’’ 

the hush of the wind before it rains (458), the many clouds consulting for foul weather (972), tlu) night owl 
i531) the lark (853), &e. &:c. ; just as the artist (289) and the shrill-tongued tfipstens (819) show the taste of 
TiOndon life. (F. J. F., in The Academy^ August 15, 1874, p. 179, col. 1.) Thei-e are scores more allusions 
to country scenes, &c., in the Venus. 

9 This is to ho understood of pure poetry (lyric or epic) in eontradistinetion to dramatic. It was 
his poems, and Eomeo and Juliet ^ that first made Shakspere’s fame. The Ven?is was, too, Shakspere’s 
first pttblisht work. 

^ But wo must note that Shakspere is not so carried away hy his subject as to show that his symuathy 
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othovH, tbilt tlie pooin was wiitt(‘n many years b(‘foro its (U;(]i(!ation to Soutbaihpton — indeed, 
soon Sbakspore’s arri\ al in London ;--aii<l by liim wlio, at oi"liteon-and-a-lialf, luid 

married a woman of twenty-si v, and had a child within six montlis after his marriage. 
Such conceits as those in lines 1, of the purplc-facVl sun, and the weeping morn ; in ?ijie 
lOo l, of Adonis’s wound weeping jmrplc tears*, etc. ; the elaboration of the similes, the 
abounding fancy, the geiu ral treatment-, the fewness of tin; unstopt or run-oii lines (4S in 
1,11)4, say 1 in 25 '*) — se<‘md to eontirm the early «late of tlie potnn ; as did also its extreme 
(ilaboration, just lik(; that of a young pre-Ilaffaelite painter: ever) detail is given you; alh 
the signs and course* of V’enus’s passion * are stip]>le<l in with the same precision as the 
incidents and process of tin* har(‘-hunt. Hut, on further study, and comj>aiison with the 
Mffht s Di'(‘<ini, Nmneo ami jind Lncreccj eaiin; the strong conviction that 

the belojigd to the 1590 -4 Passion-grouj>. 

Of possession and promise in Shakspere’s lirst poem, wc have an intense love of nature, 
and aconviclion (which never left him) of her ,sympathy with the moods of men; a j»ene- 
trating eye; a passionate soul'*; a striking power of throwing himself into all he sees, 
and reproducing it li\ing and r *al to his reader; a lively fancy, command of words, and 
music of verse ; these; wielded by a shaping spirit that strives to kerp c.^ch faculty under 
one control, and guhlc it while doing its share of the* dt*sir(‘d whole. We may ’^ote, too, 
Shakspere’s liking foi* words in ///r (r/osftre^, line 782; r(‘peated in Sonnet 48, line 11 ; 
Richard JfT.^ III. iii. 10) ; and of his forcing w’ords to be what parts of speech, and have 
what meaning, he will {passians, vb. int., line 1059 ; pale, paling, line 250). Of his 
undoubted license in lyme (see Ellis’s Karhf En</li,'^h Rroiniaciatun), p. 955), the only 
instance here is the eai'ly one that poeds still allow themsedves, of jyming long and 
short vowels, as in mdikeljp cfaicklj/, lines 989, 990. That f/rohi, lines 1115, 

lllG; enter, renfure, lim*s 020, 028, w'erc regular in ShakspcTe’s time, see Ellis, pp. 
908, 975.' His own exj)erie7u;e of love may Avell be told in linos 1157, 1158, which he 
echoes olsew'here : 

“It .shull b<‘ wiiIUmI on with jcalouhv, 

Find swc'ot beginning, bat uiiHavoury end.’’ 

The lirst allusion to the Venn.s is by Meres in 1598: “As tin; soule of Euphorbus 
was thought to live in Pythagoras, so the sweete wittie* soule of Ovid liu(*s in mellifluous 
and hony-tongu(*d Sliak(;s])ear<‘ ; witness his I'enns and Adiods, his I/acrece., hiSi sugi*od 
Sonnets among his priuate friends, tSre.’’ J*id1adii< Tanda, § on Rofds. In 1598 the two 
j>o(‘ms were again noticed, in “A . Remem branee of some English Poids,” the fourth, 
tract in a volume calh*d Poenrs : in Di tun's JI amors, of w liicli tlie first tract bears 
Hicliard Jhirntield’s name : — 

** And Shtflcspearr lh(ai, wliosc liony-flowing Vaino, Thy Nanu; in f.iine’a iinmortall Tlookc; havc^ pla(;*t. 
(IMca.sing the Worbl) thy Praisi's doth obtaino; lain* cvct you! at Ifastj'in Fanio liu« (*vor ! 

Who^e JV/z/As, and whoso (swocto und chaste), Well may tlic; Rodyo dyo ; bat Famo dies ncucr.” 


with it is beyond his reason. Ho plainly says that V(*nuH is lustful (lino 47) ; that sho “boats reason l)aek, 
forgets shame’s ])nr(‘ blush und honour's wrack” (lines o.jT-ooH) ; that hers i.s not love, but “sweating 
lust ” (lines 7t)l HOi;. 

» Coinparo Anthony Munday and Hy. Chettlo in The Jteath of Itobcrf, Earl of llautinrjdon, 1598, pr. 
1(500, iJodslvi/, viii. 2S5 : - * 

“Could the snn see, without a red eeli])se, r 

The purple tear.s full from those tyrant wounds.” 

2 (/oinpare the simpler and easi(;r tone of the later Veta/s ami Adonlx sonneds. ^hakspero’s) in 
The .Passionate TUprini. 

^ The; ])roportion of (’xtra. syllable lines, 212 (of which 14 are of tw’o syllables), is one in 5'68. 

I doubt the theory of his repeating possibly Aime ilathavv<»y’s c.xporieneo in tliis. lb? (‘ould not h?ivo 
been an iey Adonis. * ' 

® “ A y<.>un,g poet cun, at most, givz; evidence of ardent feeding and fresh imagination.” — Mark l*attiaoii, 
Afacmilhni s Magazine, Mar»di, 1S75, p. 880. 

^ Fsed by Lodge in the same yt'ar, 1593, — “ humbled closures ’’ closed on downcast C 3 "clids, — in hi« 
"Complaint of Elslred.” {Phillis, p. 07.) 

’ Uoad the whob? discussion, pagz's 917 99G. It ’s first-rate ^vork. 

^ If there really wais an earlier edition in 1595, or nny year before 1508, of John Weevei’s Epigramuies^ 
which we know only in the edition of 1590, then VVec^ver was before Meres in recognising the merit of 
Shakspere’s Venas, Laereee, Jiomeo, and Richard. See the Epigram 22, in the Now Shakspero Sociot3'*« 
Alliution-Jjooks, Pt. I., p. 1S2. 
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In the same year, 1598, the satirinl, John Marstou^, piiUlisht “ thu first heir of his in- 
vention,” wljich ho called (p. 202) the first blooines of iny })oesie,’’ “ The Metamorphosis 
^of J^igmalioii’s Image. And Ortaine Satyre.s,” (irorXw, 185(), iii. 199), and in it, says 
Mr. Minto (C/f(fracfpristirs of KmjJiali Poets, 1871, p. IMT), reviving an o]<l theory, 
“ Shakspere’s VettDs hdiI Afhoiis was siiigle<l out as tln^ type of dangerously voluptuous 
poetry, and nnm(*reifully parodi(*d ; the acts of the goddtvss to win ovia* (la* cold youth 
being coarsely pai*alleled in mad moektu’y by the acts of Pygmalion to biing his beloved 
♦statue to life.” Now tli?j fact is, tliat there is no trace of “ mad mockery ” or parmly 
in Marston’s poem, though tlien^ arc echoes in it of Vemts, as then^ an^ of Plchord I 
Hamlet, kc,., in Ma)*sto.fs Sronnje of Vifhatir^ his Fawn, itc. ; and the moi’(‘ j)rohablc 
view of the case, is that put forward by Dr. Prin.slcy Nicliolson : that iMarston, being young, 
and of a warm tem]jerameiit and lictmtious disposition, followe<l tlie lead of a ])oem tlaai jn 
evm'body^s inouth^ (Shak.spero’s To/z/.v), and pro<luced his Piijnial'unis f matfc ; but b(*ing 
able only to heighten tlie IVazz-sV sensuality, and leave out its poetry and bright outdoor 
life, he disgusted his readers, had his poem supprest by Whitgift and Bancroft’s oi‘d(M‘, and 
then tried to get out of the scriy»e by saying that lie had writ bm his nastiness only to con- 
<lenm other jmets Tor writing tlu‘irs I A likely story in(h‘t‘d ! Put let him tell it himself. 
In his Satyro VI.” of \\\s Sco}trije (f Villanie, lb98 (com[)letod in 159.9), Works, 1859, iii. 
274, 275, he says : - 


“ Curio ! kiiow’st my sj)i ite ; 

Ycjt (ioom’st thiit in rikI .seriousness 1 wiito. 
Suoli iia.**ty stulfe as is P'luinainot / 

Such maggot-tainted, lewd e<»iTn|)tiuri I . . . 
Think’st thou that I, which was ercato tu wliip 
Tnciirnatc fi('nds . . . 

'fhiiik’st thou that I in molting [KHisio 
Will pumper itihiug scuisualitit', 

That in tho bodies souinim', all fatally 


Intomlx'S the sonl(?s most s.icivd faculty 

llcncc, thou misjiulging ci‘n.‘'or I kiwzw,.,! wrot 
9hesc idle ihnf's to not»‘ tlu? odious spot 
And hlemish that ded’ormes Ihc lineaments 
Of mo(hwn(‘ poi'sies habiliments. 

Oh that tln‘ heaufi('s of invf'iitiOn^, 

For want of judgcim'nts dispo.'sition, 

Should all be .s])oil’d I ” . . , 


Then, after describing s(‘veii types of poets — of whom the fifth may be Hhakspore'\ and tho 
sixth Ben Joirson (cp. p. 245) — Manstoii goes on to satii ise tho readers of his and othm* 
writers’ loose [loeins, for whom lu^ ‘^sluhhor’d up that chaos indigest ” of his Piymallon, This 
epithet is certainly not consist(*iit with the dedication of his poem to flood Opinion and his 
Mistress ; and his excuse for his failun^ in it is plainly an afterthougJit. Put wliatever wo 
determine as to Marstou’s motives and honesty, we sJiall all join in regretting the “ want of 


^ Sec the character, givt'Ti of him in tin* most interesting JieffO’s from P(tnm,sises (about lfi02, publi.shod 
1606), Hazlitt’.s Ihifh/rf/, ix. 11(3-117. Also the amvdote in Maiminghain’s Ihnrfj, 

- “Ahorse! a horse ! ^ INly kingdom f<jr a liorse I ” (1607, Uliat Yon Il'ilf Act II., se. i. Wnrks^ i. 
239). “A man! a iiian I a kiiig<lom for a man!’’ (lo98, Scotayr of VUlauie. lYorLs, iii. 278) And lie 
repeats tho call, “A man, a man!” thrice in tho noxt tw«) 2 >ages [Shakspryc AH fusion Jlooks^ i. i.SS. New 
Shakfli)on* Society). See, too, “A foole, a foole, a foole, my coxcomla* for a foole ! *’ [Foini, 1606, Act V'., 
sc. i. Works, ii. 89); jiikI on p. 23, Ilcrciih's’s iinitatioTi of logo’s sjM'ecli to Koderigo, in Ofht/lo, ii. 40 60 
(Nicholson). Again, in The Mtdcnnf nit, 1607, A«t HI., sc. iii. {Works, i. 239), “ Ilo, lio ! ho, hoi arte 
there, oble true ])eniiyo ; ” from Tfnmtrt, ko. Comi>are, too, Lampatho in Thn Malcontvot (vol. i, p. 236) 
with Arimido in LovYs Imhours Imst, Marstoii was stcept in Shakspere, though to little good. 

® See Tho Fair Maid of the Ejrhovyv — 


“ Criplple^ But licarc yon sir':' reading so much as 
yon imne done, 

T)oe yon not remcmlu'r one pretty phrast*. 

To pcvilo tho waTles of a faire wenches lone ? 

J}oiv\dler'\, 1 novtT read any thing but Vnins and 
Adonis, 


Crip. Wliy that \s very quintessence of 

lone ; 

If you nanomlxT but a vitro or two, 

Ho pawne my head, goods, lands, and all, ’twill 
doc.” 


lull. Baron’s “ Fort .me’ a Tennis-ball” (IWi/ta Caslalia, 1640) are, say.s Dr. B. Nirljolsoii, many appro- 
priations from Vniifs and Adonis, suddenly oceurring where hunting is spoken of. Fakstalf i.-s aLso referred 
to ; and at tho end are manv a))propriations from B«*n Jonsuii’s Jhjmnmi. 

^ Cp. Shak.spere’s “ First heir of my inve ntion,” 


® “ Yon ’s one whose strainos haiie flowno so high a 
pitch, 

Timt straight ho flags, and t\unbles in a ditch. 
His sprightly hot high-soring poesio 


Is like that dream’d-of imagery, 

Whose heatl w.i.s gold, hrest .silver, hrassie 
thigh, 

Lead leggs, clay b'cte : O faire fram’d poesie I ” 


That Shakspere’s subject was clay, and his verso gold, is certainly true. 
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judgemtiuts disposition ” that let SI»aksp(n-o choose Vtniiis ^ for an early place in his glorious 
gallery of women — foims wlu)S(? radiant purity and innocence have won all hearts; — though we 
will remember tliis fault only as the low level from which he rose on stepping-stones of, hia 
dead stdf to higher things. lie who put. Venus near the beginnijig of his career, ended with 
Miranda,- Perdita, Imogen, Hcn'inione, (.^ueen Katharine. Let t/ieni make atonement for h^r f 


Thk Rapk op LrcKECK. This poem, publisht IhiM, wo can well believe is the graver 

labour with which Sliak.s]>er(^ vowd, in his dedication to the' Vaufcs, to honour Lord. 
Southampton. It is very dilieitait in certain points of metre -tin* run-on line, for instance^ 
— to the Venm^ but is full of tlie l)eautiful fancy we see in that. Read the description of 
Lucrece in her bed, one lily liand under her rosy cheek : — 


«!< 'Without the hod hor other f;n'r haml^ was, 

Ou the covorh t : wliost' ptafoct wJiito 

Show’ll like an Aj)ril daisy on tlio ^rass, 

With pearly sweat reseinhiing’ dow of night, 


Her eyes like inarigo/ds had slioaih’d. thoir 
liii'ht : 

And, canopied in darkness, sweetly lay, 

Till they might o])(‘n to adoni th(j day — 


and acknowledge that the Lncrrrc can well stand beside the ])’ay and the poem which precede 
it, while in weight of rctlectioii it naturally excels them. It is not so til'll as th(} V&utM of 
country allusions^ though hero the rapacious animals (and tlieir prey) i)revail in uumber, as 
they do ill 2 and 3 //rniy VI, C'omparo the following list from the poem and plays : — 


LrCRECE. 

Doves, -k'' 

Owls’ and wolves’ death -boding cri(?s, 165 

Silly liiiuhs, 167 

Night- wandering weasels, 307 

(Strong l^iratoH, 33.5) 

Dove and night-owl, 300 

Tairking serpent, 362 

(Iriin lion fawning on his proj’’, 421 

Ncw-killM bird trcnihling, 457 

Honey guarded with a sting, 493 
Falcon t»>wering in the skies, 506 
Couch(itli the fowl Ivlow . . . erooked hi'ak, 
507 8; as fowl hear falcon’s hells, 511 
Cockatrice’ dead-killing eye, 510 


‘2 and 3 UByJlY VI. 

o. ^ Doves, 3 Ilntru VI., II. ii., 18 (? not Shakspore) 
o. I’oding s<reech-owls, 2 Htnry VI., III. ii. ^27 ; o, that 
fatal serei'ih-owl, 3 llvunj tT., IT. vi. 6b 
n. Sucking lamb, 2 Kvvry VI., Ill, i. 71 

a. (The strimg Illynan I’iratc, 2 Henry F/., IV. i. 108) 

)i. Harmless dove, 2 Ilrnry F7., III. i. 71 ; o. night-owl,. 
3 Henry XT., II. i. 130 

0 , The lurking serpent’s mortal sting, 3 Henry F/., II. ii. 15 

n. W'lieii the lion f.awns upon tho lamb, 3 Henry F/., 

viii. 19 ; h. jxuit-up lion o’l'r thi^ wridch that trembles- 
under his dev’ouring ]>aws, 3 Henry VI. J. iii. 12 
0 . Some say tho h<;e stings, 2 Henry VI., IV. ii. 83 
(f. Your . . falcon Hew above the rest, 2 Henry F7,. IT. i. 5, 6 

o. So (h)ves do p4*ck tho falcon’s piercing talons, 3 Henry 

F/., 1. iv. 41 

n. Hiirdcring basilisks (same as cockatrices), 2 Henryk 
/7., nr. ii. 321 


^ Th(5 autlmr <»f the llet urn from I’amassus '^writtt u about Christina.-!, 1602, piihti.sht K.06), ])uls ii thus 
(Hazlitt’s ix. 118) ; — 

“ William Shakespeare ? 

“ \V^o loves Adonis’ love or Liicrnec rape : I Could hut n graver subject him content, 

His sweeter V4;rse contains heart -robbing life, | Without love’s foolish, lazy langiiLshment.’* 

^ Tts proportion of un.stopt lini's is 1 in 10*81 (174 such lines to the poem’s 1,855) against tho Vemtdfi 
' 1 in 25*40 (47 run-on lines in 1,194). I^ t this largo difFc*renco in proportion of nin-on lines between two 
poemts which I now ]jut within a year or two of one another, have what weight it should in lessening the 
value of the en<l-stopt-line test when applied to Shakspore’s plays. Tho order of llie ]days is indepemdont of 
any metrical test, though all such tests help in settling that order. Hut the slightest study of Shakspon^’s 
earliest and latest plays together, i.s enough to prove the great worth of the ''nd-stopt-line test. The tido 
through old London Hridgc* is in lino 1667 of Lucrece. 

3 We have the London artist loo, in thii painter of the siege of Troy, 1. 1366, &c.,»aa in the Veftns, 
Noto tho dying eyes, with their ashy light, 1. 1378. Of the country and outward natuW*, we have lilies and 
roses, 71 ; red roses and white lawn, 258 : clouds and stormy weather, 115 ; corn o’ergrown by woods, 281 ; 
little frosts in spring, 331 ; cloud and silver moon, 371 ; sun from cloud, 372; April daisy, 395; marigolds,,. 
397; red-roso blush, 479 ; thoims on growing rose, 4V2; hlnck-faeed cloud, 547; dim inist, 548; earthquako 
549; streams to the salt ocean, 049 ; sea, flood, &c., 652; silver-shining moon and twinkling stars, 780-!7, 
1007-8 ; unruly blasts and tender spring, 869; wormwood taste, 893 ; bastard gniff, 1062; mountain spring)^ 
1077 ; blushing morrow, 1(J82 ; flood ove rflowing hanks, 1118 ; hark peeled from pine, 1167 ; loaves and.8a{>,^^ 
1108; dew (conceit of earth’s tears), 1226; goodly champaign plain, 1247; rough winter killing the flowey, 
1255; Simois’ reedy hanks, 1437; bright day and hlack-fuc’d storms, 1518; little star.s shot from places^ 
1525 (op. M. K. I).) ; ebb and flow, 1569 ; w*ater-gjiils ami storms, 1589 ; floods increast by rain, 1677 ; windy 
tempest blows up rain, 1788. Compaj’o Lucn^ce’s wanting to ti^ar Helen’s beauty (in the Troy picture) with . 
her nails, with Hermia’s wanting to scratch Helena’s ftw:o in M. AT. 7>., &c. 

* Miss Lw has kin^y put o. to the old-play lines, a. to those altered, n. to the new ones, in 2 ands d . 
Henry YL A 
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LUCRJCCE. 

White hind under the jjrripe's sharp flaws, 
f ,543 

Foul night-waking^ oat, '>o4 
Jiis vulture folly, oot) 

Wolf and poor himl), 077 


FuU-fod hound or gorged hawl;, G94 
A jade, 707 

Thievish dog, 73G 
Wearied lamb, 737 

Ilonoy lost ; drone-like bee, S30 

3ee-hivo, and wasp suekt th*i huiu y, 810 
Hateful cuckoos hatr b in nests, 849 

Toads’ venom, 8d0 *• 

Adder hisses wher<^ sweet birds ••^ing, 871 
Wolf and lamb, 878 

8in’H pack-horse, 928 
Tiger, miicorn, and lion, 9:,G 

Orow' and its coal-ldaek wings, 1009 
Snow-white s\v iiii, KH I 
Gnats, 1014 
Eagles, 10 IT) 

Slauglitorhouso and tool, 1039 

Little bird’s morning joys, 1107, 1121 
Lamenting Philoni<*l, 1079 ; and nightingale 
and thorn, lido 

Men proving beasts, 1148 
Poor frighted deer, J149 

•3 

Little woiins, 1248 

*Palo sw^an in watery nest, 1011 

Blood, and watery ^-igijl, 174.3 

Old boos die, young po.^ses.s their liive, 1709 


2 and 3 JlKMiY 77. 

0 . cp. slie-partridge in the piiitock's nest, 2 l^enry 77., III. 
ii. 191 

(Whose vulture ihoiiglil, Vrun.s, .').31) 

>/. Lamb . . ravenous wolf, 2 litury (7., HI. i. 77~8 

Lambs pursiual by liunger-slaived wolves, 3 lUnry 
ri.^ I. iv. o 

o. Hawks do tower so well, 2 Jfeury \’l., II. i. 10 

H, 'riie jades that drag the night, 2 JJoirif I J., IV. i. 4 

o. To beat a dog, 2 Nf-ury 77., HI. i. 171 
o. An innocent lamb, 2 Jlniry 17., IV. ii. 81; o. ju)or 
harmless lambs, 3 llvury 77., II. v, 75 « 

n. Drones rob becshivcjs, 2 Henry 77., IV. i. 109 not 
Shakspere) 

e. Hive of bee.s, 2 Henry 77., Ill.ii. 12.5 [1 Henry /|\, 
III. ii. 7.3; Lear I. iv. 219; Antony and (’(eapalra^ 
fl.vi. 28] 

0 . Venom toads, 3 IJenry 77., II. ii. 138 (r not .^hak.^pere) 
//. Add(‘r, 2 Henry 77., III. ii. 70 

n. Trembling lamb (iiviruned wdih wohes, 3 Henry 77., 

I.i. 242 

0 . Tiger’s luait, tigers of Hyreaniu, 3 Henry 77., 1. iv. 
137 155 ; o. lion, 3 Henry 77., II. ii. 11 * 

o. The nlght-cvow' criial, 3 Jlenry 77., vi. 4-3 

0 . Gn.ats, 3 Henry 77.. II. vi. 8 
n. Empty eagle, 2 Henry 77., HI. i. 248 
H, The bloody .slaughtiahoiisc, 2 Henry 77., III. i. 212; 
0 . butch<“r and his ax(‘, 2 Henry 77., Ill, ii, 189 

[The nightingale . . . hain’d her breast up till a 

thorn, BarntiLdd’s Ode^ in HmAonate Hi/yrinif x.\i. 
8 - 10 ] 

0 . Margaiet tflrnd worse than tigers, 3 Henry 77., 1. iv. 154 
t/. The d«‘cr . . will scare tlm herd . . o. Iktc ’h a deer, 
3 Henry 77., 111. i. 2-22 (th(‘ deer i.s Henry himself) 
0 , Thv smalle.st worm will turn, 3 Henry 77., 11, ii. 17 
(‘r not 8haksp('re) 

h. A swan . , swim against the tide, Henry 77, I. iv. 
19-20 

■n. This c(d(l congealed blood, 3 Henry 77., V. ii. 37 
0 . Bees that W'ant their leader, 2 Henry I'l.^ III. ii. 125; 
ami see (.’lilford’s argument in 3 Henry 77., IT, 
ii. 21 12 


But the long laineutatious of Liicroce, ,so full of aiititlif*.sis ami so laboured^, are, without 
doubt, imitated fnu 11 (’haaoer s poem of TroUnn and Cressida. As some eoinptui.'-atioii for 
them, we have the noble tigure of Luen'cc hers»*if, sufiering death rather than live iimier 
dishououi*, a figure fit to .stand by Hrutus\s Portia, by Yolumnia, of Sliakspere’s greate.st tiim*. 
We will not forgei, too. that in Corio/fatvt! Shakspere comes back to m^ai- the days ol‘ Miis 
ILapr of J/nrrnre.;^ 

The Litcrene was eiitt'T<l in the. Stationers’ Hegist(u*s in 1591, “ i) maij : ]\last(*r liari i.soii 
Senior : EntiVd for Jiis cojdo vnder th[c h]aiid of masti'i* Senior Gawood, AVhirdcn, a Ijooke 
intituled thi ^iavyshpuanH of Lnrrece,- . . yf\ C.” (Arber'.s 7'ra nnrrlpf, ii. fi lN), and was 

piiblisht the same year bty J. Harri.soii. It was reprintcal in 1598, IGOO, I (JO 7, 1016, 

» In 8t. 19, iShaksperc ha.s tivo ennsemtivo rymefl in 1. 127-131, a.s in h 128 134 he has a whoic 
fttanisa with ‘ing rymos. This is like Chaucor’s five in -ore and fixa-in-err in Troifns, hk. v., st. iv. xxxii. 
{Worki^y ed. Morrik vol. v., 2, p. 10, and nine in •ede m Aneiida (vol. v., jf 200). (Jildon says of th(! 

Mape : “ Lucrece is too talkative, and of too wanton [unreatraind] a Fancy for one in her Condition ami 
*of her Temper.’’ — Sh.\^ Works^ 1714, ix. 399. 

^ It is very interesting to comi>aro the sympathetic tone in w'hich Shaksp('rc .sjjcaks of the Siege of Troy, 
hi lihefl 1366-1668; of Ajax and Ulysses, 1. 1394-1400; of Nestor, 1. 1401-1121; of Achilles, 1. 1422-7; of 
,3^Gctor« 1. 1429-1435 ; with the bitter way in which ho treats the j^amo .'subject and men in his later Trolln^ 
4 !^ Cressida, Also note hero in 1. 1443-1485, tho source of the player's Hecuha-speoch in JlamleU 
Shhkspore’s Minor Poems have not yet been w^orkt enough with his plays ; nor Chaucer’s with hi$ 
Taldn. 
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jin<l 1G21, <^acli Quarto taken from the one before it. Tlie lir'st edition was probably 

8(?en through the press by SliakHpcre himself. It contains a short fervent Dedication to Lord 
SoKtlian}j>ton, then just of age (see Julius Co'sar below), and an “ Ai’gument ” or sketcH of 
tlie story on which the j)ocni is founded. Whence 8hakspcre got this Argument — his only 
piece (d* non-dramatic prose Ijesides his two short Dedications — lias not yet been made out in 
detail. Chaucer had, in his Letj^nde of Good Wom^n ( a . d . 138G 1), told the story of Lucrece, 
after tliose of Cleojiatra, Dido, Tliisbe, Ypsipliilc, and Modca, “ As* saythe Ovyde and Titus 
l^yvyus” (Ovid’s Fustic bk. ii., 1. 711; A/ry, bk. i., ch. 57, 58): the story is also told 
by Dionysius Halicarnassensis, bk. iv., ch. 72, and by Diodorus HicuJus, Dio Cassius, 
and Valerius Maximus. In English it is, besides in Lydgate’s Falles of Prhices, bk. iii., ch, 
5^ and in VV^m. Painter’s Palace of Pleasure, 1507, vol. i., fol. 5-7, where the story is 
very shoi*t.ly told : the heading is “ Sextus Tarquinius ravisheth Lucrece, who bewailyng the 
lossc of her chastitie, killctli her self.”‘ I cannot lind the story in the Rouen edition, lOlTS, of 
Boaistuau and Bcllefonist’s Histoires 'Prngiques., 7 vols., 12mo ; or the Lucca edition, li^54, 
of the N'ovelJ.e of Baiidello, 3 parts; or the Lyons edition, 1573, of the Fourth Part. 
Painter’s short I^ucrece must have been taken by himself froiii one of the, Latin authors he 
cites as his originals at the end of his preface. In 15G8, was eriterd on tlie Stat. Ileg., A, If, 
174, a receipt for \d. from Jn, Aide “for his ly cense for ])rynting of a ballett, the grevio'us 
coiuplaijnt of Lucrece'* (Arb<u-’s Traiiscripty i. 379); and in 1570 the like from “James 
liobertes, for his ly cense for the pryntinge of a ballett intituled The Death of Lucryssia^* 
(Ai’bePs Tramcrijity i. 41G). Another ballad of the legend of Lucrece was also printed 
in 1570, says Warton. [Var. Shaksperey xx. 100.) Chaucers simple, slioi-t telling of 
the story in 206 lines -of which 95 are taken up with the visit of Collatyne and Tai'quynyus 
to Rome, before Hhakspere’s start with Tanpiin’s journey thither alone — cannot of course 
compare with Shakspere’s rich and elaborate poem of 1,855 lines, though, had the latter had 
more of the earlier maker’s brevity, it would have attaind greater fame. 

“The Passionate Pilorime, by W. Shakespeare,” was first publisht in 1599. In the 
middle of sheet (Hs a second title : “ Sonnets To sundry notes of Musickc.” The Pilgrim 
is a collection, made by the piratical publisher, William Jaggard, of some genuine Sonnets, 
ikc., by Shakspere, Richard Rarnheld, BaHholomew GritHn, Cliristophm' Marlowe, ^nd other 
writers unknown, got from divers printed books and other sources. Thirteen years 
afterwards, in 1612, the same pirate Jaggard reprinted The. Pilgrim as Shakspere’s, and put 
into it, under Shakspere’s name, and to his disgust, two poems by ’Flionias Heywood,* 
for which the latter jiublicly re[)roacht Jaggard. The original edition (re|r,-inted iii due 
order in the Leopold and Globe eds.) contains — 1, 2. Sliakspere’s Sonnets 13*i and 144, with 
various readings. 3. LongavilliFs Sonnet to Maria in Love's Labours *Lost, IV. iii. 57-70, 

“ Did not the lieavenly rhetoric of thine eye.” 4. The first Venus and Adonis Sonnet, 
“Sweet Cytherea.” 5. Ilei'owne’s 6-measure Sonnet-Letter to Rosaline iu Lords Labours 
Losty IV. ii. 103-116, “If love make me forsworn.” 0. The second Venus and Adonis 
Sonnet, “Scarce liad the sun.” 7. Three stanzas of six, “Fair is my love ” (to be compared 
with Sonnet 138, No. 1 liere). 8. Richard Barnlield’s lirst Sonnet® from his Poems: In 


* Tiiicroffi’ri story i.s also fully told in Bamabo Googo’s Proturbes of Lopez de MendozUy cnglisht 1575, 
from the Tuscan of M. John Galonsis. 

- From his Troia Ih'ltunnicay 1G09, which proceeding, sjiys Dyce, was thus noticed J)y Hey wood in 
tho Postscript to his Apology for Actors, also printed in 1612: “Hero, likewise, I ynist necessarily 
insert a manih'st injury done rno in that worke [Troia lirifa}nnca\y by taking the tiwo epistles of Paris 
to Helen, and Helen to I*aris, and printing them in a losse volume under the name of another, which 
may put the world in opinion I might stealo them from him, and hno, to doe himselfc right, hath 
since published them in his owne name: hut,* as I must acknowledge my linos not worthy his 
)>atronago under whom he hath publisht them, so the author, I know, much otfended with M. Jaggard 
that (altogether unknowno to liim) ^yrosumed to make so bold with his name.’' “ Heywood having 
thus claimed his own, Ja^^gard canctlled tho title-page of the third C5dition of The Passionate Pilgrim^ 
1612, on which was the name of Shakesp(*arc, and substituted a titlo-pago without any author’s name.” 
(This pirate laggard’s name was William.) 

^ Both this and No. 21, “As it fell,” though in Bamfield’s first edition of 1598, publisht by 
John Jaggard, w'oro, like all the, rest of the Poems but two, left out of the second edition of Zadg^ 
Peemiay &c., in 1605, “to bo sold by Jhon Hcwlgcts, dwelling in Paulf33 Churchyard, a little beneath 
Panics Schoole.” But that this outlcaving does not imply that tho two poems were Shakspete's, or 
not Barnfield's, Mr. Grosart shows in his edition of Barnfieid, 1876, p. xxxi. I wfsh tho Sonnet, with Its 
love of Sponsor, had been Shakspero’s. 
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diners humors^, 1598. It wa.s written, “ To bis friend Maistc r 11. L. In praise of 
Musiqno and Poetrie '' (p. 189, ed. Gro.sart, Iloxburghe Club, 187G), and be<^in8, “ If jniisio 
and fiweet poetry agree,” and is one of bis “ fruits of vnrii3er yeares.'' 9. Tlie third Venus 
and Adonis Sonnet, “ Fair was the morn,” incomplete as now, without its second line. 
10. Two stanzas of six lines each, “Sweet rose.” 11. The fourth Venus and Adoni.s 
Sonnet, by Bartholomew Grifiin, Sonnet 111. in his Fidessa^ 1590, sign 1> 2, but now 
with new mistakes and various readings, and new lines 9-12, wlicnce got, is unknown. 
12. Crabbed age and youtli.” !»!. “Beauty.” Id. “Cwd night,” each two .stanzas of six, 
and not Shakspere's, . think. 15. “Lord, how mine eyes,” three stanzas of six. 10. 
(Here la^gin the “ Sonnets to sundry notes of Musicke,” with) a s])urious set of (piatrains 
(aaaO), “It was a lording's daughter,” of course not Shak.spere’.s. 17. Du inai lie's poem t^) 
his “ most divine Kate,” in Lovers Lubours Lost, IV. iii. 98-117, “ On a day.”- IJS. “ My 
llockT feed not,” from Weelkes's Madrujals, 1597: clearly not Shakspere’s. 19. “ When as 
thine eye.” 20. Marlowe's “Live with me, and be my love” (sung by Izaak Walton’s 
handsome milkmaid'*), with Sir Walter Kaleigh’s Reply. 21. Richard Barntield’s Ode, “As 
it fell upon a day^i from his J%ems : In diners haiaors (1598), 56 lines. 

I have not workt enough at tluiso poems in 71w Pnssiovate PiUjrhn to have a real 
opinion on them. The d.ites vary, I .sup|K>se, from 1589 to 1599, or .so. 1 jiut the collection 
iic the end of the other poems, because it can only be noticed here or at the end of the ])lays. 
The first tliree Venus and Adonis Sonnets are to me so much easier in How and lighter 
in handling than the Venus and Adonis itself, that, if they are Shaksjiei-e’s, I cannot suppose 
them to have been written before that poem. They seem to me worthy of Shakspere in his 
young- man’s tim(\ In addition to Nos. 8, II, 16, 18, 20, and 21, noted above as not being 
Shakspere’s, I suppose that 10, 15, 14, 15, are not his either. About No. 19 I doubt: that 
“ to sin and never for to .saint,” and the whole of the ]) 0 (un, are by some strong man of the 
♦Shakspere breed. Mr. (Ti*o.sart has shown in his Pndaces to his editions of Barnheld’s 
Poems and Griffin’s Fidessa, that there is no rea.son to take from the fist, his Ode (No. 21) 
and his Sonnet (No. 8), or from the second, his Venus and Adonis Sonnet (No. 11), many of 
whose readings the Passionate Pilyrim print .spoils. No. 12 I like to think Shak.spere’s ; 
and No. 7 goes so well with No. 1, that though I see nothing distinctively Shakspere’s in it, 
I suppose it may be his. 

The Phoenix and the Turtle first appeard, with Sliakspere’s name to it, in Che.ster’s 
Love*s Martyr : or, Rosa Hits Complaint, in 1601. It I’cfers to Queen Elizabeth and a mythic 
s^iouse, not Essex. A Lover's Complaint first appeard at the eml of the ^Soiinets in 1609. 
I cam lot date ilr. 

Richard Title Second. — Shakspere turned from his play and his jioems of passion, 
to deal with the great political cpiestions which were .stirring his countrymen in his own 
time. One cannot l)elie\ e that he who knew the oliject of playing was to sliow “ the very 
:age and body of the time, hi.s form and prc.s.sure,” could have been indifferent to the 
gi’eatest questions jiressing on his age, wlien ho freely satiiised the petty fashions of 
men’.s coats and breeches, and women’s false hair and facc-painting and tlu^ like. Tlu^ 
chief questions troubling his time w^ere the di.spiitcd succession of Elizal>oth and hci* title to 
the Crown, her govermnent b}- favourites, the continual conspiracies against her, cither 
ho!he-grown .or supported Jjy foreign aid. And whether Shakspt're took up the tojiic of 
historical playsf because it was pojmlar with English audience.s, and had been dealt with 
l>y former writers, or because he had his own siiy on Elizabethan politics to say to his 
countrymen, I cannot doubt tliat he did speak his own opinions and preacht his own moial 
through his historical plays. That ho loved liLs ctiuntry, every jday and |K)eiii of his 
shows. That he ^as a patriot above party* even though he may have inclined to 


In a volume of 31 leaves containing — I. The praise of Lady Pccunia. 2. The Complaint of Poelrie 
for the DeJith of Liboralitie. 3. Poems: in divers Humors, — 1598. WnzWii's Hnmtimk'. 

• \n Lnglandl a Helicon, 1600; 18, Jgnfito. No. 20 and part of 21 are there too, with Sir M alter 
Raleigh’s Reply. 

• “ As I left this place and entered into the next field, a second pleasure entertained me : twa.s 
. a h&ndsomo milk-maid; she cast away all care, and sung like a nightingale. Her voice was good, and 

:ihe ditty fitted for it ; it was that smooth song which was made by Kit Marlowe, now at^ least fifty years 
■ •ago. And the milk-maid’s mother sung an answer to it, which was made by 8ir Walter Raleigh in 
. younger days .” — Complete Angler, 
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Soiitliarnpton and Essex’s side, his historical plays show too. He first took; the weak 
kings, and of them first, llichard the Second, who by favouritism mind .England, 
Eliza) »etlj herself said to Jjainbarde, ‘‘I am Eicliard the Second: know you not thatl’V 
And her favouritism is still ono of the just, among the many unjust, stains on her character. 
That Shakspere’s Richard IL was the play acted in the streets of liondon by direction 
of Essex’s friends on the afternoon Vjefore his rebellion broke out, is almost certain, for 
tlm ari'angoment for the |)erforinance of the ]>lay was made with ‘^Aiigiistino Phillipps^ 
servant to the Lord (Chamberlain, and one of his Players V’ that is, a member of the 
company to which Shakspere belongd ; find that Shakspere’s Richard / /. from the hi*sb 
containd tlie Deposition Scene, though this was not printed in the hrat quarto, is clear from 
Hie lines that come before and after the omission. 

Sliakspert; shows by this weak king’s histojy, wdiat is the end of a sovereign’s unwise- 
favouritism, and lie also protests against the benevolences and daily new exactions I’aisd 
in Elizabeth’s reign especially about 1501-o. I do not contend that in Richard, Shakspere 
meant to picture Elizabeth : she was far other than he. Tlj^is degenerate son of the Black 
Prince, the flower of warriors, is shown in Shakspere’s pages as a^*^nere royal sham. 
Personate a king in tongue he can; but iict as one he can’t. His claim to command isx 
belied by the action of the quarrelsome nobles in his very jireseiice in the first scene. 
Tlio utter meanness of his nature, is shown by his inability to take the reproof of the 
noble, dying Gaunt. His stage-actor’s hollowness is shown on his retuni to England when, 
idiot that he is, he aflects to favour England’s earih by touching it with his royal haud^ 
and then claims on the one Jiand the certainty of help from heaven, ancl on the other 
grovels in the mire of despair as soon as bad news comes. Good tidings lift him again for a 
moment, but he falls at once into the slime to whkdi by iiatui‘e ho belongs. He cannot 
part with liis crown witliout calling for a glass to look at himself in : and it is not till 
he suffers and dies in prison, that w’e liave anv feeling of regret for the majesty he so 
little represented on the throne. His rival Roliiigl^roko, on the other hand, the son of 
that (Jaunt, through whom Shaks|)ero lias spoken his own love of this blessed plot, this 
earih, this realm, this England,” the sou of (Jhaucer’s sw(‘et-voiced Duchess Blanche, is 
shown with all liis mother’s gracious ways winning the hearts of the conimou folk, wiling 
the tediousiiess of Northumbei-l'ind’s journey, and astutely siuzing the chances th|it fortune 
and Richard’s misgovernmont give him to ascend the tlnone. His hint for Richal*d% murder 
i.s caught up by Exton, iuid the king lias soon to leani that the deed is worse than a crime ; 
it is a blunder. The passion and fancy of tln^ last group of 8haksper(i’s w'orks give wa\‘ 
to the jiati’iotisni and the r]i(‘.toric of the present set of liistorical plays. As'^’in the fonner 
the fancy sometimes verged on conceit, so in the latter doe.s the rhetoi-ic ‘sometimes verge 
on rant, as in Bolingbroke’s and Mowbray’s speeches. In the later scenes, too of Richard 
JL, ryiiie seems to make its last effort to stand a.s part of Hhakspere’s regular means for 
working out his plays. But tliese scenes ari^ singularly weak ; and W'ith the repetition of 
the nobles’ challenge constitute a blemish on the play. Another blemish is the want of 
comic relief, and the making of the gardener and his mates talk, like philosophers or Friar 
Laurence. A strong link with Romeo and Jnlift is seen in the up-and-downness of the 
diaractei-s of Richard the Second and Romeo, in tlie knell of banish, banisht,” through 
both plays, <fec. 

RicJmrd IT. is founded, like Shakspere’s otlier Historical Pkiys, upon Holinsliej’s • 
Chronicle, with .such cliaiiges and additions as it pleasd the poelf to make ip his original. 
Among the inventions here are tlic fine sc^e.ne betw’eeu John of Gaunt on his, death-bed and 
his nephew ; Aumerle’s continuing faithful to Richai’d ; NorthumberlAmlV not kneeling 
to the King, whereas he di<l kneel ; the scene of the Queen and the gardeners ; Richard’a 


^ Sco A. Phillippfl’fl Examination, in Gree?n’s (.‘"alendar of State Paperf*, Ihomtie Sancft,. 

1598-1601, p. 678 ; and Mr. Hales’s letter of November 1.5, 1875, in The Acadconj for that month. AIstk 
Centurie of Trapse, ed. 1879, p. 30 ; Lord Bacon’s Sper'ch in his JForks, od. B. Montagu, vi. 63 -4, and State 
i. 144.5, 43 Eliz. 

Still, I cannot help observing, though I know not how to account for it, that the' dramatist . 
her© dwells upon popular grievances, whir h in the other play {Kin^ John) he treats with contempt^ 
though history has certoinly handed down John us, not less than Richard, the oppressor of hia people/- 
Courtenay’s Commentaries i. 50. Tho* henevolenees were not known till Henry VII.’s time, yet iiiehord 
made many accused ixirsons compound for pardon, and pay large sums pro henevokntiA sud recaperandd^T^' ^ 
Turmr^ ii. 317.— *5. The taxation of the last twelve years of Elmbeth’s reign was very heavy. ^ 
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interview with her after his rotnrn from Ireland ; the lament of Henry over Richard^s 
corpse. York^s description of the progress of Richard and Bolin gbroke is from Stowe^ 
p. 322. See, too, Daniel’s poem, History of the Civil Wars, bk. ii. (P. A. D.). The^ 
characters of Richard, of Bolingbroke, and of York, arc sufficiently trm» to nature and to 
history so far as Shaksperc was ac(juaintcd with it. Richard, rc^ckless in prosperity^ 
weak in adversity ; Bolingbroke, bold and ambitious, and courting po])ulavity ; York, timid 

• and wavering, or, viewed more favrairably (C^olerulge, Lit. Hein., ii. 173), halting between 
his loyalty and his patriotism.” — Coartenay, i. 73. The first Quarto of Hirhard 11, was 
publisht in 1597, then reprinted in 1598, 1608, and 1615. Each of the later QuaHos 
was })rinted ‘ from the one before it; and the Folio text was printed fjom the Quarto 
of ,1615. Ricluxrd II. is tlu; hrst play of the Tetralogy which the Trilogy of He 
li^oinpletes. 

Henry the Sixth. — The next series of historical plays that goes under the name ot 
Shakspcre deals, in three jmrts, with a weak king, Ilenry the Sixth, in om^ part with 
a strong king,^^ichard the Third. Its subject is a superb one for a dramatist. You 
have, on the one hand, the story of individual love ; on thb other, the ruin of a kingdom 
and a throne. The old guilty love of Guinevere and Lancelot is reproduced in that ot 
Margaret and Suffolk ; and as the last still holds the hearts of poets and of men, so that Mr. 
Tennyson has reproduced it for our Victorian time, in like wise might the second have 
been treated that it would have been one of the glories of tlie Elizabethan drama. As 
the hrst brought about the ruin of all the goodly fellowship of the flower of kings, so 
the second led to those wars of York and Lancaster wJiieh lost us all the fair 1 ‘ealm of 
France, and filled England with civil war. The fairest beauty ” IVIargaret, “ soft as downy 
cygnets,” was turned by ambition into a slu'-wolf of Fi*anco, but woi*se than wolves 
of France, whose tongue more poisons than an adder’s tooth,” into (jno of the demonesses 
whom the Fr( 3 ncli Revolution in lat(‘r time rejuxxluccd. Her pride makes her level to the 
ground the pillar of the noble Hum]»}iry, who is the solo support of her husband’s throne. 
His removal gives room for all the angiy ]uissions of the nobles, the ricsigns of the crafty, 
liypocritical Gloshu’, to work. And soon tln^ queen, Ixuefb of love, of child, of throne, of 
liusba lias nothing to console, her but th<3 curses she can heap on tJie foes who liave 
ruiud licr, and the eager watching for their fulfilment. From out the ruins of her life, 
on which she, cursing, sils, steps the sti iking figure of Richard, exulting with grim liuinopr 
in his ^ illaiyy and success, lie has trod through blood to the tliroiic, and he will pour out 
blood to liohUit. But Ixdiind him is tlie gathering storm of tlio curses of Margaret and 
her sister-queens, the wail of murdiu-d innocents mixing with th(^ women’s wrath. And at 
last the storrti bursts in Jiglitning-flasli, on battle-field, on tlie head of tin? guilty king, 
erect, defiant, fearing death as little as he feard sin. And the land is again in a strong 
man’s hand. 

Of this superb subject, but little is made in the Henry ] I. }>lays. The first of lliem 
is broken and choppy to an intolerable degree. The only part of it to be put down to 
iShakspero is the Temple Garden scene of the red and white roses’ ; and that has nothing 
specially characteristic in it, tliough the ])ro})ortion of extra-syllabled lines in it forbids 
us SU}i|>osing it is very early work. There must be at least three liands in the ]»Iay, 

* one of whom must lia^e written — j)rol»ably, only — the rynic scenes of Talbot and his son. 
But poor iii this play seems to us, we have Rash’s evidence tliat it touclit tlu' Elizabethan 
audiences: '‘Hpw would it haiie joy’d braue Talbot (the teri’or of tho l<rciieli) to thiiike 
that after he had lyne two hundi'cd yeare in his tomb, lie should triunqih againe ou 
the stage, and haue his bones new embalmed with the teares of ten thousand spectators 
at least, (at seu^’all times) wlio, in the tragedian that represents his person, imagine they 
behold him fresh bleeding.” (Pierce Penilesse, p. 60, ed. 1812, Old 8hakes|). Soc.). The 
characters of the clear-seeing Exeter, tho noble Talbot — ‘‘great Alcides of the field . . . 
Lord Furnival, of Sheffield ” — and his gallant young son, Salisbury, “ miTTor of all martial 
men,” the generous Betlford, are the only ones that redeem tlui gloom of such cowards 
and cads as Somerset, such vain and foolish traitors as the Countess of Auvergne, the 

* The wooing of Margaret by Suffolk is not his, as its quick falling off Jnto that “ cooling 

&€., shows. Faint as tho Shakspere scene is, I cannot put it very early, as one-fourth of its lines end with 
extra syllables. 
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baseness of tlie Dauphin, and tlie abominable way in wliicli Joan of Arc is treated by 
Frenchmen as well as Enjjflisli. Traditional iis the witch- view of Joan of Arc was ;iu 
8hakspcre’.s time, one is jLjlad that Shaksjjere did not set it forth to us. The Second and 
Third Parts of Jlenrtf VL ai-(^ but recasts of two older plays, the Contention^ published 
in 151)4, ami the Trm Trfujmhj, published in 1595.* The latest discussion of the authorship 
of these plays is by my friend, .Miss Jane Ijoe, New S/i. tSoc.’n Tmns., lS75-(5, Part 
ir., and never befoi’c lias tlu' <juestion Ix^en so »ibly anti thoroughly handled. I incline 
to acce))t the conclusion of htn-self and some other critics that Siiakspere took no j)art 
in tlie Contention and 7'rne Tnujftltf, tJiough it cannot be certain that he had no share 
in the original skcjtcli of Jack Uadt'. It is um|uestional)le that Siiakspere’s hand is in 
the^ revised ])lay. J)uk(*. llumpliry’s groat si)eech in Part 11. (Act 1., sc. i.), ‘‘ Bravo 
j)eers of England,” King Henry’s, in Part 111. (Act II., sc. v.), the description^of 

Duke Humphry’s corpse in Part 11. (Act 111., sc. ii.), can have been written by no other 
man. The pow<;rful account of* the: cardinal’s death has bcuai assigned, with some proba- 
Inlity, to ]Vlai*low(‘, with wdiose Fnnstnss carrying-off scciuv it is well compared. But 
certainly parts of tlu.^ revision were < 1 () 1 H} by Marlowe”, or one of Ids school, and some 
parts, as 1 think, ))y (Tieone, or one of hi.s sc1io<j1‘‘ ; and if Mai lowe and Greene were, 
with Peele, as I ’m content to tliink they were, the authors of the earlier play.s, I am 
not sur]>rised to find tlieir hands beside Siiakspere’s in the revised one. .1 believe that 
the revision of these plays is to some extent like the conversion of A Shrew into The 
ShreWj aiitl that anotlior adapter’s Jiand tlian Shakspere’s is to ho largely recognised in 
them. Ho may liavc' ndoiicht and stnmgtheud them after Greene (tlied September 5, 
1592) and Marlowti (stabd June 1, 1593) had reworkt tluaii. Tlie humour of Cade is 
thoroughly Sliakspcreau, and may claim to staml alongside, though it is earlier in date than, 
that of Sly and Gruniio. 


^ Mr. Ha/.litt reprints ])oth in his ShnkHperv^s Library — a buol# indisponsablo to every real stud(iiit of 
Shaksperc — Part II., Coat,, voL i., pp. ‘>i70 a’JO ; Tr. Tray,, vol. ii., 2>p, 2 105. 4"he t(;xt of the ro vised 
plays, ‘2 and 3 ILvnry VI., appt'ard for the fir«t time in the Folio of 102.‘h 

- Mi.ss Lee assigns to ^lurlowe the following jiortions of the revised plays ; K ('0 lior answer to me in the 
Discussion on her VI, paper in Mt iv Shak^tperr Sorit‘ft/\s 'Transact ion.s, 1870, Part 11.: — 2 IfcHry VI.. 

II, in.' 1 -58; nr. i. 142-19y, 282-330,857 383; II I. ii. 13- 121 (with Shakspere) ; IV. i. 1 147, x. ‘18-10 
IV. ix., Greene) ; V. i. 1 IGO, 175-105; ii. 10 -11. 10 30 ‘r^, 31 05. (I doubt, too, the following being 
Shakspere’s:-!. i. 24-35, iv. 41-00; 11. i. 1 113 fr) ; III. i. 200-281, 331 350 ; ii. 1-37, 43 121. 246 209, ^ 
339-300 (!") ; V. i. 101 174, ii. 72 -00;. 3 I/cnry VI., I. ii. 5 70 ; II. i. 81 0, 200-1 ; ii. 0, 53, 50, 79, 83, 143, 

140 8; iii. 49 50; iv.l 4,12,13; v. Ill 120; vi. 31 0,47 50.58, 100 2: III. iii. 4-43, 47. 48, 07-77, 110- 

120,134 7,141 150, 150-101, 175 9, 191 201, 208 18,221, 220,233-8, 214 255 (I-); IV. v. 19 30; V. i. 12-16, 

21, 22, 31 33,39, 48 57, 02 60, 09 71, 78, 70, 87-97; iii. 1~24. (I doubt, too, the following being Shak- 

spore’s : — (?) I. i. 210 273, iv. 1 -20 (r) ; II. i. 11 78, iii. 0 47 : V. 58-113 (?), 1 ‘23-139 (r) )• Miss Lw’s 

division of th<; Contention and 'Trnc Traycclie l>etweeu their several .niithors i.s in the New ShaksfH're 
Sveitf tf' s Transactions, 1870, too. In that 1 agree. On the points on which JMiss TjCo dilfers from ino, 
let the reader trust her and not me, till ho has workt enough to f->rm an opinion of his own. She 
has workt at the plays twenty times as much as I have, and has got a eertainiy about them that T can’t 
pretend to have. The r«;ader must sbirt with the two old plays, and note how they each divide into at least 
two menu work, one ehoinjy and .stilted, the other with flowing lirn‘ and poetic power. Then he can pass 
to the recast plays, and .sr;e how Shakspere has handled them. 

* For instance, J feel alino.st (ertairi that neither Marlowo nor Shakspere alterd the following loft-liard 
passage from the Contention into the. right-liand one from 2 Ilennj VI. ^ 


1591 Confeution, p. 49. 


“ Huffolke, Tliis villain being but Captain of a 
Pinnais, 

Threatens more plagues then inightio Abradas*, 
The great M.asadonian Pyrate,” 


Thy wordes addos fUry and not remorse in me.” 


1023. 2 Ilcmy VI., TV. i. 101«-114. 

Snf. O that I ircrr a God, to s Hoot forth Thundtr 
Vpon these paltry, seruilc, abiect Jh'ndyes : 

Small th inyn make base men proud. This Villaine heere^ 
•Ihnng Captaine of d Pinnaf’O, thr<j{»teTis more 
I’hfui Bnrgnliis the strong Illyrian Pyrat(* 

Ih'ones suckc not Eagles blood, hnt rob Bac-hiuet .* 

It i.s impossible that J should dye 
By sueh a lowly Vassal/ as thy selfe. 

Tby w’ords mone Jiage, and not remorse in mo : 

1 go o f Message from the Qneene to France : 

J charge thee waft me safely crosse the Channelll' 


• Greene, in Ids Peneloj>d}{ Weh, J.'588, mentions **A>>rn/las, the arreat Macedonian pirat,” who “ thontrht eiiory one had 

a letter of xnart that bare sayles in the ocean." See Malone's Shakspere, br PoswoU. vol. xvi.i.. p. 2«0. Barinilus-OT 
BopiviVAi?, as Plutarch writes it in the Life of Pyrrhus,— is mentioned by Cicero, harjulus Illjrim latro ^Halliwefl). 



5 9. FIKST-PERWV PLAYS: *• RICHARD 111.;* 1504 (?). 
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Richard the Third i.s written on tlie model of Shakspere’s rival, Christopher 

Mj-rlowe, the Canterbury * cobbler’s son, who was stabd in a tavern brawl on Juno 1, 1593. 
It was Mario we^s characteristic to embody in a cliaracter, and realise' witli terrilic force, the 
workings of a single passion. In Tamberlnvm he personilied the lust of dominion, in Fituatm 
the lufit of forbidden power and knowledge, in Barabas [The Jem of Molia) the lusf of 
wealth and blood (J. A. Syiuonds). Tn Richard Ilf. Shaks])ei-e embodied aiid)ition, and 
sacrificed his whole play to this one figure, (iloster’s first declaration of liis motives, shows of- 
course tlui young dramatist, as the want, of relief in tlie ))lay, and the uifmotony of its curses, 
also do. Bui Richard’s nypocrisicis, his exultation in them, his despising and insulting his 
victims, his grim humour and delight in gulling fools, and in Ids own villainy, are mbnirably 
brm'ght out, and that.no less than thirteen times in the }>Iay. 1. With Clanmce. 2. With 
Hastings. 3. With Anne, widow of Prince Edward, Henry the Sixth’s sou, wlioin Rieh?ij*d 
tluTThird, when Gloster, had stabd. 4. Witli Queen Elizabeth, with Rivers and Hastings, 
and possibly in his professt repentance for the wrongs he did Queen Margaret in murdering 
Iier son and husband.' 5. With Edward the Fourth on his death-bed, and his queen, and 
lords, and as te»tlio Jiutlior of Clarence’s death. (1. With his nejdiew, Clarence’s son, 

7. With Queen Elizabetli and his niotlier, “ Arnen ! And make me die a good old man !'* 

8. With Buckingham, “ I as a cliild will go by thy direction.” 9. With the young ]»rince, 
Edward the Fifth, “God k(;ep you from Ihem and from such lalsc friends.” 10. With 
Hastings and the Bishoi> of Ely. 11. With the Mayor about Hastings and then about 
taking the crown -(note Richard’s utter brutality and baseness in his insinuatiwi of his 
mothers* adultery). 12. With Buckingham about the murder of tlie j)rinces. 13. With 
Queen Elizabeth when he re))eats the s(;ene of his wooing with Aniu^, as the challcnge-stn'iie 
is repeated in Richard IL Villain as lie is, he lias the villain’s coolness too. He never lo.ses 
temper, exccjit when he strikes tlie third messenger. As a gemual lie is as skilful as Homy 
the Fifth, and looks to his seutimds: while, like Henry tlie Fourth, hi' is up ami doing at 
the first notice of danger, and takes the right practical measures. Yet tlie consei(‘iiee ho 
ridicules, he is made to feci — 

“ "riicrc i.s no creature loves rne, 

And if I die no soul will pity me.” 

«• 

But we fiiust note that this is only when his will is but halfawake, half-jiaralyst'd by its 
weight of sleep. As soon a.s tlie man is himself again, neither coiiscicne<" nor care for lovo 
or pity troubles him, Tlie Aveakest jiart of the play is the scene of the citizmis’ talk ; anti tho 
jioorness of k., and the monotony of the wonien^s curses, have given rise to tlu* theory that in 
R’khard III. Shak.spert*. Avas only re-writing an old ])lay, of whieli he let bits stand. Hut 
though I oncq thonglit this ])Os.siblo, 1 have since become certain tliat it is not so. The 
wooing of Anne by Rjehard has stirrd me, in reading it aloud, almost as nincli as anything 
else in Sliakspere. Note, too, liow the fii*st lines of the ]>ltiy lift yon out of the mist and 
confusion of the lloiry VI. plays into tlic sun of Shakspere’s genius. 

Richard Ilf. Avas first pubiisht in cpiartt) in 1597, and afterwards in 1508, 1G02, 
1605, 1612, and 1622 (and 1620, 1634), each edition being printed fi'om the one before^ it. 
The Folio text of 1623 shows a numVier of small Avord-ehanges from tlie Quarto -with 
imporjbiuit ones of passages occasionally — tliat render the making of the be.st text 
xHichard III. tho liaj’dest puzzle in Shakapere-editing. In a A ery abh‘ paper in the 
Sliakspere Socle, tifs Tramactiom^ 1875-6, Part 1., Mr. James Spedding contends, against, the 
Cambridge editors, Clark and Wright, that the Folio, in all but a few case.s, gives Sliakspere s 
own cori’octions. • Profe.ssor Delius holds this vioAV too {Jahrhuch^ vii. 124), as the Folio ha.s 
many pa.s.sages linking Richard III. Avith Henry VI. that are not in the Quarto. The .source 
of the play — as of all Shaksjiere’s Historical Play.s — is Holimshed's Chronicle, Avliieli is here 
taken from Sir 'Bliornas Moi'e’s Life of Richard III., Polydore Vergil, tte. Se(5 Courtenay’s 
Counrmntaries on the Historical PI ays , ii. 60-117. Courtenay says, “The [then] received 
history is pretty closely folloAved.” . . ‘‘Margaret .sustains lier part Avell, but that is 

entirely fanciful, and not to be admired. Shak.spere’.s character of Queen Anne is imaginary, 
and not well imagined.” One instance that Courtenay brings forward to show that Sliakspere 
designedly blackened Richard’s character — his making Richard concernd in bringing about 
Clarence’s death — I have shown to be unfounded ; because Hall, in lii-s CJironicle, p. 343, ed. 


* I haA^o always, tho*, considered this genuine repentance, or at least a genuine profession of it. 
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§ 9^ FIRST.PERIOD PLAYS: 2 A S ^^HENRY Vl.r 1592-1 (?). 


baseness of the Dauphin, and the aboiiiiuablc way in wliich Joan of Arc is treated by 
Frenchmen as well as En^lisli. Traditional as the witch-view of Joan of Arc was jn 
«Shakspere’s time, one is glail that Shakspere did not set it forth to us. The Second and 
Third Parts of Hturij VI, ar(^ but recasts of two older plays, the Contentum, published 
in l/)9 l, and the True IVufjedt/, publislied inlldDo.’ The latest discussion of the authoi’ship 
of tli(*se plays is by my fiieiid, Miss Jane Ijco, AV//; S/l Sor.'s Trans., 187J~6, Part 
ir., and never bofoi’o lias tlic <|iiestion been so ably and tlioroughly handled. I incline 
to accept the conclusion of luuself and some other critics that Shakspere took no part 
in the Conteniian and 7/o/c Tra<j^ibj, though it cannot be certain that he had no share 
in the original sketch of Jack Ead<\ It is unquestionable that Siiakspere’s hand is in 
tlie^revisecl ])lay. Duke Humphry's great speech in Part IJ. (Act L, sc. i.), ‘‘ Brave 
jieers of England,” etc., King Henry s, in Pait 111. (Act II., sc. v.), the description, 
Duke Humphry’s corpse in Part IT. (Act 111., .sc. ii.), can have been written by no other 
man. The powtu’ful account of* the cardinal’s deiith has bf^cn assigned, with some proba- 
bility, to 3Iarlowt‘, with who.se Faust earrying-od* .scene, it is well compared. But 

certainly jiarts of the revision w'ore <lon<^ by Marlowe-, or one of his .'ft.diooJ, and some 
pai'ts, as I tliiiik, by (rri^cne, or one of his school * ; and if Marlowe and Greene were, 

with Peele, as I ’m cont(*nt to think they were, the authors of the earlier plays, 1 sun 

not surjirised to find their liauds b(‘.side 8haks]>ere’s in the revi.sod one. I believe that 
the revision of these plays is to .some extent like the conver.sion of A Shrew into The 
Shrew, ahd that ariotlua* adapter’s hand than Shakspere’s is to bo largely recogjuised in 
them. He may liave retouclit and str(*ngth(ni<l them after Greene (died September J, 
lol)2) and Marlowe (stabd Juno 1, 159J) had reworkt tlKuii. The humour of Cade is 
thoroughly Shak.spereaii, and may claim to .stand along.sidt», though it is earlier in date than, 
that of Sly and Grumio. 


* Mr. Hazlitt ropriats both in }ii.s TAhranj — a book iii(iisT)cnsabb) to every real student (/f 

Slmkspcnt — Part 11., (Jont.yXol. i., pp. ^79 <320; Tr. Ti'o*t., vol. ii., ])p, 2 105. The text of the revised 

plays, 2 :irid Hvnrff VI., iippeurd for the iirfli time in ilie Kolio of 102:j. 

- INliss Lee H.s.siyns to Marlowe the following p»>rtions of th(‘ revised plays : sc'o lior answer to mo in tho 
Di.seu.s.sion on her V I. m Xi W t^httksprrv Socu-t •F'* Tramaetioss, 1870, Part H. 2 VJ., 

II.in.‘l-5S; III. i. 142-199, 282 dJiO, 357 383; 111. ii. i:i- 121 (with Shakspero) ; JV. i. 1-147, x.TS-tO 
(MV. ix., Greene) ; V. i. 1-lGO, 17<5-19.3; ii. 10-11, 19 .“>0 31-05. (I doubt, loo, the following being 

Shakspero's:-!. i. 21-35, iv. 41 00; II. i. 1-113 (:) ; HI. i. 200 281, .3.31 350; ii. 1 37, 43 121. ‘246-209, 

339-306 i'r) ; V. i. 101 174, ii. 72 90). 3 Tlnin/ VI., 1. ii. 5-76 : II. i. 8) -0, 200 -1 ; ii. 6, 53, 16, 79, 83, 143, 

140 8 ; iii, 49 50; iv. 1-4, 1‘2, 13 ; v. 114-1*20 : vi. 31 0, 47-50. 58, 100 2 ; HI. jii. 4 -13, 4?, 48, 07-77, llO - 

120,131 7, 141-150,150-101,175 9,191-201, 208 18, 221. ‘220, ‘233 8, 244- 255 (!^) ; IV. ir. 19 30; V. i. 1‘2-lG, 
21, 22, 31 33, 39, 48 57,02 -60, 09 71, 78. 79, 87-97; hi. 1-24. (1 douhr, too, the following being Shak- 

spcre’.s: — (!') 1. i. ‘210 273, iv. 1-20 (*r); II. i. 41 78, iii. 9 17; V. 58-113 123 139 (r) )• Miss Dh)’» 

division of tlu; Content'iuH and 7V/e' Truyedie between their several authors is in tho Few Shakspere 
Sucietff's 7ransf/ctios«, 1876, too. In that I .agree. On the points on which Miss Lee diffei’s from ino, 
let the readt;r trust her and not iiw, till lie h.*is workt enough to form an opinion of his own. She 
has workt at tho plays twenty times as mueh as I have, and has got a eertainty about thorn that 1 e^iii't 
pretend to have. The reader must .start witli the* two old plays, and note how they each divide into at least 
two mon’.s work, one choppy and stilted, thci other with flowing liiu' and poetic power. Then he can j)ass 
to the recast plays, and see )iow Shakspere has handled them. 

® For in.starice, J fi‘el almost certain that neither Marlowe nor Shakspere altord the fi)llowing loft-hav.d 
passage from the Contention into the rigUt-liund one from 2 Henry VI. * 


1591 Contention, p. 40. 


^^Snffolkc. This villain being but ('aptain of a 
Pinnaia, 

Threatens more plagues then mightio Abradas*, 
TTte great Masadoniau Pyratc,” 


Thy wordes addos fUry and not remorse in me.” 


1023, 2 Uenry T/.. IV. i. 104^-114. ’ 

0 that T trere n God, to sitoot forth Thunder 
Vpon these paltry, sernife, abieet Th'udye.s : 

Small th myn make base men proud. Thi.s Villaine heere, 
T3(iing Captaine of a' Pinnace, thr^^aten.s more 
Then Bargnlus the stronq Illyrian Pyrato 
Drones sueke mt Dayles blood, hut rob Boe-^hiues : 

It is impossible that J should dye 
liy such a lowly Vassall ns thy selfe. 

Thy w'ords moue Itaye, and not remorse in me : 

I yo of Message from I he Qneene to Franee : 

J elnirye thee, waft me safely crosse the ChannellF 


• Qreene, in bis Penclopds Weh, 1588, mentions “A>>ra*la8, the ereat. Mac#*donian pi rat,” who ” thoneht rnery oiio had 
n letter of mart that bare sayles in the ocean.” See Malone’a Slmlwpere, by PoaweM, v/>l, xvi.i.. p. 2K9. Bar<pilu»-Otf 
Bap^vAAif, as Plutarch writes it in tho Life of Pyrrhus,— is mentioned by Cicero, liarjulus lll'jrim latro tHnll’*we’.Q. 
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Bichaki) the Third is written on the model of Shak.sper(‘’s <;relit rival, Christopher 
Mg.rlowe, the Canterbury < cobbler’s son, who was stabd in a tiiverji brawl on Juno I, 159J. 
It was Marlowe’s characteiistic to eml)ody in a character, and realis(‘ witli terrific force, tlie 
workings of a single passion. In 7\imbprlnine he personified the lust of (Ii)ininiou, in Fmistm 
the lust of forbidden power and knowledge, in Barabas (77/fi of Malta) the lust of 
wealth and blood (J. A. Symonds). In kiclinrd iJf. Shakspere embodied ambition, and 
sacrificed his whole play to this one figure. Gloster’s first declaration of liis motives, shows of 
course the young dramatist, as the want of relief in the i)lay, and the monotony of its curses, 
also do. But Richard’s hj poci*isi(^s, his exultation in them, his despising ami insulting his 
victims, his grim humour and delight in gulling fools, and in his own villainy, are admirably 
brought out, and tluit.no less than thirteen times in tlie ))lay. 1. With Clarence. ‘J. With 
Hastings. J. With Anne, widow of Prineo Edward, Henry tlie Sixth’s son, wliorn KicliTirct 
the Third, when Gloster, had stabd. 4. With Queen Kiizabetli, with Rivers and Hastings, 
and j) 0 ssibly in his jwofesst repentance for the wrongs he did Queen Margaret in nnii’dering 
her son and husband.^ fi. Witli Edward the Fourth on his deatli-be<l, and his (pmen, and 
lords, and as tft»tho author of Clarence’s death. C. With his lU'phow, Clarence’s soji. 

• 7. With Queen Elizabeth and his mother, “ Amen ! And make me <lie a good ohl iran !” 
8. With Buckingham, “I as a child will go by thy direction.” 9. With the young prince, 
Edward the Fifth, “ (xod keej) you from them and from su(‘h false friends.” ID. With 
Hastings and the Bishop of Ely. 11. With the Mayor about Hastings and tlu'n about 
taking the crown — (note Richard’s utter brutality and baseness in his insimuitie^ri of liis 
mother’s adultery). 12. With Buckingham about the murder of the j)riiic(*s. IJ. With 
Queen Elizabeth when he. rejieats the scene of his wooing with Anne, as the challenge-secne 
is ifjpeated in Rwhard //. Villain as lie is, he has tlm villain’s coolness too. He m;ver loses 
temper, exccjit when he strikes tlie tliinl messenger. As a gmunal he is as skilful as Henry 
the Fifth, and looks to his sentinels : while, like Henry tlu^ Fouifli, he is up and doing at 
the first notice of danger, and takes the right practical inoasures. Vet the consciiMice he 
ridicules, he is made to feel — 

There is no creature lovc*s me, 

And if I die no soul will pity me/’ 

• 

But wft itiust note that (his is only wh<m liis will is but half-awake, lialf-])aralysetl by its 
weight of slcej). As soon as tlie man is liimself again, neither conscienci^ nor care for lovo 
or pity troubles him. The weakest part of the play is tlie scene of the citiz(*ns’ talk ; and tlio 
poorness of k., and the monotony of the w'onien’s cu!*ses, have given rise to the tlieory that in 
RJltluird HI. 8hakspere was only re-w^riting an old ])lay, of which he let bits staml. Ihit 
though T once thought this ]) 0 ssible, I have sinc(^ become certain that it is not so. The 
wooing of Anne by Richard lias stin'd me, in reading it aloud, almost as mueb as anything 
else in Shakspere. Note, too, how the fii-sfc lines of thc^ play lift you out of the mist ami 
confusion of the Henry VI, plays into the suii of Sliakspm'o’s genius. 

RicJuird III. was first piiblisht in quarto in 1597, and afterwards in 1598, lfi02, 
1605, 1612, and 1G22 (and 1629, 1634), each edition being ju’inted from the one befoi<‘ it. 
The Folio text of 1623 shows a number of small wonl-changes from the Quarto — with 
important ones of passages ocxiasionally — that render the making of the bt‘st text of 
mRtchard III, the lumlest puzzle in Sliakspcre-editiiig. In a very abh* jiaper in the Xeio 
Rliakspere SociMytt IVnmactionSy 1875-6, Part 1,, Mr. James Sped<Iing eonteiids, against, the 
Cambridge qjlitors, Clark ami Wright, that the Folio, in all but a few cases, gives Shaksjierc’s 
own corrections.* Professor Delius holds this view too {Jahrhnch, \ ii. 124), as tin* Folio has 
many passages linking Richard III. with Henry VI. that are not in the Quarto. TIjc source 
of the play — as of all Shaksperci’s Historical Plays — is Holinshed’s Chronicle, which is here 
. taken from Sir Thomas More’s Life of Richafd HI., Polydore Vergil, itc. See Courtenay’s 
Commentaries on (lie Historical PlaySf ii 60-117. Courtenay says, “The [then] received 
history is pretty closely followt'd.” . . “Marg,aret sustains her part well, but that is 

entirely fanciful, and not to be admired. Shakspere ’.s character of (iueeii Anne is imaginary, 
and not well imagined.’’ One instance that Courtenay bvings forw'ard to show that Shakspere 
designedly blackjened Richard’s character — ^liis making Richard concenid in bringing about 
Clarence’s death — I have shown to be unfounded ; because Hall, in his Chronicle, p. j43, ed. 


* I havo always, tho*, considered this genuine repentance, or :it least a g(?nuine pro/ession of it. 
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§ 10. SECOND-PERIOD PLAYS: *'KfNa JOHN,’* 1595. 


Ellis, says that ‘^soulf‘ wise merino” did hohl this view of Richard, and Holinshed, too, 

in lOdwnrd V., mentions it. TJie action of the play covers fourtc(\n years, from Hemy the 
Sixth’s murder, May *21, 1 171, to Richard the Third's death, August 22, 1485. If 8hakspere 
liatl c‘ver seen on the hoai'd.s or in print The True Tnujedie of liivhard the Thirds 1594, 
2 lladltt, i. 43, he used it but little, or Dr. Legge’s Latin THeh(irdit,s Tertkis either {Lloyd's 
MIssays, p. 287). 

SECOND-TERIOU PL A YS. 

§ 10. Kino John.- With this play of jiathos and patriotism we open Shakspere's Second 
Period,- -looking on Rlehard //. as the last play in which ryme plays a ])rominent part, we 
take the series of Henry VL and Rlcluird III. as the transition to the Second Period ; — and 
on Opening it we are struck with a greater fulness of characterisation and power than we saw 
in the First-Period jilays. But the whole work of Shakspore is continuous. King John is 
very closely linkt with Ru'hard III. In both plays we have cruel uncles planning their 
nephews’ murdtir, because the lioys stand between them and the Crown. In both we hav^ 
distracttnl mothers oviTwhelmed with grief. In both we have prophecies of ruin and curses 
on the imirderei's, and in both the fulblinent of tlr^se. In both we have the kingdom divided 
against itself, and the horroi*s of civil war. In both wi^ have the same lesson of the danger of 
<Uvision taught to the discontented English ]KU ties of 8hak.spf*re’s owui day. Jiudnmi HI. is 
an examine of the misgovernnieiit of a cruel tyrant : Kbuj JnJni of the misgovermiient of a 
selfisli coward. But in John we have thi‘ motlicr’s pathetic lament for her child far developed 
above i-hat of Queen Elizal)eth’s for her mui*d(Ted innocents, and far more touching than the 
laments of Queen Margaret and tin* Duchess of York, while the pathos of the stilled childrens 
death is heightened in that of Arthur. The teniptation .sc(‘ne of John and Hubert, I'epeats 
tliat of Richard and Tyrrel. The Rasta id's statement of his motives, ‘Mlain, be my lord,” it’ c., 
is like that of Richard the Third’s about his villainy. (The Bastard's sjieech on commodity 
may be compared with Lucrec(‘’s reproaches to opportunity.) Resides the boy’s pleading for his 
life, besiiles his piteous death and the motlier’s cry for him, which counts honnHo (‘very parent 
who has lost a child, we have in the jilay the spirit of Elizabethan England’s defiance to the 
foreigner^ and the Pope. King John is founded on the old ])lay of The Trouhlesomp Raigne 
of King John, 1591.*-^ 8hakspei e deserts the Chronicles without precisely followiujL^ the old 
play in eight chief political points, — as shown by Mr. R. Sim]>sonin the KewSh. SorHs Trans., 
1874, -in order to bring the play clos(‘r home to his hearers, and the circumstances of his time, 
the disputed siicce.s.sion of Elizabeth, and the interference of Spain and the Pope. The old 
play- writer made the murder of Arthur, as Mr. Lloyd has noticed, the tui*ning"j) 0 int between 
the high'Spiritial success of John at first and his (lejcction and disgrace at last; and he, t^o, 
fixed on the ass(*rtion of national indepcTidcnce against invading FrenchiiK n and encroaching 
cccle.siastics as the true juinciple of dramatic action of John's time. 8o long as John is the im- 
personator of England, of defiance to the foreigner, and opposition to the Po[)e, so long is he a 
hero. Rut In^ is bold outside only, oidy politically ; inside, morally, he is a coward, sneak, and 
skunk. See Jiow his nature com<*s out in tlie hints for the murder of Arthur, his turning on 
Hubert when ho thinks the murder will brnig evil to himself, and his imploring Falconbridge 
to dtmy it. His death ought, of course, dramatically to have followi^l from some act of Ins in 
the t>]ay, as rev(*,ngi; fc»r the murder of Arthur, or his plundering the abbots or abbeys, 
or opposing the Po[ie. The author of The Trouhfesome Rnigne, with a Jrue instinct, madef' 

'■ “The groat le.sson taught in the hist lines of the play shouM ho more brought out. .King, nobles, 
i?laimant, all lean on foreign la.-lp, and all firui it a broken reed which pierces llu*ii’ harigls.’’ — C. Ifargrove. 
Besidi.’S the passage usually cited from Aiidi’ow Boorde for thi'se last lines, ho has another nearer to 8hak- 
spere’s woi ds: “ I think if all the world were set again.st England, it might neuer be exmquored, they beyng 
treue within them selfo,”-- i:>t2 (pr. 1/517) Introihivt’tou^ p. 1G4 of my edn 1870. 

- It i.s the old play re- w ritten. 1"ho two muat be read together and eompansl, toae^w’hat genius makes 
out of ordinary work. 'Die extreme l^rotestant tone of the old play is much modified by Shiikspere. And 
as Prof. Delius notices {Rrw Shaknpn'e Sonciij k Transactions, 1875-C, Part II.), Shakspere only tells certain 
inciilents that the old play acts, as Ealconbridgo ransacking the eburebes, aiTesting Peter of Pomfret bn the 
stage ; John’s meal and poisoning, the death of the monk who poisons him, and Falconbn’dge’s stabbing the 
abbot. Falconbridgo’s soliloquies ar<* ni'W too. On the many variatioiisf from history in King John, see T. P. 
Courtenay’s Commentaries on the Jlistorical Plags of Shakspere, two vols., Colburn, 1840, a book indispensable 
to the student of these plays. The old Trouhlcsonw linigne of 1591 is reprinted in Hazlitt’s Shakspere' s 
Library, Part II., vol. i,. p. 221. See Mr. E. Roe’s paper in Macmillan's Mag., 1878, ott the dramatic skill 
with which Shakspere’ s alteration of the old play was made. 

* Critical Essaj/s, U, Bell and Sons, 1875. The best half-crown book on Shakspere. 
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monk murder John out of revenge for his anti- Papa] patriotism.' But Shaksjiere, un- 
fortunately, set this story aside, thougli there was some warrant for it in HoJinahed, and 
thiis left a serious blot on his drama which it is impossible to remove. TJie character which 
to me stands foremost in John is (joustanee, with that most touching ex]»reHsion of grief for 
the son she had lost. Beside her cry, the tender pleading of Arthur for liis life is heard, and 
both are backed by the rough voice of Falconbridge, who, Englishman-like, depreciates his 
own motives at first, but is lifted by patriotism into a gallant soldier, wliiU; his deep moral 
nature shows itself in his heartfelt indignation at Ai-thur’s sup])osed murder. TIk^ rlietoric of 
the earlier historical plays is kej)t up in Ki)u/ Johiiy and also Shakspere’s powcM* of creating 
situations, which he had .possessed from the first. Of the situation in Act 111., sc. i., Mrs. 
Jameson says in her C/uirnctariHtlcs of Women, ed. 1870, pj). 350, 357: — “And wliat a 
situjition ! One more magnificent was never * placed before the mind’s eye tliaii that* of 
CyQB^tance, when, d(*serted and betrayed, she stands alone in her despair, amid h(*r false 
friends and her ruthless emunies 1 The image of the mother-eagle, wounded and bleeding to 
death, yet stretched over lier young in an attitude of defiance, while all the baser birds 
of prey are clamouring arounchher oyry, gives but a faint ide^a of the moral sublimity of this 
scene. Considorefl merely as a poetical or dramatic picture, th(^ grouping is wonderfidly line : 
on one side, the vulture ambition of that mean-.souled tyrant, Jolni ; on the other, the selfish, 
calculating policy of Philip ; between theui, balancing their ])as8ioiis in his hand, the cold, 
subtle, heartless Legate ; the fiery, reckless Falconbridge ; the prinetdy Louis ; the still 
unconquered spirit of that wrangling Queen, old Elinor ; the bridal loveliness and modesty of 
Blanche the boyish gi’aco and innocence of young Arthur ; and Constance in the midst of 
them, in all the state of her great grief, a grand impersonation of prich? and passion, lielpless 
at once and desperate, form an assemblage of figui’cs, cacli perfect in its kind, and taken all 
together, not surpassed for the variety, force, and splendour of the dramatic and ])icturesque 
effect.” King «/o/m*is in Meres’s list, 1598, and was first pi'inted in the Folio of 1G23. It was 
written probably in 1595. My friend. Dr. Brimsley Nicholson, contends for two dates in it : 
1594, from its storm imagery; 1596, from its fleet passage, alluding, as he thinks, to the 
Cadiz ex])edition of 1596. But in 1595 was Drake and Hawkins’s Darien expedition “ with 
a fleet of men of war” {I'oone's ChronoL Hist., i.) ; besides Raleigh’s second voyage to. 
America. And Shaks])ere was in London in Armada time, 1588, and heard all about the 
fleet th€*i^ His only boy, Hamnet, was buried on August 11, 1596. If the hoy wjis ill 
long, Constajice’s laments over Arthur may have been <lrawn from 8hakspcre’s wife’s over 
her Hamnet. The dramatic time of King John is “ seven days, with intervals, comprising 
in all not more than three or four montlis.” — P. A. Daiiicd. K. Sh. Soc. TrttnA.y 1877-9, p. 263. 

* The Merchaj^t of Venice (? 1596).- We turn from the rain-green level meads of 
France, from our own murky land — and yet a land like Venice is a city, a precious stone set 
in the silver sea — to tlpo sunlit Venice of Italy — 

“ The glorious city of the sea : Ehhing and flowing, and tlie salt sea-wcod 

The sea is in the broad, tlu^ narrow streets Clings to the marble of her palaces.” — Holers. 

We turn to 

“ Padua, where the stars are night by night 
Watched from the top of an old dungeon tower, 

Whence ))lood ran once- -the tower of Ezzelin.” — Rogers, 

And we are greeted here^ too, with a parent’s cry for a lost child ; but whereas in John it 
was the motlfer’s pathetic, passionate grief for Inn* reft boy, the dearest tiling to her on earth, 
in heaven ; iif Th^ Merchant it is the father’s fierce and selfish curse on bis girl, fh*sli of his 
flesh and bone of his bone, and yet far less dear to him than his gold, too, we liavc an 

appeal for a life, a cry for mercy to the condemnd. In Johi it was from Arthur’s bps ; in 
Tlie Merchant it i§ from Portia’s — sweet sources both — and in each case the lifi^ is saved : in 
John by a man’s true heart, in The Merchant by a woman’s re*ady wit. Other Jinks there are 
between the plays. The sadness or melancholy of whicli Arthur speaks in John, Act IV., 
sc. i — 

** I remember, when I wus in France, 

Young gontloinen would bo as sad as night 
Only for wnntonness ” — 

^ ‘‘No, but for his enmity to, and robbeiy’ of the monks. Soo Hazlitt’s Sh. Lihr., Ft. II., vol. i., pp, 

— C. Hargrove. I meant to include these as aiiti-Papal acts. 

Ic 
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is ecliocd in Antonio’s first sj>eech iji tlio very first line of TAe Merchant — 

“In sooth 1 know not why I am so sad ; ’* 

u 

in Salanio’s and Salarino’s echoes of that ; and in Antonio’s — 

“ r hold the world 

A whert» every man must play a part^ 

And mine a sad one ; ” 

wliile Portia's first speoeh, “ By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is aweary of this great 
world/’ and Josshia’s “ 1 am m^ver meriy when I hoar sweet music,” repeat the same thought. 
Gratiano may be compared with Falcon bridge ; Blanche, having to choose between her uncle 
and her bridegroom, with Portia having to choose between her husband’s honour and her 
bridal joys ; the loss of John’s forces in tin* Wash, to that of Antonio’s ships on the Goodwin 
Sands, ifec. But that the play is a splendid advance on John^ no reader will question. We 
have here no want of climax, no loose thread of dramatic action, as in John, The three plots 
of Antonio and Shy lock, Portia and Bassanio, Jessica and Lorqnzo, are interwoven and workt 
through with consummate skill. 

As wo saw in Midmunmer-Night^ii Dream a great outburst of fancy, in Eomeo and Juliet 
a great outburst of passion, in Richard 11. of patriotism and rhetoric, combincHl in John with 
pathos, in Richard IIJ. a great outburst of intensity, so here we see, not one feeling domina- 
ting all the rest, but a symphony of grace and fierceness, mercy an<l vengeance, friendsliip and 
love and fiend-like hate, of wit and humour too, all harmonised by the (piiet strains of 
Heaven’s own choir of stars, ’flie play is a picture, glowing with the hues of the Italian sky 
and sea, and the gemmed palaces which reflect their glory ; a creation beautiful as the visions of 
Venice that Turner painted, yet firm as earth, solid as flesh, pulsing with life, like blood. If we 
turn back to The Two (yentlemeu of Veromx^ the first play in which Shaknj^ere dealt with this 
passionate, scheming, Italian nature, we shall see how he lias advanced.' If we turn forward 
to the great Venetian play of his Third Period, Othelloy we shall see to what greater height, to 
what lower deep, he had to pass. The Merchant of Venice is the first full Shakspere. The 
only blemish on the play — the seemingly tedious casket-scenes — become almost its brightest 
gems, when an actress of genius like Miss Ellen Terry puts into them the wonderful by-play 
that she did at the Prince of W^ales’s Theatre in the summer of 1875. The hero of the piece 
is undoubtedly Shylock. The first entry of the play in the Stationers’ Registers W the Mer- 
chant of Venice, otherwise called the Jew of Venice. And beside the gracious figure of Portia, 
that of the cursing Shylock ever stands. But as Antonio’s friendship is the occasion for the • 
display of Shylock’s character, and triumphs over his hate, the play is justifiably called Tfie 
Merchant of Venice. The Jews were banisht from England in 1290\ and Holinshed relates 
how the captain who took away the richest of them, drowned them all in tlie .Thames, and he 
implies that this act was approved by many Englishmen even in Elimbeth’s time. Shylock’s 
tribal hatred of Antonio and the Christians was surely wholly justified, and so was his 
individual hatred to a gi'cat extent. A cur when kickt will bite when he sees a chance. It 
is only the hate that springs from avarice in Shylock that we can condemn. That his whole 
hate was intense, we may judge by his risking 3,000 ducats, dearer to him than hia 
daughter’s life^, to gratify it. The hereditary self-restraint in the man, and his hypocrisy, ‘‘0, 
father Abraham, what these Christians are” (I. iii. 150), &c., are noticeable — the latter point 
matches Richard the Third’s ‘‘ I thank my Gofl for my humility.” His appeal to justic^^ 
Hath not a Jew eyes,” (kc., is unanswerable, and is not yet admitted in many ^ land calling 
itself civilised. For how short a time, alas, have we admitted it ! That wonderful sceno 
with Tubal in Act HI., sc. i., Shylock’s gloating over his revenge, his subdtiing his avarice to 
it, his self-possession in defeat, are all work of the first order. But at last comes, “ I am not 

^ Shakspero may well have known, and must have known of, the Portuguese Jfew physician Lopez, 
who, with other Portuguese, was hung and qiiartord while alivo on 7th June, 1594, for conspiring to 
poison Quoon Elizabeth Ammitt, pp. 1274, 1278, ed. 1G05). Ijopez was hoforo in LeicesterS house* 

hold, and James Burbage, the father, was one of Leicestfjr’s players. Lopez’s chief rival was the Pretender, 
Bon Antonio. Lopez was brought into other plays. See Mr. S. L. Leo’s paper in Gent.'a Mag., Jan., 1880. 
Mr. lice has since found at the flocord Office the record of the beginning of a trial of another Jew in 
England about this time. 

^ I do not forgot the redeeming, “The patch is kind enough,” and “ I had it of Leah when I wa^ ^ 
bachelor” (III. i. 118). Shylock could care for love, as well as revenge, hoforo money ; but it wasn’t lovii 
for his girl. ; • ’ 
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well,” and one wishes he had Imni spared the spiteful puriisliment of bring made a Christian. 
His was a strong nature, capable of good ; 't is the fallen angel who niak(‘s the worst devil ; 
bulf devil or not, Shy lock carries our sympathies with him.‘ 

As to Portia, we shall all agree with Jessica, “TJie poor rude world liatli not her fellow.’^ 
With many lovers of 8haks|)ere, Portia is still the dearest charactiT, — hei n.unesake, Brutus’s 
wife, Voliiinnia, Imogen, Hermione, notwithstanding. As Mrs. Fanny K( inbb' says in the 
AiUi'tUic Monthly^ June, 1870, p. 713, “Shaksi)eros Portia, then, as now, my ideal of a 
perfect woman.” 

Portia is one of those characters tliat, like Bosalind in Yon Like It, Shaksjxne shows 
ns first in gloom and l ien brings into the sunshine of love. She is sad at tirst, and no 
wonder. The lottery of her destiny Imr-s her the right of voluntary choosing. Slie is but tho 
sport of •that great allotter of fate. Chance, which Shakspere has made such a leading (dement 
in ‘’chis play.*'* But chance is kind to her, and gives her tlie man she loves. We see her 
endow’d, like the lady of Chaucer’s Pity,” with grace, good birth, and stately courtesy, but 
not with the earlier lady’s cruel heart. Wit and humour she has, keen judgimuit too. 
Nothing can bo h^y^picr tlian 1/hr judgment of her lovers, and her desc’ription of herself, when 
drest as a young fop ; botli to be com])ared with tlulia’s in The Two (JenUeomi. How pretty, 
too, is her “ Yes, yes,” the prelude (jf her love forBassanio; her charming hesitation, “It 
isn’t love and yet it is ; you ’re half my heart ; ” her fpiiver when Bassanio is choosing ; that 
most beautiful and gi-acious giving of herself to her husband ; lier unselfisliness in letting lier 
lover-husband leave lier so soon to save his friend : sh(i rightly loves his honour more than 
«he loves him. Note, too, the generous wisdom of her judgment of Antonio’s cliaracter from 
Bassanip’s ; her (luick insight and wit on th(i call for action ; her self-reliance — she risks 
her all and makes a joke of it ; — her admirable handling of her case in court ; the reseive 
of her power of deciding the case until slje has first tri(xl to raise Shylock to the nobleness 
«he would have liim reach. 8co how the essence of all tJio virtues of woman is in her 
«|:)eech for mercy, which will echo to all time, and wliich we may compare with that of Queen 
Philippa in Edward flL, with that of Isabella in Measure fiyr Measure, See, too, how 
through the whole of the trial scene she keeps up her ha))py, roguish humour, chafiing her 
husband about giving her up, and insisting on his ring. (The later ring-scene is wonderfully 
effective on the stage, with Portia and Nerissa stalking about in a j)retty little tantrum, 
whisking their long trains round, flapping their fans, and raising a regular mock storm. 
Another delightful traditional touch, too, Miss Terry put into her reprc.sentation of the part : 
.as Bassanio, after the trial, walkt to the front of the stage, the black-capt Doctor Portia 
put her pret^ hands to her lips, behind him, and blew him a wifely kiss.) No one can 
praise Portia highly. She is tlie happy mean between the brilliant, saucy Beatrice, 
and the quiet, devotbd Viola. Jessica, “the most beautifid pagan, most sweet Jew,” is more 
romantic and im’pulsive. Love is her ruling passion, as grc^ecl is her father’s. In a ceiliain 
sense she reproduces Juliet. 8hc would give up herself, lier all, for love. She leads Lorenzo, 
and plans their elopement, just as Portia leads Bassanio. Jessica knows the value of money 
in one way, but she sacrifices it to a whim. The lyrical beauty of the night scene with 
Lorenzo, a cei'tain touch of Easternness in her charactei’, her sadness at music, show depths of 
nature which speak a happy future for the pair. Antonio is to me the Shakspere of the 
Sonnets, The beautiful unselfishness of his message to Bassanio — 

o 

# « 

**All debts are cleared be#\vcen you and I if I might but sec* you at my death. Notwithstanding, use 
yottr pleasure ; ff your love do not persuade you to come, let not my letter ** — 

• 

oan only be matcht by Shakspere’s own feeling for his Will in Sonnets 87, 93, with which 
are to be Set 71-74, 97, 99. We have no hesitation in accepting Bassanio’s character 
of him — • • 

** The. dearest friend to me, tho kindest man, I Tlie ancient Koman honour more appears, 

The best condition’d and unwearied spirit Than any that dmws breath in Italy.” 

In doing courtesies ; and one, in whom | 

;* Miss J. Lee pleads that he was a near relation of Marlowe’s Barabas ; “ the more I think of the two 
riays the more I believe that hero is another debt owed by Shakspere to Marlowe. In Acts I., II., V. of 

Jiw of Malta, Barabas is a grand old follow.” 

My friend Mr. James Pierce, of Bedford’s view. 
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Bas.sciuio is a bit of an adventurer, yot he is noble.’ One must not find feult with the 
man wliom Antonio and Portia loveil. Still lie is not worthy of Portia, though one 
does not blame him so mu(di for being willing to give up Portia for his friend, as we 
(lid Valentine for his weak oiler to surrender Sylvia to Proteus on his jirofession of 
repentance. Bassanio ftdt that Portia hei-self commended him for being willing to sacrifice 
his all, his life, even her, lor the friend who had forfeited his life for him. Gratiano,, 
with his head in his hat, saying “Amen’’ and behaving properly, is great fun all through. 
He is the Gyril of 'riumy son’s : and in the trial and ring scenes we enjoy hia 

jeers, and his getting out of hi.s sci-apes with that lawyer’s scrubby bciy. Lauiicclot Gobbo, 
as Launce in 77/« Tmo (>entlenini, has a discussion with himself, after the manner of 
Davus in Terence’s Attdrin^ Act i., sc. iii. And thougli we have no dog here, yet we 
do^iiave the inimi table (hinining of Jessica, the foreruiiiier of Touchstone’s of Coidn 
Tow, Hit ii.). The fun of Launcelot and his father interrupting one another while asking 
Bas.sanio for liis ijJ.km*, is rejiroduced w ith jwlded power in Doglieny and Verges in Much 
Ado, Shakspero kt‘(‘.ps up in The McrclunU his satire of his contemporaries that we saw iu 
his first Ldcp'a Libuf rtt Lost, His cuts at the Englishman’s •'dress are worthy of Andi’ew 
Boorde, whose woodcut of an Kngli.shmau with a ])iece of cloth in one' hand and a pair 
of shears iu the othtir, standing luiked, and musing in his mind what raiment he should wear, 
p. 116 of my edition, Shakspere may have seen, as he had no doubt read Harrison’s 
declaration — “ Except it were a dog iu a doublet, you shall not see aide so disguised as are 
my countrie men of England,” ji. 168 of my edition, N. Sh, Soc, The want of education, too^ 
in our nobles was a commonplace of the time, see the Forewords to my Bahees* Book ; while 
Portia’s sketch of the young fop and lady-killer might have been verified in the walks 
in St. Paul’s any day in the week, and the “ how every fool can play upon the word ” too. 
Women’s sham hair is forcibly condemned in Act III., sc. ii., as often before and after 
in Shakspere ; wlule we have the English coin, the angel, in Act II., sc. vii. ; the Goodwin 
Sands iu Act ITT., sc. i. ; the jury of twelve men in Act IV., sc. i. ; the ring’s ]) 0 sy like the 
cutler’s poetry on a knife in Act V., sc. i. The time of the action of the play I have 
noticed before, ]). xxiv. Notwith.standiug the three-months’ bond, and the gaoler en- 
gaged a fortnight beforehand, the action of the play is hurried into some eight days. 
When once he’d started, Shakspere couldn’t wait three months, ’twas not his nature to, in a 
play like this. I gi-oup together John and The Merchant as “ Life-Plea Plays.” , • 

The Merchant was enterd twice in the Stationers’ Registers : first in l/)98 : “ xxij® Julij. 
Jame.s Robertes. Eiitred for his copio vnder the liandes of botlie the wardens, a booke of 
The Marcluamt of Venijce, or otherwise called the Jewe of Venyce. Prouided that yt bee 
not pryiited by the said James Robertes or anye other whatsoeuer without lyceiice first had 
from tlie Riglit honorable the lord (Jhamberlen . . . vj**” (Arber’s Tramcrlyt^ iii. 122). 
Second, in 1600: “ 28 octobris. Thomas haies. Entred for his copie under the handes of 
the Wardens, and by Consent of mruster Robertes. A booke called thJ, hooke of the merchant 
of Venyce , . . yj** ” {Transcript, iii. 17o). The play was not publish t till IGOO, wheut 
James Roberts printed it in quai*to for himself (Q. 1), and also (Q. 2) for Thomas Heyes. 
The text iu the first Folio, 162J, wtis piinted from the second Quai*to. That there was an 
old play on the bond story we judge from a passage in Gosson’s School of Abuee^, 1579, pp. 
29-30, Old Shakespeare Society, 1841 : — 

“ And as some of the players are faire from abuse, so some of their playes are without 
rebuke, w’hich are easily remembered, as quickly reckoned. . . * Jew, and Ptolom^; 

showne at the Bull ; the one representlny the yreedinesse of worldly chusera^ and bloody 
minJes of nsmers ; the other (ikc.) . . . neither with amorous gesture Wounding the 
eye, nor with slovenly talke hurting tlie eares of the chast hearers. . . . These 
playes are good playes and sweete playes, and of all playes the best playes, and most to 
be liked.” » • 

^ And, like Fenton in The Merry Wives, he smells April and May, “ A day In April never came so- 
sweet,” kc., II. ix. 91. (Portia implies Shuksporo’s rise into tho society of such English ladies as he'd not 
known in earlier life.) 

“ The S[c]hoole of Abuse, Conteining a pleasaunt inuectivo against Poets, Pipers, Plaicrs, Jesters, and 
such like Catcrpillers of a Coinmonwelth ; Setting vp the Flagge of Defiaunce to their mischiertious exercise, 
and overthrowing their Bulwarkes, by IVophane Writers, Naturall rcfison, and common experience. A dis- 
course as pleasaunt for Gentlemen that fauour learning, as profitable for all that wyll follow vertuo. By 
Stephan Gosson, Stud. Oxon. . . . Printed at London, by Thomas Woodcocke. 1579.” 
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The new play of the Vcnecyon comodey,” acted the “ 125 oi‘ ai>;uste 1594 (Henalowe’s 
Diari/, p. 40), cannot have been Shakspel’e^s Merriiant. 

• The earliest Englishing of the bond story is in the tran.slatioii of the* Cursor Mundi of 
the end of the thirteenth century, publisht last year by the Kai ly English Text 8oc. (See 
Miss Toulmin Smith’s Paper in Sh. aVoc.a* Trans., liSTo- b, Pt. 1.) Jhit that has no 
iady in it, tlio’ it has a Jew. The next English version is in the tvanslution (ab. 1440 
A.D.) of the Gesta Fotnnnoruni (the Latin version of ab. 1590, not tin? orig inal bef. 15G2), in 
Harl. MS. 7335, pinnted by the Poxburghe Club in 183<S, ed. Sir E. Maddcm. But this 
has no Jew, though it has a lady. Nor is there any lady in the 95th Declaination of 
T/ie Orator of Alex. Svicayn, englisht by L. P. [Lazarus Piot, that is, Anthony Munday], 
and publisht in 1596 : only the arguments of a Jew and a Christian Merchant, and the 
decision of the Judge, are there given. But in the Italian story in the IWonme of Ser 
Oityvanni Fiorentino, written 1378, but not printed at Milan till 1558, wo have not only 
both Jew and Lady (of Belmont too)- she is the hero Giannetto’s wife, and acts as jinlge 
in the case— but also the ring incident, and the Lady’s maid being married to Ansaldo, 
the Antonio of iS^iakspere’s pTay. I have no doubt that a report of this Italian story by 
^ some Italy- visiting or Italian-knowing friend of 8haksj)ere’s, was the foundation of his 
play. And as he could not send hi.s hero to bed three tim(‘S with the heroint*, before ho 
won her by pouring down his bosom on the third night — on the hint of her maid- the drugd 
wine with which lie had been .sent to sleep on the first two occasions, and had lost his 
fine .ships with their freights, 8hakspere took from the })aiiially englisht Gesta Bfmmiumnn 
of his tbay*, — Bichard Bobimson’s ^'Record of Aiicyent Iflstoryes intituled in Latin Gesta 
Romanornmf 1577, — the story of the Three Caskets**, as a less objectionable way of making 
liis lover and sweetheart one. 

The Taming of the Shrew. — We change from Portia, the graceful, wise, and witty, 
perfect woman, we change from the tender friend.shij) of men, to Kate the curst, who is hell ; 
to Petruchio’s coarse, rough ways. At lirst there .seems hardly a. link between the two 
jdays ; yet there ’s a .self-.surrender of a woman in each ; but how did'erent its cause ! Theie ’s 
the adventurer’s spirit in both Bassanio and Peti’uchio, though with the contrast of the 
feeling, hardly to be called friendshi]>, of Hortensio to Petruchio, with the devoted love of 
Antonid to Bassanio. There are rival wooers to Bianca as for Portia, and the scene is still 
Italy, though this is due to the. adapter of the old jilay of A Shretc, who changed it from 
Athens. It is dillicult to feel (certain about the position of the play, for its links with The 
Comedy of flrrors seem strong. First : Kate is like the shrew Adriana, shrewish from 
neglect. Her •.sister Bianca is .somewhat like Adriana’s .sister Luciana. Second: Kate’s 
wife’s-subjection doctrine isju.st lik(». that of Luciana in the Errors, Act II., .sc. i. Third: 
The threatened death of the Pedant on coming to Venice, Act IV., sc. ii., is like the death 
decreed to the Syracu.san coming to Ephesus in the Errors, Act I., .sc. i. Fourth : The 
farcical beating of Grumio, ttc., is like that of the Dromio.s ) and Grumio’s “ Knock me,” Szo., 
is like Dromio’s. But .still with the Hhrew-links that I have already named, and the further 
ones with Henry IV. of Hotspur’s .scene with his wife Kate, and the way he avoids and 
overrides her (piestions, being so like Petruchio’s way with his Kate at their first meeting 
. ^compare both with the later beautiful .scene of Brutus tiusting his Portia in Julias Co'sar), 
,,^of»the shrew Kate’s^ spirit in both Hotspur hinuself and his wife, the likeness of Prince 
Henry’s madcap humo\jr.s to Petruchio’s — though both men have them.selves entiiely in 
liand, and have a purpose through all their acting — and lastly, the kin.ship of Grumio’s 
wit and humouij with those of Falstalf, make me believe, for the pre.sent at le.ist, that 
The Shrew is rightly placed between The Merchant and Henry IV., Part I. TJiis place 
is confirmed by the rymo test, though the stopt-line te.st makes 8Iiaks})eie’.s part of tlnj 
play his earliest jvork. The old play on which The Shrew is founded, tin* Taminy oj a Shrew, 

^ It was “perused, corrected and bettered,” no doubt from ArVvnkvn de AVordc's fdition (unique copy 
in St. John’s Coll. Camb. libraiy), or John Kyngti’s 1557 (copy ‘in the Hodleiaii). None of those three 
editions contain the bond story. This was first told by John of Haute Soillo in his (olloction of Latin stories 
<}alled Do/ojtfrtMw or the King and the Sov’en Sagos, written about 1179-1212, and turned into French by 
Herbert in 1223. The story is told by the fourth ^ge. 

® See it printed from Sir F, Madden’s edition in ITazlitt’s Shahsjvre Library, Part I., vol. i., 

. p. 361. The Pecorone and Silvayn stories are printed there too, pj). 319, 355, with two old ballads Of „ 
the pound-of.flesh story, “The Northern Lord^' (p. 367) and Gernutu.s a Jew (p. 376), which I do not 
‘ auppose are so old as 1596. v 
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WHS }>niitod in 1.594J It was re-written, but not, as in the case of John^ entirely by 

Shakspere. An atlaj)ter, who ustni at least ten bits of Marlowe in it, first recast the old play^ 
and then Shakspere put into th(' recast the scenes in which Katherine, Pcitruchio, and Gruwaio 
appear. W<‘ have thus, as in Ilaurt/ IV., Parts Tl. and 111., three hands in the completed 
play : see iny division of theii* wt5rk in the tShakfippra SorAfitt/s Traitaactwis, 1874,, 
p. 106^ (102-114). The subject of the play is to us a repulsive one, but the three workers at 
it have made a capital ooinic ])i(‘ce out of it. It is the only })lay with an Induction ; and 

Sly is carelessly left on the stage*, and not tiiken ofl‘ it, as in the old play. The doable plot 

of the winning of the two sisttu-s is adinimbly workt, and thc^ stage situations are first-rate. 
We mast recollect tlu^ position of women in ejirly times in England. We start in the eighth 
century — 

. “ A king shall with bargain buy a queen. ... A dains.d it beseems to be at her board (table). 

. . . A i-ambling woman scatters w’ords. fc^he is often charged with faults, a man thinks of he 2 fa 9 >^ith 

contempt, oft smites h(’r elieek .” — Exrter Jfookj pp. 338, 367. 

Every reader of C^haucer remembers the Merchant's wife, ‘‘ the woi*ste that may be,'^ 
who’d overmatch tla^ devil if he were coupled to her; the Jiost’s cruel ,wafe, too; and the 
Jioke of Mfiyd JUmlyiCs opinion of wives — 

“ For of thoyr projicrte, 

Shrewes all they be,. 

And styll can they prate.” 

Hey wood’s Foitr P.^s shows the woman whose temper even the devils in hell couldn^t 
stand, so they sent her back to the earth. 

Before 1575 (it is mentioned by Laneham) is “A Merry Gqste of a Shrewd and Curst 
Wife lapped in Morrclles Skin,’’ a popular poem, in which a man with a shrewish wife,, 
thrashes her till she bleeds, and then wraps her in the salted hide of his old horse Morrell. 
So the subject of taming shrews was a familiar one to the Elizabethan mind, and no one then 
would have been offended by Petrucliio’s likening of the training of a wife to that of a falcon 
in Act IV., sc. i. We must look on Pctriichio as a man wanting a hunting mare now, a- 
goer, never mind her temper. He looks at her in the stable : she kicks and bites ; he quietly 
rakes her straw and hay out ; lets her stand all night ; gallops h(*r next day till she can’t 
stjintl ; tames her, and is then in the first flight ever after. Accept this view, and t'h<?n look 
jit the play. Kate is a spoilt child, strong-willed, spoilt by her father’s weakness '^and her 
sister’s gentleness. She lias a genuine gjievance, that she, the sti’ong, the mistress-mind, 
not to have a husband, while her weak sister is to have one. As she says, Act II., sc. i. — • 

“ xShe is your treasure, she must have a husband ; 

I must danwj barefoot on her wedding-day, 

And, for your lovo to her, lead apes in hell.” 

Kate*, like all reasonable girls, wants to got jnarried, and though she is not the coocy, turtle- 
dovey girl that her sister is, wlio so attracts men, slie knows she has that in her which ist 
worthy of a man. She is soured by neglect, and she bullies her sister from envy ; old 
Gremio calls her a devil, and hell. Petrucdiio comes. She sees he means business, though 
she snaps at him. She sees that he admires her beauty ; she is flatterd, and minds hia 
opinion when she walks to show him she doesn’t limp. Slie must admire him as the firet 
man who stands up to her and overrules her. She is bewildei'd by his coolness a-nd 
assurance too. She had forfeited by her childish bad temper a woman’s right to chivalrous, 
courtesy, and she foeis that she has no right to complain of her lover’s roughness. As a 
woman, too, she likes the proinise of finery, and she makes uj) her mind to many him. Nay> 
she actually cries when he comes too late. She who has scofft at eveiy one cannot bear th€» 
thought that — 

Now must the world point at poor Katherine, 

And say, TiO, there is mad Petruchio's wife. 

If it would please him come and marry her.” 

» Reprinted in Hazlitt’s Shnkspera's Libr.^ Pt. II., vol. ii., p. 485, with, for the story of the Induetumf, 
The Wakitiif Man's Dream, from an old ste)ry-hook, and a tale of Philip, Duke of Burgundy, I. iv. 47, from 
Goulart’s Admirable and Memorable Histories, 1607, in Hazlvtt, Pt. I., vol. iv., p. 403 ; and also The Shrewd 
and Curst Wife Lapped in Morels Skin, p. 415, an old tale of the cure of a shrew. The student mwt read A 
Shrew and The Shrew carefully together, as he must The Troubleaotne liaigne and King John. 

2 Shakspere wrote the Induction, II. i. 168-326 (? touching 115-167) ; III. ii. 1-126, 161, 240 ; IV. U , 
(and ii., Dyce) ; IV. iii., v. (iv., vi., Byce), and V. il 1-180, with occasional touches elsewhere. 
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To avoid this, Petruohio in any clothes is welcome ; ami she takes liim at once, notwithstand- 
ing his outrageous and slovenly dress. She trembles and shakes at his liitting the priest (if he kl 
d# that to God^s representative, what wouldn’t he do to her '/). Having got him, she is to be 
baulkt of the wedding-feast (cruellest of all blows to a bride). IJiuloi* the influence of the 
wedding she is tender at first. “ Let me entreat you now ; if you love mo, stay ” (Act IIL, 
sc. ii.). And we almost wish that Petruchio had taken advantage of tliis tenderness and 
tried taming by love. But then we should have lost the best scenes of the play. However, 
her entreaties are rejected, and she stands up really for the first time ft)r lier ri‘dit.s. Now or 
never : it is her best time, with all lier fiieiuls around her. Now or nevei- .she will struggle 
for what women most .esire, rule over their husbands.^ And the result is 7iot now. rctnichio’s 
drawmg his sword and hustling her away with the further taming on the journey and on 
reachmg home, are niost admirably handled, while the first signs of weakness, tlui bunibring 
of^her^lf to Griimio, the fresh fight again over her clothes (if a woman mayn’t choose her 
clothes, what on earth may she do'/), bring the conviction to her that resistance will not pay. 
The dispute over the sun and moon she evidently treats as fun, and enters into the joke. 
She has given in once for alf, has learnt her lesson. She is coiivinctHl of her past folly, and 
goes through witfi her task as far on the good side as on the bad before. Why rebel and be 
tamed again'/ No sense in that. “ Pejtce it bodes and ((uict life,” &,c. ‘she is a new 
daughter to Baptista. It is the best result for her time, though Tennyson shows us a better 
for our Victorian era in his Prhvcess. 

Petruchio is like ‘Falconbridge in making himself out worse than lie really is. • Though 
he declares his object is only to wive wealthily, and Grumio says he ’d maiTy anv foul old liag 
with money, yet this is plain exaggeration. He ’s one of those men who like a bit of devil in 
the girl they marry and the mare they ride. “ None of your namby-pamby ones for me.” He 
knows he can tame her : if she is sharp-temperd, he is sharper. It \s a word and a blow with 
him, as Grumio has experienced. When he hears of Kate, he won’t sleej) till he sees her ; 
when she comes, he takes the lead and keeps it. He means to liave it aiui her. He ridicules 
her in such a pleasant, madcap fashion, that one can’t help liking him. He understands 
women, and flatters her. Note the limping toucli. He praises her beauty ; jiromises her 
finely ; keep.s her waiting ; makes her put up with his dress, and tremble at chnroli ; outs 
with his sword and makes Jier go with him ; declares his wife ’s his chattel ; leaves her horse 
on her^tsdien she tails during the journey, and makes her beg for Grumio; he’ll give no 
choleric food to choleric folk ; in fact he “kills her in her own humour;” tames her by pre- 
tended love ; starves her till she thanks him for meat he ’s dresst ; and then wlieii Jier food 
has made hei* saucy, ami she rebels again about her dross (which was indeed enough to make 
the most ang^ilic woman’s temper rise), he beats her in the old way by pretending to 
sympathise with hf!r. Then lu? sto])S her going home, because she won’t say two is scwiai. 
When she give% jn, he no doubt tries her too hardly, but then she has tried liim before, and 
the result is that they’two alone are married, while the other two, Hortensio and Lucentio, 
.are only “sped.” (“Let us hope though,” says Mi.s.s Constance O’Brien, “that Petruchio 
gave up choosing Kate’s dresses aiuLcaps.”) If Petruchio is not a (/enthnnan, and Kate not 
a lady, their day differed from ours ; they were a hap])y couple, w(5 may be sure. Kate 
would obey him with a will, for her husband had fairly beaten her at her own game, and 
ivon her respect. 

^ When 1 saw the^play at the Haymarkct, over thirty years ago, old Keehy was Grumio, 
and was certainly the lei^ling chariicter of the play ; Mr.s. Nesbitt (Lady Booth by) was Ka te. 
Th^ farce aiM rich humour of the character, the delightful exaggeration of .sliding down his 
b^y, after a rui^ down his head and neck, the dry humour of his account of tlui accident, 
his scene ''vith the tailor (enlarged from the old play), his entering hito the hunioui* of his 
master s taming^ Kate, make Grumio the finest cliariicter in coinetly that we iiavc* yet had 
n'om Shakspere’So.hand. We must pjiss over •Bianca — the sweet and gentle, whose breath 
perfumed the air, who yet had a will of her own, and that ever-Italian love of intrigue — only 
notmg, ^ in private duty bound, that litemture and language boat music, and win the girl, 
in Baptista we note his weakness, his being an old Italian fox, yet taken in for all his clever- 
liess ; his base willingness to sell his daughter for money. Lucentio lovtvs at first sight, like 


ChaiKer s BaWs Tale; and the marriaf^e of Sir Guwaino, in the Percy Ballads^, 112); 

fhe Wyll of the Deuyll, “ Item, I geue to all women souercygntoc, which they most 
ypmpfQ, ^Jyl of Bravnfwd (the old spelling of Brentford), F. J. F., Ballad Society. 
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Komeo does J iiliet, and he cuts out the two older lovers and wins. Though Hortensio finds 
Petnichio to marry Kate, he y(Jt loses Bianca. He is a .straight-forward fellow about love, 
and cannot stand her flirting. In tlie Induction, we notice Sly with his humour, standkig 
between Bottom and Gruuiio, and with his Warwickshire allusions of Burton Heath and the 
fat ale-wife of Wincot, while the lord i-eproduces Shakspere’s love of hounds which we saw 
in Theseus in the Midmniiiir.r-Niyht^ii Dream, Stories like that of the Induction are those 
of the Sleeper awakened in The Arabimi Nhjhts^ 'The Waking MavU Dream (see note 1, p. 
xlvi), told of Philip tlie good Duke of Burgundy, and another told of Charles V., in Sir Ed. 
Barckley’s Discourse, on the Felidtie of Man, 1598. The hints for the intrigue of Lucentio 
come from Ario.sTo’s Sftppositi, through George Gascoigne’s englishing of it, the Supposes^ 
at Gray’s Inn in I5<id, and containing the names of Petnichio and Licio. The comical 
sham translation of the Latin lesson may have lieen suggested by a like bit in The 3 LordA 
arid 3 Ladies of Londo)i, a.d. 1588, jir. 1590 (Hazlitt’s Dodshy, vi. 500), “ D, singulamter 
noininatiro, wise Lord Ph^jisure ; yenitico, bind him to the post; dativo, give me my torch ; 
CLccvmtivOy for I say he ’s a cosener ; vocatwo, G, give me room to nin at him ; ablativoy take 
and blind me.” The Shreu) was first printed in the Folio of 1023, A Shrew^ in 1594. The 
dniiuatic time of the [)lay is five or six days, with three intervals ; the entire period cannot 
exceed a fortnight. ”--P. A. Daniel, N. Sh. Foe. Tracis., 1877-9, p. 169. 

The First Part of Henry IV. ^ — In Henry /T., we return to our own England — 

“ This hlosscd plot, this earth, this realm, this England, 

This nurse, this teeming woinh of royal kings 

Feard by their breed and famous for their biith.'’ — Richard II., Act II., sc. i. 

We come from the grace and beauty and wit of Portia, the cursc^s Jtnd baffled vengeance of 
Shylock, the tender friendship of Antonio and Bassanip, and the rivalry of tlie courters 
of the sweet Bianca, the taming of Katherine the curst, to the headstrong valour of Hotspui*, 
the wonderful wit of Falstaff, the vanquisht rebels who wound England with them horses’ 
hoofs, the noble rivalry of Henry Percy and Henry, Prince of Wales — 

“ Hotspur. O, ’would the quarrel lay upon onr heads ; 

And that no man might draw short breath to*day, 

But I and Harry Monmouth ” — 

J o 

and the sight of how ever did rebellion find rebuke” {Henry /F., Part 1., Act V., sc, v.). 
Love gives place to w*ar ; kingdoms arc striven for, not fair girls’ hands ; rebels, not shrews, ' 
are tamed. Let us look for a moment at the change from Shakspere’s early historical plays. 
It is one from s])ring to summer. Like Chaucer, he has been, as it were, to Dante’s land, to 
Petrarcli’s, Boccaccio’s home, and when he touches his native soil again he springs from 
youth to manhood, from his First Period to his Second, from the cramp of ryme, the 
faint chariicterisation of Richard //,, to the freedom, the reckless ease, the full creative 
power of Herrry JV. Granting that the rhetoric of the earlier play does still appear in 
Vernon’s speech, ifec., yet all its faint and shadov'^y .secondary figures have vanisht. 
Through every scene of Henry IV,, Part I., beats the full, strong pulse of vigoi’ous man- 
hood and life. The wliole play is instinct with ‘‘ go,” every character lives ; and what 
magnificent ci’cations they are 1 Falstafi*, Hotspur, Glefidower, Heniy and his son, Dougla^ 
Poins, Lady Percy, Mrs. Quickly — who docs not know them as old friends'? In comip 
power ShaksjKjre culminates in Falstaff ; in characterisation the play is never e;jccelld. But, 
for particulars. We saw Henry the Fourth before as Boliugbroke in Richard IL ; his 
stirring impeachnicnt of Mowbray, his unjust banishment by Richard the Second for 
six long years to wander from the jewels that he loved, Act II., sc. iii. ; his courtship of the 

c 

' Enterd at Stationers’ TIall, February 25, 1597. Probably written in 1596-7. Henry IV, is in 
Mercs’s list, 1598. Was first printi’d in 1598 (Q. 1), and reprinted in 1599 (Q. 2 from Q. 1), in 1604 
{Q. 3 from Q. 2), in 1608 (Q. 4 from Q. 3), in 1613 (Q. 5 from Q. 4). The Folio Text was printed 
from the 5th Quarto, 1613. The play ranges from the battle of Holmedon (or Ilalidown Hill) Sep- 
tember 14, 1402, to the battle of Shrewsbuiy, July 21, 1403. Shakspero may have got hints for Falstaff 
and Poins from Nod and Sir John Oldcastle in “The famous Victories of Henry the Fifth,” 1598, 
licenst 1594. Hazliti, Pt. II. , i. 323. Falstaff was first calld 01dca.stlo. See Griggs’s Fac-similes of the 
First Quartos of 1 4* 2 Henry /F., with Forewords by H. A. FiVans. Os. each, 1881. 

^ The third time. Richard HI. and the revised Henry VI. and John stand between Ricfm^ JI, 
and Henry 17^ ^ • 
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•oommon people ; his coming hack to claim his own irihtnitjinc(5 ; his swoot, soft speech, 
got from his gi-acious mother whom Chaucer lovotl ; his promise to young Hotspur ; his pro- 
fesgfons to Kichard the Second ; his ticking the crown notwithstjuuliiig prophecies and 
warnings of evil ; his hint to Exton to murder Richard, and his vow to inako a voyage to the 
Holy Land. We are now to see how, as king, he ke])t his vow and fultillcd Ids promises, how 
Carlisle’s and Richard’s prophecies were accomplisht, and how the charact(M- of liis unthrifty 
«on, in whom he saw some sparkles of a better hope, dev(dof)t. In his time the right 
■doctrine of elective kingship Avas not accepted by the English. Nor w^as it so in Shakspere’s 
time. The })Ower of the barons was too groat ; and the turbuh'iice iuK;(‘ssarily following f]*om 
it we have already seen m Rickard I Henry IV., and John. But now a strong king is on 
the throne. What Henry has won, he’ll keep, let who will say nay. We have no fine 
sentiments followed by nothingness, as with Richard ll. ; no pious weak moralising, as wifli 
llemy VI. ; no (^ailing in of Pope as with John : but instead, the word and blow, troops out, 
and march. Still his mother’s nature ’s in him ; he wills not that war’s 

^ “ Criinson t«‘ui|)rst should hodronrli 

Tho fresh grec'u lap of fair [King ITeiiry's] land.” 

He offers peace even to the arch-relxd Worcester, his bitterest foe. It is rf»fuscd ; and tlnui, 
liaving dodl his easy robes of peace and crusht his old limbs in ungentle sterd, he 
orrlers only Worcester and V’^eriion to their death: “other offenders we will pause upon.” 
His real chai*acter, hi.s a.stuteness ami foresight, are shown in his talk with his son Hlarry, 
when he •contrasts himself with Richard the Second. No wonder such a man, looking 
forward to his death, grievd to see what his heir was, and envi<id Noi thumberland his Hot- 
spur. Was all that he’d staked life and soul for, the England that he ’d loved and left, that 
he ’d re-won with his own goofl sword, to be handed over to a pot-liou.se catl 'I Was all the 
Derby, Lancaster line, the John of Gaunt, Third EdAvard’s^ blood, to grovel in di’unken mire 
<and filth 1 The king’s, the father’s heart Avas toucht. We feed with him in his reju'oaches to 
his son, and in his l)urst of joy “ a hundred thousand rebels dh^ in this,” when Henry vows- 
to redeem all this on Percy’s head.” Prince Ifal, afterwards Henry the Fifth, is Shak- 
fipere’s hero in Englisli liistoiy. Ho takes not C<j.‘ur-dc-lion, Edward 1. or III., or tho Black 
Prince of Wales, but Henry of Agincoui't. See how lie draws him by his enemy Veimon’s 
- mouth, modestly he makt^s him challenge Hots])ur, how generously treat that rival when 
lie dies; how he makes him set Douglas free, praise Prince John’s deed, save his father’s life, 
^give Falstafl' tho credit of Hotspur’s death ! Yet, on the other hand, lie shows us him as the 
-companion of, loose-living, debaucht f(dloAvs, liighway-robliers, thic^ves, and brothel-haunters, 
Iiimself breaking the law, l^dng to the sheriff on their behalf. And what is the justification, 
the motive for all tlAs 1 To astonish men, to Avin more admiration — 

“Sotvhon this loose holiaviour I tlirow off,” &c. — T. ii. 212, &c. 

Surely this is a great mistake of Shakspere’s ; siu’cly in so far as tln^ })rinco did act from 
this motive, he was a charlatan and a .siiob. (Yet see Prof. Dowdeii’s ^/ind ami Art of 
^hakspere, p. 211.) 

Instead of a justification by Heniy of Iiimself, it should have been put as an exiaise, a 
palliatign of misdeeds, in another man’s moutli ; as something like it is, in fact, j)iit in 
y^aWick’s mouth in Bait If., Act IV., sc. iA^ We see, too, how Hal appe,as’d his couscitaico 
Vfhen it bother’d him, byi arguments Avhich, though they sounded very grand, wcue really 
worth nothing. He had sinnd morally--- how would he atone for it 1 VV'hA', la^’d fight 
physically. By 4>eing stronger or cle\"erer in fight than Hot.spnr, he’d win not only 
Hotspur’s martial fame, but moral glory too, and claim the merit of Ids foe’s lifts of duty and 
devotion to his mistress, war. Wlien Hotspur lay dead at his feed., he thouglit Hotspur’s 
honours, and his own shame had changed places. Still we must recollect the times. 
^Henry’s wildness Avould hardly he blamed then; full bloods will sow their wild oats. 
Hia escapades were only skin-deep ; at a touch, the call of war, he changed. Ho was 
tiot passion’s slave; he had Ids mother’s, his father’s self-con trt)l ; gallant and wise, 
he won. 

As to Hotspur, who can help liking him ? With all his hotlieadcdness and jietulance, 
his daring and his boasting, his humour witli his wife, his scorn of that scented courtier, his 
lashing himself into a rage Avith Heruy tlie Fourth, Lis keenness at a bargain (North-country 
't<>aT), his hatred of music, his love of his crop-eai*ed roan. Yet he is passion’s slave, the 
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tliiull of every temper and whim. Jlimself and his own glory are really liis gods, as at hia 
(h'atJi lie says. What is his native land, what is England’s weal, to himl Things to be 
sacriliced because his temper’s eiosst. One- third to VVales, to England’s foe, one-thirffi to 
himself, and but one-Miird to lliohanrs rigJitful^ heir. In one sense, Hotspur is Kate 
the 8hrew, in armour, and a imui. But how Ije lives in the jday, and starts from the i>rinted 
page ! 

Of Falstaff, who can say enough 'i He is the incarnation of humour and lies, of wit and 
self-indulgence, of shrcnvdncss and immorality, of self-possession and vice, without a si>ai’k of 
conscience^ or reverence, without self-respect, an adventurer preying upon t)je weaknesses of 
other men. Yet all men enjoy him — so did Shakspere, and ho carrieil his delight in successful 
rogues to the ejid of his life. See how in fFhde'/s Tale he bubbles and chirps with the fun of 
t6at rascal Autolycais, and lets him sail off successful and unharmed. — We see in Falstaff the 
amusing exaggei-ation of Grumio ; and tJiat imputing his own faults to other innocent people 
is delightful.* His most striking power is shown in his turns when he ’s cornerd. Look at 
the crises of Poins and the coward, Prince Hal’s exposure of his robbery, his false accusation 
of Mrs. Quickly, his bcliaviour in the light with Douglas, aVid his claiming to have killed 
Hotspur. Jlis effrontery is inimitable. He’s neither a coward nor courageous. He 
only asks which ’ll pay best — fighting or running away, and acts accordingly. He evidently * 
had a reputation as a soldier, and wjis a professed one, was sought out, and got a commissioii 
on the outbreak of the war.*^ (The dramatic time of this play is ten ‘‘ historic ” days, with 
three extra Falstaltian days, and with intervals ; altogether three months at the outside. — 
P. A. Daniel, in Nf^io 8h. Soc, Tram.^ 1877 - 1 ), p. 279 .) 


The Second Part of Henry IV.'^ is not up to the si)irit and freshiiess of the First 
PiU’t ; all continuations do fall off, and this is no exception to the rule. How are Hotspur 
and tlie first impression of Falstaff to be equalld ? Even Shallow canncjt make up for thoni^ 
There’s a (piieter tone, too, in this Part Jf., though the rhetorical speeches are still kept up 
by Northumberland and Mowbray, 'i'he King leads, not at the head of his army, but in hia 
i^uiet progress to th(i grave. The most striking speech in the play is Henry the Fourth’s on 
sleep — to be set against Hotspur’s fiery words in Part I. And as illustrating the change in 
Shakspere’s manner of work as he grew, let us set this sleep-speech of the Second Period,, 
against tlie sleep-speech of the Third IVriod : — 


“ How many thousiind of loy poorc.st suhjtjcts 
Are at this hour asleep ! 

Naturit’.s soft nurse, how hav(i I frighted tln‘(‘. 
That thou no morii wilt weigh my eyelids 
down, 

And steej> my senses in forgotfiilness 'f 
Wliy rather, sleep, lio.st.thoii in smoky cribs, 
llijon uneasy palleds stretching thcc, 

And hush’d with buz/iiig night-flic's to tliy 
slumlxT, 

Than in the per Aimed chambcr .9 of the great, 
Under thti canopies of costly state. 

And lull’d with sounds of sweetest melody ’r' 

O thou dull god I why host thou witli the vile 
In loathsome beds ; and leavfjst the kingly 
coueh, 

A watch-case, or a common ’larurn bell ? 

Wilt thou upon th(! high and giddy mast 
Seal up the ship- boy’s t^yes, and rock his 
brains 

In cradle of the rude imperious surge ; 

And in the visitation of the winds, 


Wh(» take th<i ruffian Inllows by th(? top, 

Curling their monstrous heads, and lianging' 
tliem ■/ 

With de/if’niiig clamours in thes slippery clouds. 
That, with the hiirly, dea^h itsidf awakes 't 
Cans! thou, O j>artial sleep J thy repose 
To the w(^t soa-boy in -an hour so rude ; 

And, in the calmest and most stillest night, 

With all ajipliances and means to hoot, 

Deny it to a king ? Then, happy low, lie 
down ; 

Une4isy lies the head that wears a (Town.” 

“ Macb. lUethought I heard a voice cr^", Sleep 
7to more ! c 

Machvth does murder sleep ! the innocent sleep ; ' ' 
Sleep, that knits uf) the ravell’d sleavo of care, 
The death of each day’s life, sore, labour’s bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, gr(teit nature’s second 
froiirse, 

Chief nourisher in life’s feast.” 


* ** Is there not a pathos in Falstaff s character from the very fact of a spark of conscience. He does 
sometimes lialf wish to change his life, but it is too difficult, and no ono will trust him. Bee Maginn'a 
beautiful Essay, p. 56.” — C. Hargrove. I can t believe in the “ half-wish,” except when and because he ’» 
hard up for money or sack. Falstaff’s constitutional unfailing good-temper, I admit. 

^ It ’» like Merciitio imputing his own quarrolsomonees to Benvolio in Romeo and Juliet^ III. i. 

* My friend Mr. W. Myers, great at amateur theatricals, says that even 1 Henry IV, is “ a play that , 
does not act itself,” as the saying is. It depends on the characters, and not on its plot. And tnis is the 
case with all the English liistoricAl plays. In 1598, Shakspere acted in Ben Jonson’s JEvery Man^in His Humour. 

^ Probably writtim 15 97-8. Enterd in the Stationers* Eegisters, August 23, 1600: publishtui qiialnii 
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Contmst in the Second Pi^riod tlie single idea and its elahoi ution, tliongh justified by 
Henry’s meditative mood, with the many short, pregnant im^tapliers of tin) 'J’hi'rd Period, 
eac^ left to the hearer’s own mind to work out, (juite in Shakspcn 's later budding style 
< — seven metaphors in four liiK^s. Yet surely Mat^beth might wiH liav(^ expande<i his 
thoughts. Any man less filld with his subject, less crowded with thought, tlnui Shakspere, 
any man like the writer of Edward IlJ.y would surely have availd himself of this splendid 
chance to “showofll” TIk^ contrast of Duncan wra^it in slet^p’s so(*nrity y<‘t ]nerced with 
murder's knife, the contrast of innocent sleej) with the guilty deed, its halm his bale, 
its nourishment his poison, would have tempted a smaller man — but not Shakspere in 
his Third Periotl. Plac metaphor hfis its touch, and tluni off. lii Jhttrif 71'., Part 11., the 
lower rank of people come more to the front. We’ve more promii^iiee than la^fore givaai to 
the low tavern life, the country sipiire and his servants, the administration of justice in 
and^country which Shak.spere’s long experience made liim sneer at, as against the knightly 
life of the former Part, notwithstanding its carriers. Tliis jjrejiarc's us for the fuller sketches 
of contemporary middle-class life in The Merry Wive^. The chief cliaracters of I’art 1. are 
further developed. Though tli^ hand of sickness is on the king, yet “ Ready, aye ready ” is 
still his word ; atid as soon Jis Hotspur is beaten, another army marclies against Northumber- 
land and the Archbishop, whose two separate rebellions 8hakspere has put into one. But 
his cares tell on him : the chronicler TIall calls his reign the ‘‘ uiKpiiete tyme of Kyng Henry 
the Fourth.” His mind goes back o'er the troublous })ast, tliinks on his old close friendship 
with his now foe Northumberland, and the dead Richard’s prophecy of their fallyig out. 
And as tl;o jiast lias little to comfort him, so the future lias less. His son’s going back, like 
a sow to wallow again in tlie mire, cuts him to the heart, as sovereign even more than 
as father : — 

“Oh, my poor kingdom, cjick with civil blown ! I O thou wilt bn a wildcrnoss again, 

When that my care could not withhold thy riots, j Peopled with wolves, thy old inlialu’tants.” 

What wilt thou do when riot is thy eareF | 2 TTcunj /T., Act IV., sc. iv., 264-8. 

Was it for* this that he ’d sutferd exile, riskt his life, won England, and held it with his strong 
right hand? Surely a path(.‘tio figure the .strong uiun worn witli cai*e, disappointed in his 
clearest wish, the labour of liis life made vain. Still, comfort was to come ; the son 
who on<;eT beflu’e won hack his father’s willingly-forgiving licart, again spoke words that again 
at-oiied them. And in the king’s last sjiec eh to liis gallant lieir, w(^ see tlie man’s whole 
^nature — wily to win, strong to hold, a j>urpo.se in all lie did j not jierliajis a heio, but a ruler 
and a king, ajather too. Sucli political le.sson as Shaksjien^ preacht in these plays was, that 
though, like Eliaabeth’s crown, the succession to it might not b(» clear, the way to hold it was 
to govern strongly alid well, and tliat the sovereign must not only attack liis foes at home, 
but unite tlie na-lion by foreign war, as Henry the Fifth, Napoleon, Cavocir, and Bismarck, 
did. For Prince Hal : Ve liave one unworthy scen<% two worthy ones. Tlie siiadow of liis 
father’s doath-sickn(»ss is on liim, and lie goes for relief — half disgusted with liimself — (feeling 
that every one wouhl call him a hypocrite if he lookt sorry) to his old, loose companions. 
But there’s not much enjoyment in liis forced mirth. He feels ashamed of himself, and soon 
leaves Falstaff and his old life for ever — “let the. end try the man,” us he says. Jt is clear 
Jihat he now feels tlie degradation of being Falstalf’s frieml and l^oins’s reputed brotlier-in-law. 
On Clearing of the war again, as in Part 1., lie changes at a toueli, and is Ijimself. 1’lie n(‘Xt 
fUme we see liim is by his father’s sick bed, and again he wins to him his fatlier’s heai*t. Ihit 
surely by a bit of Falstaff-like cleverness, and want of truth. Compare his first speei^h to tho 
crown, with his second giving an account of it to his father. But one jiart of tJiat first 
speech he meant ; that lie ’dhold liis crown against the world’s whole strength ; aixl that was 
what King Henry wanted. When Hal becomes king, his treatment of his brothers, the 
Chief Justice, anij Falstaff is surely wise and right, in all three cases. One does feel 
for Falstaff ; but cei'tainly wliat he ought to have had, he got — the chance of refomation. 
What other reception could Heniy, in the midst of his new state, give in public to 

in 1600, The folio text is from a different original, having many lines that arc not in the quarto, while the 
'Quarto contains passages not in the folio. Tho play ranges from Ilois})ur’s death, July 23, *403, to 
fianry V.’s accession, March 21, 1413 (1412-13). Its dramatic time is nino days, represented on the stage, 
is^th throe extra Falstafiian days, and with intervals; for the whole, “ a couple of months would be a liberal 
A. Daniel, mtv Sh, Soe, Trans., 1877-9, p. 288-9. 
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tlu^ tlirty, Hlovenly, debaucluHl, old fiiuner who thrust himself upon him, than the 
r%il>iike ho did / Any otlier course would have rendered the king's own professed reform 
absurd.^ 

In Falstaff, we have' in this Part II. the old wit and liumour, the old slipperiness when 
seemingly caught, tlu? old mastery over every one, till the tiiumpli should come, when comes 
catastrophe instead. Put we have more of the sharper, the clieat, the preyer on others (the 
hostess, {Shallow, tie* solt tiers at the choosing), brougJit out. TJie slippcniness is seen in his 
answer’s to the ('yhief Justice's attendant, the ( Jiief Justice himself, the hostess, Prince Hal, 
and Doll. (His excuse for dispraising Hal before Doll is repeated by Parolles for abusilig 
Bertram to Diana in All's Well,) Tire scenes with Shallow and Silence, and the choice of 
soldiers, are of course l»e3tt>nd the reach of })raise. We cannot hel]) noting the use tliat the 
old rascal meant to make of his power- over the young king : — 

“ Let ns take atiy man’s horso.s ! Happy aro they which have hcen my friends, 

The laws of England are at my commandment; And woe unto iny lord chief justice.’' 

His end here is imprisonment for a tinre ; aird worse, to bo chalTt by Shallow the despised, 
anil not returrr it. This prepai’es us for his fate in Tha Merry Wires, 1’lre moral is^ 
tin? same as that of Loves Lftbonrs Lost, Wliat is mere wit so valued by men really orth ? 
Wit 

Whose influence is begot of that loosi* grace 
‘ Which shallow, laughing hearers give to fools.’* 

The rogues,” says Miss Constance ()'Br*ieii, “ all come to a bad end. FalstalT dies in 
obscure poverty, Nyirr and Bar-dolplr get hung in Frairce, Pistol is strapped of his braggart 
honour, and eveir the ‘ boy and the luggage,' as Fliiclleu puts ifc, are killed together. Poins 
aioiu% the best of the set, vanishes silently, without a word a.s to his fate ; and so that wild 
crew breaks uj) and disappears, leaving tlic world to laugli over them and tlioir leader 
for ever. (If Falstaff wiis di-awii from a living man, that man must have been a little Irish ; 
no purely English brains work quite so fast.-') ” The contemporary allusions are still kept up 
in this play. We have the landlady's disjointed talk, which Dickens has reproduced for us 
Victorians, tlie W incot of Tke Shreiv Induction again, the tradesmen who “now wear 
nothing but high shoes and bunches of keys at their girdles,” the coming in of glass 
drinking- ves.sels for silver ones, specially noted by Harrison (my edition, p. 117), the Thames 
tide in Act II., .sc. iii., as in the liripe of Liicrece^ the University and Inns of Court^ 
the school-boys’ breakiiig-up, the Ootswold man. All througli, the play is Shaks|>ere's 
England. We may also notice in it tlie dwelling on special words, as “security,” “ accom- 
iiioilate," “ rebellion,” like Fa Iconb ridge's “ commodity,” and Lucrece’s opportunity,” noted 
above. Tlie E[ulogue of the play promises a continuation, in which Falstaff is to die of 
a sweat in France — 

“ Om word more^ I hesecch you. If you be not too much cloyed with fat meaty our bumble author will 
continue the story, with Sir John in it, and make you merry with fair Katherine of France ; where, for 
any thing / know, Falstaff shall die of a sweat, unless already he be killed with your hard opinions; for 
Oldcastle died a martyr, and this is not the man.'^ ’^ 


^ The history and state characters of tho play are mainly from IJVjlinshod’s Chronicle, with tile 
variations noted in (Courtenay’s Commentaries on the Historical Flays, i. 75-159. Hotspur, Glendower, 
Northumberland, Mowd>ray, the Archbishop, and Prince John, are altord at will by Shakspere. The 
“artillery” of Part 1., Act 1., sc. i., of course, means hows and arrows, as in 1 Samuel xx. 40. 

And yet the Hnglish Shak.si)ero created him. 

» Tliat Falstaff was first calld ( fldcnstle in tho play, we know also from Old having been printed at the 
head of tho speech, “ Very well, iny lord, very well," in the quarto, 1600, of 2 Jfenry IV., Act 1., sc. ii., 
and from Prince Hal calling Falstaff in 1 Henry IV., Act I., sc. ii., “ My old lord of *1110 ^stlo,'* &c. That 
he was called Oldcastle even after IShakspere had alterd the name, is clear from Nathaniel Field’s Aihends 
for Jmdies, 1GI8 : — 

“ Did you never see The play whm-e tho fat knight, bight Oldcastle, Did tell you truly what this 
'honour’ was?" (see 1 Henry IV., Act V., sc. i.). Oldcastle’s Lollardism (he was martyred December 26* 
1417) had brought him into disrepute with the “society" of his time, and Shakspere, no doubt, took up at 
first the unjust tradition, but albud it on learning the facts. Still, F’alstaff is a Lollard, a degenerate 
Puribxn. {?ieo my friend Mr, James (Tairdnor’s interesting Paper in The Fortnightly Jiemew, March, 1878. 
For early protests against degrading tluj noble Oldcastle into Falstaff, see pp. 249, 266, of Dr. Ingleby’s 
Century of Shakspere* s Praise, 2nd ed., New Sh. Soe,, and my additions to it, 1882. 
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Tub iMerky Wives of Windsor. — Why was th^ plan altiid]’ Tradition says 
because Elizabeth was so pleasd with Falstafi* that she orderd Shaksperc to show Falstalf in 
lovd5 and that he accordingly wrote Thf' Merrt/ Wioe« in a fortnight, I Of course Sliakspere 
couldn’t make Falstalf really in love, or the man would have been redetuml it. ^ Even if 
he had been made a fool of in tlie process, love must havti lifted him out of tli(‘ degradation to 
which he had sunk ; and though he had been made a fool of, we should have had to respect 
him* But he was ])ast redemption. However, as tlu^ order was given, Sliakspei’e had 
to carry it out. With whom could he make Falstalf in love ^ With women of high birth 
and noble life, such as the ladies and gentlewonuui of Elizabeth’s court whom J I un ison 
so well describes, p. 271 2 of my edition I Surely not. With the ]Mrs. Quicklys and Dame 
Ursulas he’d been already shown. So there wen* but the middle-class townsfolk left; 
and Shakspere accordingly takes them, and shows Falstalf baflled, niockt, befoold ])y tlu'sb 
country burgess wives wliom as a courtier he despisd. Tlirougli self-conceit In* loses 
his valued wit, and is turiid into the most despicable of creatures, a j>ander, and an uji- 
successful pander too. Even his men. Pistol and Nyin, refuses to help him in Ids nc‘w 
form of basencs^ which end^ in liLs Ixdng both degraded and ridiculed. In this ]»lay, 
too, is ridiculed the old aristocratic notion of all citizens’ \vi\es being at well-born meji’s 
disposal. Compare the lesson o( All Well. And we’re also shown, as in Timlfth’Xiifht^ the 
degi’adation of one class of the ])rofesKcd representative of chivalry, the knight, tlu^ 
professional soldier, debaucht by self-indulgence and w’ant of work during peace. Falstah' 
gets vain too. He really believes he ’s made a comjuest of the women, and, like Bichiid the 
Thml, says he’ll make more of his old body than he has done. He also los(*s his slirewdm.vss, 
swallows all Ford’s praise of him, and believes he can do as lie likes with Mrs. Ford, just as 
if she were Mi's. Quickly or old Dame Ursula. In his love-making he’s frank and business- 
like ; he makes no pretence of romance, or l)eing one of those lisping hawthorn buds 
that smell like Bucklersbury in simple time. His only weapons are his power to make Mrs. 
Ford “ my lady,” were but her husband dead ; and his ilattery ; wit lie doesn’t try. In his 
description of the outcomes of his first and second attemjits at seduction,” w^e Inue the 
old humour as rich as ever ; while at the end of his tJiird att<*mpt, he do<*s begin to perceive 
that he is made an ass, and how wit may be mad<^ a Jack o’ Lent when it is upon alien 
employment. He has laid his brain in the sun and tlried it. He is ridden with a Welsh 
goat too.,* He is dejected, and not able to answer the Welsh llannel. Though he does get a 
laugh at Page and his wife, lie has no hand in raising it. ’Hie only folk he can cliatf 
^and beat are ISlender, in Act I., sc. i., and Simple. All that remains for liirn is fo?’ ’riieobald 
to make him ^babble of green fields, and then leave the w^orld that la^ 's so abused and 
amused. But wvb must not let the offensivencss of Falstatf’s part in the play represent 
The Merry Wivee to^s, any more than Venus’s lust dot*s Shakspere’s lirst poem, I'he play 
is like Fenton;* it “smells April and May.” Tt has the briglit, healthy country air 
all through it : Windso? Park with its elms, the gl.ad light grtH*n of its beeches, its ferns, 
and deer. There is coursing and hawking, Datcliet Mead, and the silver Thames, ami 
though not 

“The w^hite feet of laughing girls 
Wliose sires have marched to Uome,’* 

yet ^hose of stout, bare-legd, bare-arrnd English wenches plying their washing-trade. I’lierc ’s 
^healthy moral as wdll : “Wives may be meny and yet honest too.” The lewd court 
hanger-on, wlK)se wit always masterd men, is outwitted and routed by Wimlsor wives, ’i’lie 
play is slight •ami thin. It is only merry; there’s no pathos in it; but it is admirably 

* Putting tho play hero breaks into the trilogy of 1 and 2 Henry IV. and Jleury V. T fonncrly thought 
that this was the right place for it. It certainly is 8» as regards Falstuff’s career. Sec ]Mr. llalliweU’s 
Introduction to the 1602 version of The Merry fVives^ in HazVtit, J^t. ll. ; also see (Jervirms, <S:c. But I 
now think with Mr. P. A. Daniel (Introd. to Griggs's Facsimile of the 1st Quarto of Merry Wives) that 
“the Swaggering vaino of Auneient PisfoH, and Corporal Ayw,” on the Merry Wives Quarto titk^ implies that 
Nym was known before by Henry T., so that the play is hotter placed in 1599. directly after Jle?iry V. 

, ® Dennis first mentions the tradition in 1702, in his recast of the play. He is s.aid to have got it from 

Dryden, who had it from Sir Wm. Davenant, who is said to have ealld himself Shakspere’s bastard. 

* By a slip, possibly Shakspere’s own, no night intervenes in 111. v. between the first and second adven- 
tures, and the second is made to take place on the morning of the day on which the first had already 
h^pend in the afternoon. See the way out of this moss in Mr. P. A. Daniel’s Paper in Hew Sh, Soc, Trans^ 
1877-9, pp. 131-4. 
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constnicttHl. The double plot is workt without a hitch ; the situations are most comical and 
first-rate. Still its tone is lower tl\an in both earlier and later work. It is Sliakspere’s only 
play of contemporary manners ami direct sketch of middle-class English life. Cotswold is 
there as in' 2 Ihnry /T., and Shallow (Sir Thomas Lucy) and his nephew, country justices 
and asses, as some of tJie class still are. There are no grandees in it, though we have 
reflections of the couiii ; the use of Windsor traditions in it points to a performance of 
the play at Windsor. I'liere was a grand ojie (by great personages) at Frogmore in the last 
century. The short time in which it was written ex]dains the slightness of the play, and the 
great quantity of prose in it. Tliei-e’s hardly any verse except for Kenton’s love and 
the Elf scene. To me, hoi’ji and bred w'ithin five miles of its scene, and to whom Windsor 
Park, Datchet Mead, and the Tliames have been dear since my childhood, the play has 
oi course a special attiw^tion. The sweetness of sweet Anne^ is all through it, A 

choice “bud in the rose-bud garden” of girls of Shakspere’s time, she is, this young heiress, not 
seventeen, pretty virginity, brown-hair-d, .smalh\'oiccd, whose words are so few, yet whose 
presence is felt all throngJi the J^lay. True to her love she is, read^-wittod almost as Portia ; 
dutiful to lier parents, so far as slie should bo, and then disobeying them for. the higher law 
of Jove. Her real value is shown by the eflbrts of her three lovers to get her. Why, 
oh why, didn’t 81iak.sj)ere give us a separate scene with lier and Cains, a/id then \vith 
all three lovers togetlicr, and h^t Jier play them off 'one against tlie other ! He hadn*t 
yet come to his Beatrice time. F(uitoJi is a gay, wild young fellow, like Bassanio of 
T/ie J/erc/iant. He meant to marry for money, but is won from it by love. He ’s frank and 
resolute, a friend of the host too. iVIany a merry night had they had, we may be sure, 
at the Garter, so-named no doubt from its Order, founded at Windsor. The young lover, 
with his eyes of youth and his writing verse, brings verso into the play, and his noble nature 
is shown in his defence of his love Anne’s elopement : — 

“The offence is holy that she hath committed,’* 

. Slender is the best workt figure in the i)hiy, although “ that Slender, though well- landed, is 
an idiot.” One nee<l not do more than refer to Simple’s description of him, of his willingness 
to maiTy Anne upon any reasonable commands, to his delightfully inimitable scones 
with Anne herself, and then finding out that at Eton she ’s a great lubberly boy. The 
mixture of the Welshman, the Frenchman, and the German, points to the greater freedom of 
intercourse in Elizabeth’s days, while the individualities of Caius with his “ It is not jealous 
ill France,” and of Evans, who may represent the Welsh schoolmaster at Stratford in ’ 
Sliakspere’s time, with his “ Well, I will smite his noddle,” are well kept up. Shakspera’s 
sketch(^s of the Kelts — Glendower, Fluelleii, Lear — should be noted by tl^e student of races. 
The liost has some of the characteristics of Chaucer’s host in the Canterbury Takfi. Though 
ho does talk like Pistol, he is yet a genial, good-hearted fellow. He keeps peace between 
Caius and Evans, as Hairy Bailey did between tlie quarrelsome pilgrims. He helps 
the young lovers, Fenton and Anne. There’s a touch of poetry in his nature; he’s 
evidently, too, the centre of sotuability in his town, as country iim-keepers so often 
are. Altliougli he, after the manner of his craft, means to overcharge his customer, they 
cheat him. 

For Garmombles*^, see the account of Count Milmpclgart’s visit to England (Windsor, 
kc.) in 1592, in Mr. W. Brenchley Bye’s England* as seen by Foreigners in the dayh. 
of Elizabeth^ p. 1. In Hazlitt’s' Shaksperds Library, Part I., *^vol. iii., pp. 1-80, are 
six stories more or less resembling the plot of The Merry Wives: — 1. The Story (f 
Fiknio Sisterna of Bologna, from Siraparola, printed 15G9. 2. The Stor§ of Biicciolo arid 

Pietro Paulo, from the Pecorone (in which the lover is firat hid under some clothes from 
the wash). 3. The Story of Lucius and Camillas (No. 2 abridged). 4. The Story of 
Nerino of Portugal, 1569, 5. Tlk^, Tale of ^wo Lovers of Pisa, from Sti'aparola. 6. The 

Fishwifds Tale of Brentford. In Part 11. Mr. Hazlitt lias also printed The First Sketch of 

^ ‘*It has always pleased me that Shakspere gave his own middle-class English heroine his own wife’s 
name.” — Constance O’Brien. 

That the Welshman leaves olf his dialect, and talks good English when he speaks in verse, is a ' 
necessity of art. Welsh-English would have spoilt the })octr 3 ^ 

* “three sorts of cosen garmo^nhlen, Is cosen all the Host of jMaideiihead & Readings,” 1602 |)lay, p. 102, 
Hazlitt, Pt. II., vol. ii. It ’» “ three Cozen-Iermans ’* in the Folio, p. 67, col. 1 ; and the Count is “a Duke 
de JamanieP — ib. 
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tl^e Flai/^ 1602, and Mr. Griggs has since facsimiled it (Gs.). Tins is an imjierfect and 
spurious version of the play, and was reprinted in 1619. The full trxt’ appeard for the 
lirs# time in the first Folio of 1G2;1. It must be read carehilly with tlu^ 1602 version. 

Hknry the Fifth. Its date is 1.590, and one cannot nuuition the year without 
the thought of that great coiiternpomry of Shakspere, Edmund Spons(‘r, hurnt out of 
the Irish house he lias so lovingly described, losing there one of his cliildren, and dying 
miserably in a tavern in King Street, Westminster, on January l.'h lo9j, leaving behind 
him tliese last lines of his iuhnislit Faerie Queene ; as the subject of his last thoughts, as his 
last prayer on earth “ : — 

llion gin I thinkc on that which Nature sayd. For all that moveth doth in Cliango di light : • 

0:& that samo time wlicn no more Change shall Hut thenceforth, all shall rest (’t<Tnally 

■be, With Him that is the God of ISal>aoth higlit. 

But fltedfast rest of all ihings, primely stay d (J! that great iSabaoth God, grant me that 

Upon the pillours of Kteniiiy, Sahaoth’s sight ! ” 

That is contrayr to Mutabilitio ; ^ —Book VJL, Canto Vlll., stanza ii. 

One likes to thint of tlwi* two poets, knowing, honoui'ing, and lo\'ing one anotlier, of 
*Shakspere’s following Spenser to his gra'u* in the Abbey, near Chaucer. But we *ve 
no evidence for all this : Sliakspere’s allusions in his Sonnets SO, 80, are to a rival ])oet, 
u.lmost certainly to G. Chapman ; and assuredly in Hmry F. there is no note of sadness or of 
tribute to a departed friend. On the contrary, a tr\unj)et-tono of triumph sounds through 
the play, and echoes to all time ; proclaiming not only the glory and gallantry of Shakspere’s 
hero, but his own full manhood’s spirit, his rejoicing in his strength, aiul in liis success 
in life. The uiu’est of Hamlet, tlie l)itterucss of Timoii, the calm wisdom of Brospero, liad 
not yet succeeded one another in his brain, or at least ni his work, though his Jlamht time 
was near. Neither irresoluieness, vengeance, nor forgiveness Avas in Ids tJioughts, — but 
victory, and that over England’s ancient foe. 

In 1598 Meres, in 1599 Jlarn(?fi(dd and Weev'er, had publicly acknowledgd Sliakspere as 
the great dramatist and poet of the great Elizabethan tiine, and had ])lact his ‘^nanie 
in Fame’s immortal book.” In 1599 the Globe Theatre had b(‘eu built, 81iakspere taken as 
a partner in tlie profits of tlu3 liouse\ and there, [)erhaps at its opening, he j>roduct this 
Henry 1^.*. In the M err if Wires we left the repiesentative of the professional soldier, of the 
grand old knight of Chaucer, degraded to the lowest elepths, taking shartis of his men’s thefts, 
for his lies in getting them off punishment, not only a pander, but an unsuccessful one, 

• 

^ But still a mtiimd one, Avhich in at least two pusstiges is helpt hy the Quarto. 

* First noted by mf friend Miss Isabel Marshall, of Bedford. Hut the last “ two cantos of Mutabilities" 
usually put on to the F. Q.^ really a new poem. See Macmillan's Mag.^ 18S0. 

* See the memorial of ^ Cuthert Burbage, and Winifred his brother’s wife, and William his sonne,’’ in 

1635, to the Lord Chamborlaine, discovered by Mr. J. O. Halliwcll in 1870, made public by him in 1871, 
printed by me from thf3 Record Office MS. in The Academy^ March 7, 1874, and since hy Mr. lialliwGl in 
nis lUmtrations, ** The father of us, Cuthert and Richard Burbage, was the first builder of playhowses, aud 
was himselfe in his younger yeeres a player. ‘ The theater ' hoe built with many hundn'd poundes taken 
Up at interest. The players that lived in those first times had only the i)rolitts arising from the (lores ; hut 
now the players receave all the commings in at the dores to fhcmsolves, and halfo the galleries from 
the houskepers (the owners or lessees of the tlieatro). llee built this house upon leased ground, ])y 
which meanes the huidlord^ind liee had a groat suite in law, and, hy his death, the like troubles felLm us his 
dsdbnes : we then bethought us^f altering from tlumco, and at like expense built the Globe [a.d. 1599] with 
more summos money taken uj) at interest, which lay heavy on us many yoares; and to ourselves wee 
joyned those deserving mens ShaksperCs HemingSs Condalls PhillipSs otherss partners in the profUtcs of 
that they call the Houdt 

Thus, Ri^ht Honorable, as concerning the "Globe, where weti ourselves aie but lcss(^<'s. Now 
for the Blackfnars : that is our inheritance ; our father purchased it at extn^ame ratt's, and made it 
into a playhouse with groat charge and trouble: which after Avas leased nut to one Evans that first 
set up the boyes cofhmonly called the Queenes Majesties Children of the (fiiappili. Jn processe of 
time, the boyes growing up to bee men, which were Underwood, Field, Ostl(‘r, and were taken to 
strengthen the King's service ; and the more to strengthen the S('rvico, the boyes d:( yly wearing out, 
it was considered that house would hoe as fitt for ouiselves, and soe [wc] purchased the* lease remaining 
from Evans, with our money, and placed men playerSs which were Jlcmings, Condalls Shaksperej A'C.'' 

, This could not have been till, or after tlio year 1Q03, when James succeed(*d Elizabeth, aud tlier(3 
a ** King's stuvice.” Besides, the Warrant of King James making ShaksiM*re’a company the 
'Kihg’s Company, and wffiich bears date May 17, 1603, mentions only tht* Globe, as this Company’s 
^* now usuall house.” But from Webster's Induction to Marston’s Malcontents it Avould seem as if the 
King*8 Company acted this play at the Blaokfriars in 1604. 
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beaten in body by a citizen^s stick, iji bis pride and wit by citizens* wives ; contemptible, aixl 
made an ass.” 

In Henry V, the picture clianges : tlie old companion of Fal staff rises as liigli as Falstaff 
has snnk low, and tin’s star of Fngland ” shines glorious oVr the world. The lift of 
tlie })lay over the quifiter of The Sfrrry Wires is striking. The clarion blast, the clang 
of arms, the noise of battle, ring through the ears, aiul kings and ])rinces, not Windsor 
burgess- wive.s, are the hsiding figures in it. 

No douV)t llt.'ury the Fifth is, as we all acknowledge, the liero of Slmkspere’s manhood 
(35). See with what love he dwells on him, by mouth (»f (Jliorus, as well as subjects, from 
lords spiritual and t(‘ni]>oral, to the rank and file of tht; army ! Shakspere doesuT refrain, 
from reminding us of Henry’s wayward youth; but he does it only- as he has done it 
alT along — that the pre.s(‘iit glory may seem more glorious by contiust with its former 
darkness. Kt'. puts m^arly the old specious defence into the lUshop of Ely’s mouth. But we 
care not to dwell on its sophistry. Enough for us that the change at a touch — as in the call 
of war and the father’s appeal in 1 Henry /T., the news of arms in 2 Henry IV, — his. 
father’s death, has come, and that (as JMiss Ileygate says) Hei ry ‘‘ has cast his slough of biwi 
Habits and loose company, and h^is come forth a liero, a Bayard, chevalif^r *8a)is pewr ei san^ 
rejyi'oche, an English soldier, who, 

‘ (fod hcfon; him, will como on, 

Though France himself, and such another neighbour 

Stand in our way.* ’* 

Shaksjiere first shows us his Henry’s mind and speech. You have his forethought and 
his righteous .sense of responsibility brought out : no unjust claim for mere glory’s sfiko, or to 
establish liis throne more firmly’ (as Jiis justute fatlu^r advised), will he support by arms : he 
knows the cost of war in lives of English men. (Note the true and humble jiiety that 
Hhaksjiere gives Henry, the continual aiqx^als to Hod, and the ascription of victory to 
Him alone, all through the play.) Then we s(^e the good-humour and self-control with which 
the king receives the Dauphin’s insolent message (which yet does sting him), and then 
the strong resoh e, to win or die, and the devotion of all Ins ilioughts and energy to carry 
out his resoh e : — 

“ Fur we huvo now no thought in us hut Franco ; 

Save those to (lod, that run before our birsiness.*’ • 

(Jn connection with tlie gentuul tniatmeiit of the play, note the rhetoric of the prelate'® 
speeclies, thus preparing us for that of Henry’s own - for, of the Histories of tlie SeconcT 
Period, rhetoric is the eharacteristic, as word-play is of the Oomedies of the 'First.) Then 
you liave this Mirror of all (Jliristiaii kings ” as judge of traitoi's : wisely convicting them 
out of their own mouths, seeking no v'eiigeance for his personal wrong, but sending the- 
miserable wi^etches to their <leath for seeking England’s laiin. ^ 

Then, Henry as warrior, a. exultant : the splendid rhetoric and patriotism of his 
speeches bring the blood to one’s face. We know that Henry would not only say Go,*' 
but “ Go we,” would share his soldiers’ risks ; we have his threatful apjieal to the governor 
of Harllenr to spare the innocent maidens the terrors and horrors of assault — fine this is, but 
part of it is <laiigerou.sly near bombast. Was it the air of France that made him brag sot 
At any rate Shakspere had had enough of it, there is no more in the play, and it almost look® 
as if there had been an interval between the composition of this^ first jicrtion, and the lattr 
part of the ])lay. ' « 

Soberd ; real danger was in the air. Henry’s little army, wasted by* dysentery, ill- 
fed and hai’asst by long marches and hostile skinnishes, lia(l to face the terrible odd® 
of more than six to one. No threat comes now : it is “ Tell thy king I do not seek him now* 
Yet God before, tell him we will come on,” t^c. : — 

“ W<^ would not sook a battle as wo are, 

Nor as we arc wo say \vo will not shun it 

AVo are in (lod’s hand, brother, not in theirs.” — III. vi. 164-5, 169. 

We certainly don’t like Henry less before Agincourt than before Ilarfieur. 

9 

1 A ct see how vShakspero marks the union of the nation in Henry’s war, by putting Welsh, Scotch, and ■ 
Irish into the play, with the English. 
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y. Ah acting general -visiting his outposts, trying the tc^mpcr of his men, using his old 
knowledge of ooTninoii folk, arguing Bates out of his wanting to l)e up to Lis neck in 
t^e Thames, sophistically stilling Williams’s scniph^s, reflecting on his owji kingship and ifcs 
mere ceremony, going back to his father's old tojuc of sleep and the >)unlcn of the crown, 
praying God to steel liis soldiers* hearts. But when he meets his men, w'ith what gay 
and cheery courage he clocs it ! 

5 On the lield of battle. We are not conscious that Henry himself fought, 
till we come in the Chorus before Act V. to his “ l^ruiscd luilmet *’ and Ids “ bended 
sword ’* — all the interest is concentrated on the touching jhctiire of the dying York 
ami Suffolk. 

Henry as compieror. Note his true humility (ascribes all to God), his goofl- 
humour, his practical joke witli Flnellen and Williams ; no rhetorical outburst now. 
Then comes the triumphant return to London, with the allusion to Essex in Ireland. 
The battle was on OctolxT 25, 1415. Henry's marriage on May 20, 1420. SliaksjxTe 
misses all the we^ry sieges and fights, culminating witJi the fall of iloueji on Jixn\\;iry 
16, 1419, and shows ns • 

( Henry ^tsdovei*. Here again the character of tlie king comes out well. No ))r<iten< «*, 
no grand words, just a ])lain soldier, an<l a good lieart : if she can Iov(3 him for that, well and 
good, if not, well ainl good too. 8o she t^ikcs him, but alas ! tln^ boy who was to be 
compounded, half Erench, half English, to go to Coimtantinople and take the Turk by the 
l)eard, lost liis fatlier before lie was a year old, and pro\ed a miserable, flabbiJy-piows Henry 
the Sixth, with whom we have already dealt. It is a liit of that irony of Providence 
of which we have seen insttinces in our own time. 

We cannot help noting the weakness of this play as a drama : a siege and a battle, with 
one bit of light lov(5-making, cannot form a drama, whatever amount of rhetorical patriotic 
speeches and comic relief are introduce<I. H(*nry tlie Fifth is all tluj play : no one else is 
really shown except Fluclleii. The charact<u’i.sation is tlicnjfore far inferior to that of 
1 Jfmrt/ 1 V, The play is more on the model of Richtrd TIL Those who are intenjsted in 
ShaksjMjre’s development should eontiust Henry the Fifth, the liero of the Second Period, 
with Prospero, tlie hero of th(3 Fourth.^ 

Muf.'ji Aix> AHOUT Notjiin<;. — (Enter(‘«l in the Stationers* Kegistcr August 4, 2‘1, 
1600.*)*— We change from history to fiction, from the green plains of France to the glowing 
shores of Sicily, with “ Italy and Gr<M‘c(i laid like pieces of mosaic into the Mediterranean 
se«i-b]ne;** wo turn from the cJasli of arms to the clash of tongues. .l/y^cA is another 
play of Shakspe/<*’H brightest time, radiant with brilliantest wit and ricliest humour. If we 
heard the trumpet- t4)mi of triuin])h tlirough IJeurtf F., surely ilu^ “ clarion’s shrilling noti^ '* of 
merry raillery soumls through Ado, Imcked by the rich tone of l)oglK‘rry*s ha,ssoon and the 

muftled drum of H<3r(j’!? passing sorrow. With his wit at its keeiu'st, liis fun and liumour at 


' A spurious imperfect quarto of the }»lay (Q. 1} was publislied in IGOO, and reprinted in 1G02 
(Q. 2 from Q. 1), and 1G80 (Q. S from (^. 2). The gciiiiino text first appt)ar<'d in the folio of J023. 
The play ranges from 1413 to 1420. Some liints from it are probably taken from The Famous yttiorUsoj 
Henry V., licenst loOf, publisbt loDS, reprinted in Jluzlitty Pt. II., i. 823. On Sliakspero’s tnalmer.t 
of kistoxy in this play, see Courtenay’s Comnicntarifs, i. 100-211. Nasli, alluding to some old play 
•n Henry V., says in his Pierce Prniicssef 1592, ‘‘ What a glorious thing it is to liavo Henry the Fifth 
represented! on the stage, leading the French King prisoner, and forcing boili him and the. l)o]])hin 
swearo fealtic^^ (}). 00, Old Shakespeare Society, 1H42). The entry in Ifenslowe’s Diary on 14 May 
1«592, which Mr. 4, sP. Collier prints on p. 26, last line*, as “harey the Vth, tin; 14 of maye, 1592” 
is as plainly, “ harey the 6th . . as over it can be. 1 showd the entry to Dr. (.■arvd r, Ihc Master 

of the College, on 31 Jan., 1874, and he said “6th. No doubt about it.” 'li'ct Mr. Collier puls a 

note, “ Malono takes no notice of this play, whi<*h ^t least was the same in subject as Shakesjiearc’s 
work. Possibly he ]^»ad it ‘Harey the VI.,’ but it is [that is, ttof.'] clearly ‘ Ifiuey the Vth.'” 'Phe 

two entries of Cstnws on pages 40, 02, of the printed Diary, are in the MS., one on leaf II, “S eteuen ” 
(St. Stephen’s Day is Deo. 26), two on leaf 14, “ S steuens day.” 'Phere are many omissions of accounts, 
in the print.” Mr Collier has since stated that he is not resjjonsihle for the copy of the ISIS., 
■which wa.s supplied to him, hut only for thd| notes. Dr. Ingh'hy tliinks the d-ntry about “ Marloco 

Tambcrlen ” on p. 71 of the print is a forgery, and it d^ertainly looks so in the MB. from tJio 

ink and hand- writing. He also bddieves that the “ Like quits Like ” on p. 280 is a forgery in a modeiiu 
antiouo hand. 

^ Tho only quaito of the play was publish! in 1600, and from it the text of the first folio was printed, 
with soixe omissions, that, as in the case of Hamlet, See., modern editors ro-insert in their text. 
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.their richest, his power of charjictcrisation at its fullest, Sliakspere wrote the comic part of 
,Afi{ch Ado : his mirth, like Beatrice’s, kept him on the “windy side of (^are.*’ But yet, as in 
.all his Comerlies, except Merry When, and the Shrrw, which is not all his, athwai-t the 
siin^hine lie lu’ought the shadow of distress or death, for he re[ireseiited life us it hi here on 
eavth, ami that is not all “ cakes au<l ale.” Behind our brightest day-dreams, our sunniest 
times, is still to him who looks (foi- himself and is not the mere swallower of other folks* 
jiascjrtions), the cloud of darkmiss hevoiid ; and we must recollect that the year liefore this 
p^lay was produced Shaksp(*re Jiimself had told the world that an angel and a devil were 
struggling foi\possession of him ; — 


SONNET CXldV. 


^ Two lov(‘Ai T have of comfort ami desjuiir, 
Which like; two K))inls do sii^gest in(‘ still ; 
The hettrT aiigol is a man rij^ht fair, 

The worser spirit a woman, colourM ill. 

T’O win me soon to hell, niy female evil 
TemiitC'th my lietler aii^cl from my side. 
And would corrupt my saint to he a devil, 


Wooing his purity with her fouP pride. 
And whether that my angel ho turn’d liond, 
Suspect T may, yet not directly tell ; 

Hut Ixung both from me, both to oa<ih friend, 
1 guess one angel in anothfu-’s hell. 

Yot this shall 1 ne’er know, hut live in doubt 
Till my bad aiif?el fire my good,on(} out.” 


ptili, I never read Much Ado without a certain shock at the needless pain caused to ITcro, 
j^^hich might have been so easily avoided or lesscTuxl. ' But where the fun is fastet 
tlie son' 0 ,^w must be sadde^st, 1 suppos(\ We must take tlie play as Shakspere saw fit to give 

iis. This central comedy of Sliakspere’s middle happiest time (the Mercltxinty Shrew ^ 
Me/rry Wives went before, As Votf> Like If, Tvielfth-Night, All^s Well followed after) is 
also full of interest, as, on tlie one sidt*, gathering into itself and developing so much 
of his work lying near it, and, on the other .side, stretching one hand to his earliest genuine 
jyork,^ another to hLs latest complete one. FlrsL Of the links with the other plays near it, 
we may note Benedick\s and Beatrice’s loving one another “ no more tlian reason,” with 
Slender’s so loving. Anne Page, “1 will do as it sliall become one that would do reason.” 
Second, Dogberry, Verges, and tlu? Watch, iniscaUiug names, with Slender’s “ decrejise ” and 
dissolutely,” &c., in Tftr Alerry Wittes, Third. As to The Shrev\ isn’t Mach Ado ill 
a certain sense a double taming of the shrew, only hero each tames himself and herself 
by the answt^r of his and her richer, nobler iiatui^, to an overheard appeal to its better 
feelings, an unseen showing of where its poor, naiixiw, shrewishness was leadmg itl 
Dogberry’s conceit, and Verg(^s’s belh»f in him, are like Bottom’s in the M 'uhawmer- Night's 
Dream., and liis companions’ belief in him ; while Tim Merchants scene between Lauucelot 
Gobbo and his father and Bas.s^Jlllio is developed in that of Dogberry and c Verges with 
l^eonato in Much Ado. DK)nato’s lament over Hero hen^, “grieved I, I had but one,” tfed, 
must bo coTn])arod with Capulet’s ooinplaint about Juliet : — ** 

“ Wife, wo scarr(i thought us blessed I Hut now J soo this one is ono too muf-h, 

That God had lent us but this only child, | And that wo have a curse in luiving her 

Benedick’s dre^s in Mmih Ado, Act Ilf., sc. ii., is to be comparcKl with the young English 
baron’s in The Merchant. Friar Francis’s advice that Hero shall be supi>osed dead for’ 
awhile, is like Friar Laurence’s ailvising tliat Juliet should counterfeit death for forty-two 
hdursi Leonato’s refusing to be (romforted by any one who hadn’t suffered e(jual loss vTlth 
fiim is tq be cornpai’cd, (Ui the one hand, with Constance’s “ He talks to me that never hacT 
a^son,” in Jlmg John, and, on the, other, with Macxluff’s “ He has no children/ in Macbeth, 
Hero’s caving in under th(i unjust accusation brought ,'igainst her is like. Ophelia’s silence in 
her interviews with Hamlet, and to be compared with Desdemona’a ill-starred speeches that 
firought about her death, and the patlietic apjK*al of Imogen that she was true, and the noble 
indignatiotr o£ Hermioue against her accusers. Such comparisons as theuo bring out with 
irresistible force the growth of Sliakspere in spirit and temper as well .as words. 

Of the reach backward and forward of this play, remember that Benedick and Beatrice 
are but the development of Borowne and Kosalin^ in Shakspere’s first genuine ])lay, Love's 
Labours Lost, while Hero is the prototype of Hermioue in Winter's Tah, Shakspere’s last 
complete drama. Hermione — “ queen, matron, mother,” who, like Hero, unjustly suspected 


i Fair 1599; foul 1609, 
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and accused, is d( 3 clax-ed innocent, and yet for sixteen years suilers seclusion as oi\* deswl, with 
that nohlo magnanimity and- fortitude that distinguish her, and tlini withrmt a word of 
i*epnWh to her base and criuil imsbaiid, throws liorself-— but lab^ a st.jtue of stone, now 
warm and living — into his ai-ms. .l.ook at tlie “solemn and j)ro1buiar’ pathos of tliat 
situation, and contrast it with the Hero and (Claudio omi hqre, and set bow Slialcspere has» 
gi’own from manhood to fuller age, just as when you set tlie at-onenient f)f and his 

family in TJie Coimdy of Errora beside iht^ rtmiiion of Pericles, his daugid^ r, w-nd wife, in 
EerickSf you ’ll see the difibrence between youth and age, btdweeii tie- Fii-sr. .md Foijrtli 
Perio<lH of 8haks[)ere’s work a.n<l ai t. Pliei many likeiu‘ss(%s between Ihuu.flic}' aufl Ih^atrici^ 
and Derowne and itosaliiid in Xorcf.s* Labours Lost are cauglit at onci'. We need fjo]y dwell 
on tl)e moral of the earlier Jilay, as .Hf>salind prt'aclu's it to Berowne, the utt<.-r woi thlessu'iss 
of wit, the mocking spirit, and the need that the gibing s])irit be choked, fhrowri away, arul 
remember that the moral is rcjxjated h(‘re, in B(*atric'e’s wise and generous vords (shf-, 
woman like, instinctively goes to the heart of the matbu*) : — 

“ I c-ond(imnd for pride and scorn so much r' ' 

CoTitompt, fiu*(!well ! ;ind maiden pi-id(', adi(;ii I 
No glory lies behind the hack of such.’’ 

Note, too, that with Peatiice, its most brilliant instance, this pungent, ^viirsi.jnging type 
of heroine, the admiration of Shakspere’s early manhood, tlic^ product of the city, di^ppears 
(except in the waiting-maid Maria of Ta'olfth-Nhfht)^ and tin? gentler, sweeter, more 
suliering *typ(^ of lAtciana, Helena, 8ylvia, comes to tluj fi*ont and ondures te the end, 
its virtues exalted by contrast with the fierce type f>f i^ady Macbctli, <{one,riJ, Kegari, 
Cleoiiatra, Cyrnbeline’s ejueen, while the simpler beauty and freshness of the un-town girl 
Miranda, Perditu, take, in Shaksjiere’s age, tin? f)lace that the picpiant Jjondon Jiosalind and 
Beatrice hold in his youth. Boatrietd is the sauciest, most ])ifjuaat, sparkling, madcap girl 
that Shakspere <iver drew, and yet a loving, doi*|Miatured, true Avoinan t wi. Hharj) sayings 
flow from her, like, humorous ones from Falstaff. Sometliing she lias in mmmon with 
Chaucer’s carpeutcu’s wife in the. J/ilb'r's Tale, “ wynsyng she was,” <fec. Hero’s' description 
of lier is a«» caricaturt; ; yet Jiei' wit is her most prized possession, as Benefiick’s is his. 
His “hundred many talcs” to her, her “ prince’s j(»ster ” and “ folk’s disregaH ” to him, 
the hitteixBt cuts. Claudio’s “ two bears that bite oru^ another when they meet ’ is a libel of 
coui’se. But why do th(^ two bke or spar ? Let Marlowe tell us in his /Lra *md I^j.and(r, 

, p. 200, col. 2 : - 

j “ Women are won wlu-n they begin to jar.” 

0 

Why does sIh* ask ailtor him if she doesn’t care for him ? Wliy does she tamu. f im and make? 
him notice her ? • Lik(^ will to like. But of course she says she doesn’t wan?, in, husbamh- 
wliat girl of lier type eWr acknowledges sl)e does I Slie keeps a dog to bark at :;.rows ; that's 
enough for her. What does she want with a husband? She’ll not have^ In r nose brusht hy 
a moustache, or l]or nt*ck tickled by a l>car(i : pray (lod, night and morning, to ko*ep her from 
Buch abominations : in this world at letist — ^iii the m^xt, where tliero ’s no marriage or giving 
in marriage, siie’s no objection to bachelors, she llsit by them and live as merry ,as the day is 
long. In this mood she meets Benedick. And sharp fis he is among men, he cannot stand 
up her; sh(^ ov(irwhe)ms him with her quick rej)artecs. Yet after this brill ia^it passage, of 
>ft*ms, what twe tlie conquejess’s feelings ? “ But I am alone, alone, heigho for husband ! ” 

When she is h’med, and tiie jilot succeeds", comjmix? the rfisult on the < wo lov i-rs. See hqw 
Beatrice’s nohte mixture comes out ! None of the man’s lialf-jokes, no thouglit of what folk 
will ^y of her: she’s done wrong, she’ll make amends; she lets fall her false covering 
of mockerry and c^ontemiit (as Tennyson’s Princess liers of false theory and wilfulness)- 
and stands lovelier, more winning than ever, a wimple, truthful, lov’iiig woma» Our inej:ry, 
sparkling friend is changed, she’s “exceeding ill ami sick,” and all wf^ heartache: 
the Beiiedictus thistle is her only cure. Then comes tlie ciuel blow on Ik v sweet innocent 

^ iShe and Benedick are wholly Shakspere’s invention, so far as v/(> know, \o /ijjjrjnal of either 
character has been yet found. 

^ Objectors to tho same plot being used to cure both the lovers, forget that both liad iho same disease. 
Moreover, what’s sauce for tho goose is sauce for the gander; ainl it’s paW- the fun that both of tlie 
wittiest and sharpest folk in the play should be taken in hy tlic shallow device of the d jJIer pcoplo, on 
whom they, as superior beings, lookt tlow'n. 
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frioiifl, wlio sinks under it, iiinibk* to defend herscdf. At once out flashes the true and noble 
iiatnni of the spirited Beatrice^ worthy niece of the gallant old* Jglntoiiio. Evidence, 
so-callod ! Hnspicion ! what are these to lierl 8he knows lier friend’s, piire heart, ,w*hfTe 
no base thought even lias e\er lodged : ‘*0, on iny soul, my cousin'is holied ! ” 

“ 'I’hon, deeply wourKhd, 1 IiT(»\s <» iiilt‘l<\s8 fuct* : The queen of wit and women, 

Ileside her, with strong- arms about her tiling. More chivalrous and wi8<T than a man.” 

Protecting' — W'orlds of si.’orn in hi*r bright eyes — Kliz. D. Ciioss, An.Offf See. 

Khe gives lier heart tt> Benedick ; but how can he love her rightly, how can slie love him, 
unless he loves honour Jiior(‘ tlian her, and will give his life for what she ’d -O, how gladly ! 
— ^SHcrifice h(*r own i Her lovtn- is at last swept away by her veheiiienco : he will challengfr* 
Claudio ; tiu* ladde girl is satisfied. When they next meet, though her wild heart is tamed 
to his loving hainl, slie lias not lost all her fun. The couple are too wise to woo ])eaceabjy, 
81ie doesn’t see tlie logic of Ixung kisst because foul words liave passed between liim 
and Claudio. SIk^ (liafls him about “sulfering” love for lier; and for the first time in her 
life she lets him have the last word, for it ’s all of lovo for her. Again they meet to marry, 
but, as she says, she loves him only in friendly recompense, slie takes him partly to save his 
life, for she was told he was in a consumption ; and he takes her for pity. The tw'o 
uiulerstand one another. We all know what it means. The brightest, sunniest married 
life, comfort in sorrow^, iloubling of joy. And fancy Beatrice playing with lier baby, and her 
husband looking on I Never child ’ud have had such fun since the ci*eatiou of tlie world. 
The j)oet Oain])heirs stoiy of liis pair was an utter mistake : he never knew a Beatrice. 
Dogberry we miust, alas ! jiass over, model of Mi-s. Malajirop as lie is, and of the Bed queen s 
talk in ‘‘Through the Looking-glass.”* 

As Yob Like It. - ‘’The sweetest and happiest of Sliakspere’s comedies,” says 
Professoi’ Dowden. Yes, sweet(\st, b(‘eaiise the sweetne.ss has be(*n draw^n from the bittei’s 
of life : happiest, because* the Iiappiiiess has sprung from, has o^ ercome, sorrow and suffering. 
Wliat most wo prize is misfortune borne Avith cheery mind, the sun of man’s sjurit shining 
through and dispersing the clouds that strive to shade it.* And surely tJiis is the spirit of 
the Jilay. Tin* [»lay goes back, too, to the oil Robin Hood sjiirit of Kiiglaud, to tflqit same 
love of country and of fori'st and of adventure which still sends our iiieii all over tlie world, 
and empties yearly our women out of town : — 

“They say he is already in the fonjst of Ardiiii, and a many niorry men with him; and there they live 

c 

* Ilaiidello's ‘2*2nd Norf'lla of S. '^I’inibreo Ji Cardona {JfazHtty Pt. I., vol. iii., p. 104), Wd in Freneli by 
lielleforest in his Histoires Trnfl}qnes, probably funr..sht 8haksp<*rc with most of the details of his 
Claudio and Hero ^tory, including tlu; courtship by the ]over\s friend, the d(MX*plion of the lover by 
;i stTvant, the breaking (»ff the Tiiairiage in church, the SAvoon and snppost^d death of the heroine, her 
funeral rites, Ijeonato’s epitapli on lier 1. iii. 119), and then hor marriage to the hero, See. 

But details in all tlie borrowed jjarts iliffer. The* personation of Hero by Margart't aa'US probably borrow<}d 
from the story of Ariodanto and (iinevra in Ariosto’s Orlando Fariono^ (*iiglisht by S?ir .fohn Ilarington 
in 1691, canto 6, and piinted in liazl'df. Pi. I., vol iii., p. 8;i. Sponsor tolls a like tale in his 
Faerie Qacene, Ilk. 11., eanto iv., publisht in 1590. The two lines in the parenthesis HI. i. 9-11, ^ 

** — like fuA'ourites, 

JMide proud by princes that advance their pride i 

Against that power that bred it,” — 

% 

are so uncx 2 >octcdly and incongriiouslv brought into Hero’s directions to her waiting-woman iTsnla, ihat F 
suspect they were an insertion after Kssex’s rebellion in IGOl. They will lift out of tlie scone, and leavi'the 
s[K*och more natural when tliey arc removed. Shak^pere must have aimd the linis at some eonternporary 
favourite*, I ’m sure. ** 

^ My friend I)r. Ingb‘hy says on this, “ The moral of the play is mu< h more concrete'. It is not, how 
to hear misfortune with chi'ery’inind, hut, hoir to read thr Irnsons in the viviHsHudeH of physical nalnrcF This 
ifi what th(' lianisht Duke says a.s to “the penalty of Adam,” and what Amiens says in “ Blow, blow, thou 
winter wind! ” and ‘‘ Cndor tin.* greenwood tie*-.” Everywhere it is in these inclement skies wo shall feel 
what we are, but find no enemy. AVe who have knoAvn the insincerity of flattery, covering ingratitude and 
backbiting, shall hcav find frank and outspoken friends, who teach us to ri^ad the message of cold winds, 
&c. ; and through that, njakc us believe that all adversity ha.s its uses, and, sweet ones.” 

“ SweiH ar. lie,* use.' of adversity. ...” j That c'ln translate the stiihhornnes.se.s of fortune 

‘‘ Happy is your grace, j into so quiet and so sweet a style.” , 
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like the old Kobin liood of England : they say, many young gontlemcu flock to him every day ; and fleet 
tlio time carelessly, as they did in the golden world ; ’* 

or, as Orlando puts the other side of it - - 

“ Tn this dc'sert inaccessible, 

Und(3r the shade of melancholy houghs, 
lioso and nc'gleet the creeping hours of time.” 

It is true this is not Prosperous task, hut Shakspero is in his Stjcond Period, not his Fourth 
Wo are out of all wi\ iigle of court and struggle uf camp, in this forest of enchaiitincnt, 
Arden, where lions and i)alms and ser|>ei‘.tH grow, wlierc ambition is shunnd, and alt arc* 
please<l with what they get. ’T is CliauceFs ‘‘ Flee fro the pres and dwelle with soothfast- 
ncsse,’^ his ‘‘ Pornier Age ; ” a fancy picture if you will ; but let us enjoy it while wo may. 
The picture is not painted in ilie sanu* high key of colour as Much Ado. Instead of th<' liot 
«nii of Beatrice s and Bene<Uck’s sharj> wit-combats, with its golden reds and yellows, backt 
by the dark clouds of Hero's terrible distress, we have a picture of greys, and gret ns, 
and bines, lit through a soft haze of silvery light. Kosalind's rippling laugli conu's to 
us from the far-off forest glades, and the wedded couples’ sweet content reaclu s us as a 
strain of distant melody. The fday stretches backwards and forwards as Ado does : 

back to tlic Fir-st Period, Loves Labours Lost. The scene is the Forest of Arden, like 
the King of Navarre’s park ; tlie early Stratford AvocMlland life is in both.' And in botli is 
the same almost childisli love of the girl tormenting her sweethf^art by assuming or con- 
tinuing unnecessary disguises, the lover s writing of veises, the hunting, etc. ; the nanuis 
Rosaline and Rosalind, and eertain points of likeness Indweeii their owntus. Miss Bailliti 
%says, “The way in which Rosalind delights in teasing Orlando is essentially womanly. 
There ai'e many women who take nnacconntable pleasure in causing ))ain to those tJiey love, 
for the sake of healing it afterwards.’’ The love at first sight is like that in Love's Laboivr.'s 
LosL und Touchstone and Audrey are a far better Armado and J accpieuetta. To Midsurmuer- 
Ifiyht's Dream this play is link! by its endian t^id land, and its pretty j)icture of Rosalind’s 
and f'dia’s friendship matching that of Helena and lierinia. With The Merchant W'o get the 
Jinks of Rosalind’s descrijitiou of her dressing as a man, like Portia’s (and Julia’s in The Tv'o 
{rentbut.en), while the melancholy of Jaques reminds \is, in name, of that of Antonio in 7'he 
Merch/tnl. Rosalind’s descriptioJi of herself as “one out of suits with fortune ” suits Portia's 
My little body is aweary of tliis great world.’’ The reach forward of the play is most 
inter(!sting iu its aiitici])ation of the Fourth-Period lesson, that rcq)entauce and leconciliaiion 
are better than revenge’-, taught by the two instances of Oliver and Duke Frederick ; w Jiihj iu 
Pericles w^c .see tlu^t Marina is to be kill(*d because .she stained her friend Cleon’s daugJiter, as 
Duke Frederick justitics his cruelty to Rosalind b(‘cause slie throw s (kdia into tlu? shade. One 
cannot also forget the fool licre, “ who ’ll go along o’er the w ide world with Celia,” wlicn 
thinking of Lear’s fool, who ’d never been Jiappy since in's young mistress went to FVance. 
And we may nnneinbcr, too, Hhakspero’.s cpiotation licre from his dead friend Marlowe’s Jhro 
and Leander, first printed in 1 508 : - 


.s]n ])ln rJ, now 1 find thy saw of niiglit, 

‘ Whoever loved that loved not at first sight I-’ ” 

(.)f Rosalind, 'sve may w'cll take the epithet “heav(‘nly Rosalind” as a just (h*sciiption, 
while allowing her all eaithly charms. Fair, pink-cheekt, red-lipt, impulsive, wlieii she 
thinks she must speak, — true woman she is.’' Tht*re is a great w’ant in her life : she niecjts 
Orhindo, and the want is filled by lo^ e. In her lovevmaking she repeats almost Portia’s 
pretty lie.sitatioris with Bassauio - 

“ Did you call, sir !' 

Sir, you hav<’ wrosth*d well, , and oveithrown 
More than your enemies.” 

I Hy at th(‘ hack of Anno Hathaway’.^ cottage c.vactly suits C^-Iia's (h-scription, IV. iii. 70-8(. 

11 *^<^hlor ever than ivvcngo,” IV. iii. 129. Note hero, too, the Fourth-lVnod Iteathi u 

<.loudc.ss, Hynu'n. 

A Mhite’s haji])y skotcli of Rosalind and all the ]»lay in lus “T;do of the Forest 

ot Arden, in 7Ae Gala^f foi' April, lS7e5. i am much plcasd to find that he has t.'iten tho .saino view of 
Juques that 1 have. But I can’t agree that Touchstone is akin to Jjuiucs, whom I hati? and de.spiHc. 
loucnstono s devotion to Celia and his delightful humour dmw mo to him. He ’s worth a score of Jaqucseis, 
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Banislit f)‘oin court, \vlievo Celia led ilie way, she lias to head their expedition into tlie 
countr}', and though s)ie could liud it in her lieaH to cry like a woman, yot she innst comfort 
the wcidvor vessel. Searching poor (V)rin's wound, she finds her own; but sad as she is, she 
ueexls only the news of Orlando's nearness to change her in a moment. At tidings of him, 
the impulsive girl throws oil* all iier inehiiichojy for ever, and jumps into the gayest, 
chalHngeat humour possihhi. I hit note the toucdi : “Alas ! the day, what shall I do with my 
iloublet and liose C’* Ft s a litfki hard that slu? passes by lier father so coolly, yet she ’s too 
full of her lover. “ VV'hat talk we of fathers, whim there ’s such a man as (.)rlando C’ TIu 
delicious spritely fun nf her chaff of Orlando is unsurpassabhi. Orlando is a noble young 
' fellr.w, with whom all must sympathise. There is a great cFiarm about his manjiness. 
“ I do wisli,” .says a huly -friend, “tliere were more young men like him nowatlays, instead of 
the fashionable, daiidifit^d cn'atures, l>udding daqueses, whom one sees in London ball-rooms 
now. Ihit then on(‘ caift imagine Orlando at a ball, Iioping to have the ]>leasure of the next 
<Jance, and remarking on the heat of the room. Therein a breath of fresh air about him, and 
tlie energy of a h('althy, acti\'e life, wliich carries one away to th.^ country out of the ai’tificial 
life of tin? court. No wonder llosaliiid liked Jiim. She must have felt from tlie first that he 
w^as a mail likely to be a suppoi*t to her througli life.’’ Much as all liis W'ords and deeds 
hecome liim, nothing i.s finer, T think, than wdiat he says to the wu'etchod Jaques's 
iuvitiifcion, “ Will you sit down with me I We two Avill rail against our mistress the world, 
and all our misery.’’ Orlindo. ‘*1 will <*hide no hreather in the world but myself, against 
whom 1 know most faults.” dacpies “compact of jars” is alw^ays gcd.ting out of beej on thc’i 
wrong sid(^ every inoiniug, and taking tlie Avorld the wrong way.- Hee how tlie iiealthy- 
naturevl Kosaiiml sets him down witli her advic(^ : 

“ l^ook you lisp and wear sirangt* suits, | And almost chide llod for making you 

Disable all the beiic'Cts of your own country : I That eountenanee yon are." 

iif' out of love witli yonr nativity, | 

He has been a libertine, is soured, and like tlu^-rascal f>on Jolni, in Mtfcli Jr/o, lie hides his 
bad natui'e under the <doak of seoining honesty of plain-s|>eaking. His mission is to 
set everything to rights ; hut (lod forbid Ac sliould take the trouble to He want;, lilK*rty 
only to blow‘ on whom he pleases ; he abuses evejyliody, moralises, weeps .sentimeutaliy, and 
is a kind of mixture of (Carlyle in his bad Latter-clay-Pamphlets mood, ami vvator, witli none 
of the grand jio.sitiveness of our Victorian biographer, historian, and moralist. Look at his 
ydiilosophy of man’s life, and wlmt poor stuff it is ! Maclieth tlie murderiu* lY^peats it : 
to them, botli men and women are hut ))Iayers. Let any mother ask herself wliether Jaipies’s 
th^scription of a baby is a just acxrounfc of hers or any woman’s, and judge him accordingly.'' 
f)£ Touchstone, ami his triumphant fun with Ooriii the Sliepherd ami William 1 lainnot 
speak, hut I’ll just repeat Miss Haillie's words : “ Jfe is undoubtedly slightly criw^kt, but then 
the very cracks in his brain are cliinks whicli let in the liglit.” And as to Cedia, the loving 
and true, one must repeat a girl-friend’s words, “ It is impossible to read the part wnthont 
l>eing in love with Orlando. I always pity Celia having to do perp<*tual goo.sel)erry-liush to 
Kosalind and Orlando ; and f must confe.ss that the way in wliich Oliver is fished U}> 
and reformed to make a husbaml for Celia, always aggravates me. VVitli all the rcfoimijug, 
cleaning, and whitewashing in the world, Oliver must liave beep a poor creature ; but T* 
suppose Celia made the. bc^st of him. ’ Tradition reports that Shakspere hims<df^ acted Atiani 
in As You Like If. The jilay was enterd in the. Stationers^ Registers on .^ugust 4 [ IdOO], 
but appeard for the first time in the first Folio, 1 623. The source of the play in alnuist all 
its details is Lodge's .story of Rosaljjnde.\ pinnted in 1590 and 1592. 4'he latter edition is 
reprinted in Hazlitt's Sh4:ikspere's fAhrary, Pt.»T., vol. ii., p. 9, and all needful extracts from 
it are given in my fnend Mr. Aldis Wright’s capitally annotated I8f/. Clarendon Press 
edition of the play. For Jacpie.s, Touchstone, and Audrey, Hhakspere hud^no hints in his 


^ Compare her living “in the skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat ” (III. ii. 334). 

* Ho is Laurence Sterne, with his sham sentimentality and attitudinising, says Professor Povrden, 

* My friend Dr. George MacDonald’s feayiifg. Mr. (Jrant White says, “ In fact, he seized the oeoasion 

to sneer at the representatives of the whole human race.” • 

^ Lodge used in it the old poem of Gamely n, wrongly attributed to Chaucer, bcoftuso it is found 
in several of the best MSS. of his Canterbury Tales. It is none of his. 
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original Mi% Wright thinks tliat the inconaistt^ncics he points out, on pp. vi., vii. of 
iii^ Preface, imply that the play was finisht in haste. 

Twklfth-Night. — Still one of the ooinedics of Shakspere’s briglit, sweet time. True 
that we have to change Itosaliml’s rippling laugh for the drunken catolies and bibulous 
drollery of Sir Toby Belch and his comrade, and Touchstone for the clown ; but the leading 
Jiote of the play is fun, as if Shakspere luid been able to throw olf all thouglit of luelancholy, 
and had devised Malvolio to help his friends “ fleet the tinic carelessly/* as they did in tho 
golden world. Still thotigh, as evoi* in the comedies, except The Alerrj/ Wire^\, there ’s the 
shadow of death and distress across tlu' sunsliine. ()livia*s father and brother just dea<d, 
Viola and Sebastian just rescued from one death, Viola threatened with another, and 
Antonio held a pirate and liable to ileatli. And still the lesson is, as in As you. Likf, It, 
“ Sweet are the nses of advei’sity ; ’* out of their trouble all the lovers come into happiii(\ss, 
into wedlock. Tiie play at first sight is far less striking and interesting than Mach Ado and 
As You Like IL No brilliant Beatrice or Benedick catches the ey(% no sad Rosalind leaping 
into life and joyousness at the touch of assured love, instead of tljcm, instead of the 
manly young Orlando, tlui self^coiiceited Malvolio is brought to the front, the diniiikards 
and clown come, next j none of these touch any heart ; and it *s not till we look past them, 
that we feel Die beauty of the characters who stand in lialf-light behind. Then we 
l>eeoine conscious of a quiet harmony of colour* and form that makes a picture full of 
charm, that grows on you as you stiuly it, and becomes one of the ]>ossessions of your 
life?. As the two last plays rea(?h backward and forward, so does Twelfth-Night : to 
the earliest Looeys Laboars Lost for the; eait at womeii*s painting their faces that we 
find here ; for its men forswearing for three years tho coinpaiiy of women, and then 
of course admitting tlieui and falling in love with the first ones they see, which is 
the prototype of Olivia abjuring for seven year's the company of men, then soon 
admitting one (as is supposed), falling in love at first sight with him (though he *s a 
woman), and marrying his brother*, whom she supposes to ho he*. For the pair of one 
family so like as to bt; mistaken for one another*, wc; go back to the; double Autipliolus 
and the double Dromio of Sliakspei*t*’s second play, 27/c (looicdi/ if Errors, which 

gives us, too, the iiicideiitvS of both a wife (Antipholus’s of Ephesus) and sweethruirt 
(I)romios of Syracuse) mistaking anoth(;r man for her husband and her lover (though 
here Viola is only a. woman disguised). To the same play wc; go for tin; refusal or 
denial of money when trusted to one by aiiotlier, and for the members of a family sundcml 
by shipwi-eck, as we look on to Pericles for a somewhat like incident. In the Errors 
>ve get, too, the sa'/iiig, thongh Irei’c only of one member of tho family, by the binding 
to a mast. To The Two (teHlhutcot. of Verow we go for the jiarallel to Viola seiii. 
disguised as a page by Duke Orsino to w^oo Olivia for liiin, to the loving Julia scut 
by the man she loves (Pi'oteus) to woo Sylvia for him. Romeo and Juliet gives us in ihr; 
love-lorn lionreo rejurlst by Rosalind, and at once giving her up for Juliet, the match 

of Duke Orsino resigning the lougd-for Olivia, and at tJie moniout taking up Viola. 

The Merchant of Venice gives us another Antonio willing to give his life for his frh'ud 

Bassanio, just as here in Twelfth-Night Antonio ' faces danger, nay, death, a pirate’s dut^, for 
his love to his friend SebastiaiL And to the same Merchanb we surely go for recollections of 
tke opening scene here, 

“ That strain agtun ^ it hud a, dying fall ; j That breathes uix)n a hank of \ iolols, 

O, it camo o’er my car like tlic sweet sound | Stealing and giving odour,” 

and for a parallel to tlie Duke’s love of mush? through tlie play. Heurg IV. gives ns 
ill Falstaff’ and his folio wet’s the company whence 8iv Toby Belch and Sir Andrew 
Aguccheek come, as the Second Fart of that play gives us Falstaff playing on Justice? 
Shallow as Sir Toby in Twelfth-Night plays on Sir Amlrew. Is not also Slender’s echoing 
of Shallow in Merry Wives something like Sir .Andrew eclioiiig all Sii* 'foby’s sayings here?, 
and fancying himself a man for it f As to the reach forward of the play, I *ve already 
alluded to its link with Pericles. It is to the Sonnets that w(; turn for a parallel 


1 The second 80lf«sacridciiig Antonio is Leonato’s brother in Much Ado, 
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(9) to Viola's pleading with Olivia to marry the Duke, ami not foilxjar to leave a copy 
of lier beauty to the world, and to the Sonnets to his mistress for Hhakspere's love of music^ 
while to match Viola's entire devotion evtiii to death to the Duke’s most unjust will we must 
look forward, even past the Sonnets^ to tlui true and loving Imogen’s willingness to die 
in obedience to her deceived and headstrong husband’s inicpiitous sentence of death on 
lu^r (Ci/mO., Til. iv. (15-79). Note, too, that it is with Ferdita of Winter*s Tale that 
Ml'S. J ame.son mainly compares Viola, though, as we have seen, Julia in The Two (renthmeih 
is in circumstances nearest her. The interest of this middle time of Shakspere’s work 
is to me groat, showing as it does the development of his f*arly |X)wei\s, the forecast of 
his later ones. It is at once tlie fiillilment of the old promise of his genius, and the prophecy 
of the new. 

Viola is the true heroine of the play. She is sad for her brother’s supposed death, yet she 
hopes with the hopefulm^ss of youth and her own f*scape. She doesn’t mope or shut herself up 
like Olivia, but, lik(‘ Juliet, looks disaster full in the face, and at once takes practical steps for 
her future life. Sympathy with Olivia’s lo.ss draws her first tc^^her, but as she can’t enter her 
service, she resolves to go into the Duke’s (Shakspere’s women of coir-se take naturally 
to boys’ disguises, because their characters were always acted by boys). She knows tho 
Duke’s lovt^ of music ; she can sing. Her voice, like Cordelia’s, was ever soft, gentle,, 
and low, ‘^an excolhmt thing in woman;” and in the Duke’s love-lorn state, Viola is the 
very person for him. Tie wants sympathy, and .she gives it him ; into her gentle breast he 
j)Ours the sorrows of his secret soul. Her pity for him opens her heart to him ; but how 
bitt(‘r- sweet were his confidences to her ! Still, his Jiappiness, not hers, is wliat she wants 
and slug’ll win it him, though in doing .so she break her heart. Valentine lias failed, 
but she ’ll not fail: he was urged by duty, .she by love. Olivia she will see and does see, 
(Notice the woman’s curiosity to .see her rival’s face and compare it with her own, as Julia 
does Sylvia’s picture after seeing her in The Two (lenifemen : both loved ones have, like 
Chauceu-’s ladies, eyes grey as glas.s.”) Then note how in pleading Orsino’s cause, through 
all her words her own love for the Duke speaks, just as in Chaucer’s description of his duke’s 
love Flanche, tlui young poet de.scribes ami praises his own love. Note too the differeiico 
between tlie real love tiiat Viola describes, and the fancied love the Duke feels (liomoo’s for 
Rosjilind). Had his love been like Viola’.s, no refusal, no rebufi’, would have kejit him from 
Olivia’s feet. (Contrast Viola’s tenderness to Olivia with Hosaliiid’s sliarpness to Phtcbo.) Then 
comes the toucliing .scene lietweeii Viola and the Duke, wluu*e the music makes her sjxnik 
masterly of love, where Hhakspere reveals his own heart’s liistory with his aged wife, and whei'e^ . 
Viola herself, in answer to the Duke’s fancied greatness of his love, gives liim such hints of her 
own far deeptu’ devotion to him that, though she never told Jier love, no man })ut one Idimled 
by j)lmntasm could have laild to catch the meaning of her woi’ds. But still she will appeal 
again to his unwilling lo^*e Olivia for him. ’rhen comes the last scene. The man .slie loves, 
forgetting he’s a man, out of spite thr(*ateiis her Avitli death, and she will take it joyfully for 
liim, whom she then declares slie loves more than Juu* life. At bust the Duke, seeing that 
Olivia is impossible to him, turns to liis friend and confidante, his half-self, now woman, and 
challenges the fulfilment of hei* oft-r(*peated vows. She denies them not, but confesses 
she loves him still. Hho has Avhat she wills, and all is hap]nne.ss and peace. The Duke has 
a fanciful nature like Olivia, lie is one of your <Ireamy musical men, and Romeo is 
his parallel in tlu' earlier time. Still, lie is a man not to be tlespised, one of a rich, beaufiful, < 
artistic nature, bad music in his soul, loved flowers, would make a** husband tender and true, 
and say the prettiest, s\v(*etest things to his wife. Malvolio, the affectioiietj!' ass (Oh, that 
Mr. Irving would play him !), the .sharp-tongued Maria, who’d have all he?- work to do as my 
Lady to keep Sir T’oby sober, the cIoavii wlio sings the capital .songs, and all the rest, 
we must, ahis, pass over. The ^ilay as acted on the London boards loses all its romantic 
beauty. Viola is extinguisht, except in the farce of the challenge,' by the drunkards 
and their spirited catch, Saturday, Sunday, Monday.” The play was acted at the 
barristers’ feast at the Middle Teicple, on February 2, 1 GO 1-2, as Manningham tells 
us (p. xiii, above). He points out au Italian play like it, f//’ higamd (one by Nicolo 
Secchi, j)r. 15G2, another by Curzio Gonzaga, pr. 1592), which contains a brother, and sister 
so like him drc.st as a man, as to lead to mistakes like those in Shakspere’s play. But 
another Italian play, GV Tnyamuiti^ })r. 1585, englisht 18G2, contains more likenesses 
to Twelfth-Night. However, the original that Shakspere used was doubtless Bamaby 
Rich’s History of Apolonim and Silla, printed in Ilazlitt, Pt. I., vol. i., p. 387, from 
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Riche his Farewell to Militarie profession,” 1581. Rich probably borrowd fFoni Belle- 
forest's llistoires Tragiques, tom. iv., Hist. viP“*-, as Belleforest did from Baiidello, Pt. II., 
novel 36. The comic characters aie Bbaksj)ere's own. The ))lay was first printed in the 
Folio of 1623. With it I cud the "roup of the tliroc sparkliu", Sunny, or Sweet-Tim<^ 
Comedies, and turn to the next, “ the darkening? Comedy ; ” foi*, thoii"li it may be jmt with 
its foregoers, its tone is so ditlerent from theii’s that I prefer to keep it by itself 

All 's Well that Ends Well. — We have now left behind us Bh.'ikspero’s bright, 
•sweet time, and are at the entrance to his gloomy one. Instead of coming with outstrotcht 
hand and welcoming smile of lip and eye to greet such jilays as .\ruch Ado, As Vov Like If, 
even TweJjVi-Nlght, we tiii'n with iMlf-repugnance from All's Well, and wish Shakspei’ii fTa(l 
given the subj(‘ct the go-by. Yet for its main feature — a woman forcing lior love on an 
unwilling man — Shakspere has preparcnl us in Iiis two last plays (as well as an earlier one), 
by Pha'bc in As Yov. JAke If, by Olivia in T ) ml fth- Night, endeavouring tt) force tlunr loves 
on two supposd men, Rosalind^ and Viola. But none the less is tlie reality distasteful to us, 
when the auppcsd man becomes a man indecMl. Why then did Shakspen‘ choose this stoi y of 
Giglietta di Nerboiia pursuing Beltramo, which ho found in Paint(U'’s Palace of Pleasure,- 
A.D. 1566, taken from Boccaccio's Derarterone f ** For the sanu' reason, I ct)nct‘i\ e, that 
Chaucfii- took from tlie samti Italian source — tho’ through Pidrarcb’s Latin version of it* — the 
Clerk’s story of Griselda, to sliow what woman’s love, what wifely duty, would do and 
suffer for the man on wliom they hung. I’he tale of woman’s suffering, of woman’s sacrific<‘ 
for lov^e, was no new tale to Shaksper(\ His Adriana of the Errors, IJermia and Helena of 
Midsnnnner- Night's Dream, 8ylvia and Julia of The Tiro (lenilemev of Verona, Juliet 
<;f Romeo aud Juliet, Hotspur’s widow of 2 Heurg IV., Hero of Much Ado, Rosalind of 
As Yo}i Like If, Viola of Tv'el ft h- Night, had brouglit home to him, as they have to us, tho 
-dentil and hciglit of women’s love : — 

*' Not b-ariiig dcalh, nor sluinking for tlistirsn, 

But always r(\solut(‘ in most oxtn'mes,” 

willing to face rebuke, repulse, tlic uiisexing of themselves, base s(U’vice, exile, nay, the , 
grave, so that thereby the loved one luiglit bo won or servd. And when Sliakspu'e saw 
Giglictta’s story, he recognised in it the same true woman’s love undergoing a more repulsivci 
trial, that of unwomanliness, than he had yet put any of his heroines to ; and ht? resolvd that 
Ins countrymen shoidd know tliroiigh wliat apparent dirt pure lovc^ would ])ass, and could, 
un.spotted and uiisniircht. Apparod dirt, I .say, because I can’t see tliat what would hf^ 
right, or justihable, in a man when in love to .secure his sweetheart or wife, (^an be wrong or 
•unjustifiable in a woman. Equality in choice and pro]>osal, should bo allowed, as Thackeray 
says. Anotlior lesson Sliakspere had, too, to teach to pride of bii th in England ; a lesson 
that, l>efore him, his father Chaucer had tauglit in many a line, rept*at(Ml none so oft (see hLs 
Gentleness, Wife's Talc, A’c.), and a lesson not yet learnt here ; one tliat never will he learnt, 

I fear : — 

‘ TruHt mo, Clam '\'’crc do Voru, liowo’or it be, it sccfius to mo, 

From yon bliu; heavons aboxo us bout, ’T is only noblo to bo good ; 

The gardonor Adam and liis wifo Kind hearts aro moro than coron< ts. 

Smile at tho claims of long .losccnt ; And simple faith than Norman blood.’ 

All's Well is, I doubt not, Lore's Labours Won recast Both }iavt» the name Dumaiuc in 
<!Ommon, in i^th is the HAhour of Ijove : that which is the growth of a life is won h(U(*, that 
wliich is the growth of a day being lost in the earlier ])lay. Moreovoi', no intelligent jKirson 
can read the play ‘witliout being struck by the contrast of early and late work in it. The 
stiff formality of the rymed talk between Helena and the King is due, not to etiquette, hut 
to Shaks}wre’s early time : so also the end of .the play. Like notes ” are, the Countess 
talking a stanza, 1. iii. 127-134, as in Lore's Labours Lost, Midsummer-Night's Dream, 
Romeo and Juliet; Helena’s and Parolles’s letters like Sonnets, III. iv., IV. iii.; also 

1 We must recollect too that Koa,'ilind made the first advances to Orlando. 

® Painter’s onglisht story is printed in Hazlitt’s S/ufksperc's Library, Part T., vol. iii., pp. 140-151. Tho 
Introduction says, “ Shakspero adopted all tho main incidents from tho novel . . . the characters of tho 

Countess, the Clown, and Parolles arc new in Shakspero, and there is no hint in the Italian of any part of 
the comic 8(‘ono8 in which Parolles is engaged.” 

* But through Bofiistuau or Belleforest, from Bandello. 

^ I Ve printed Latin and Italian togcth(?r in my Chaucer Society Onyinah and Analogues 
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soe t^arly pass;i£?os in II. i. J .*31 -212; V. iii. 59-71, 280-292, 299-302, 312-17, 325-40. 
Comjiaiv too J l. iii, 73-105, 125 -145 ; the <cn<l of lY. ii., etc. See Mr. Bleay's Paper, 
iYrtn,/<haks/)n'fi Soewtj/s y'nm^ncf ioiis, 1874. The play was fn-st printed in the Folio of 1623. 

For tlie liackward and forward reacti of the play, as in tlie otlier Second-Period comedies, 
lot ns note that Helena, in MidsHnnnf r-Xufhfs Dream, with her desire to force herself on 
Deinetrins, is the prototype of Helena of AlVs WelL We liave the parallel expression 
in Air^i Well, “the liind tliat would be mated by the lion must die for love,’' in Midswmwr- 
yUjht's Dream, “the mild hind makes speed to catch the tii^er.’’ But note the wondrous 
dilieronce in depth and beauty of (character of the two Helenas, also the absence here of the 
youthful Miiha ,n me r-Night a Dream, face-sciatchirigs, long legs, and funny conceit of tln^ 
iifcrOn tumbling through the eartli. And notict», too, that as for the earliest of these middle- 
time comedies, Maeh Ado, we. found the ]>rototypo in the earliest of Shaksporc’s tirst-tim<^ 
oiK^s, Loves Ltdmar.^ Lost ; as for the second of the middle-tinif^ comedies, As You Like 
we found tlie ]>rototy[)e in Love's Lahonrs Lost too (with The MereJunit) ; as for tlie thinl 
middle-time (nuiumIv, Tmd/'fh -Night, we found the firototype in liis second lii’st-timo comedy, 
the Errors (with Ids fourtli. The Two Gentlemen), so June for Ifis fourth middle-time comedy 
>ve fin<l the ]>rototype ii.i his third first-time play, Midsummer- Night's Dream, It is an 
interesting uiidesign<‘d coincidence of succession. I claim it ;is a confirmation of my order of 
the first tliree plays. Eomeo and Juliet, in Lady Ca]>ulets speech about Tybalt, III. v. 71, 
gives us th(' parallel of Lafeu's “ moilerate lamentation ” and “ excessive grief,” 1. i. 58, and 
Diana Capulet’s name. The Merchant of Veidee gives ns the ring parallel, and the contrast 
of Portia being clioscm, and its happy result, with Helena’s tdioosing, and its unhapjiy 
outcome for a tim(\ Pistol in 2 Jlenrg IV. ami mainly llenrif V, is the prototype of 
Piirolles, who is but Pistol refined and dc'veloped, with a touch of Falstaff ^ded, whilo 
Parulles’s echoing of Lafcn (Act IT., sc. iii.) is clearly i^ecollccted from Sir Andrew 
Aguocheek ’s eclioiiig of Sir Toby Belcli in Twelfth-Night, Parolles’s proposal to give liimseif 
“some hints, and say I got tliom in exploit” (Act iV., sc. i.) is a remembrance of Falstaff’s 
[iroposiil and its carrying out in 1 lleurg / V., after Prince Hal and Poins have robbed th<* 
merry old rascal, ike. Also T^irolles’s exposure by bis comrades is suggested liy that of 
Falstaff by Prince Hal and Poins, ami is like that of Malvolio in Twelfth-Night, TheSeeota} 
Tart of He nr u IV. gives us, too, Falstaff’s explanation of liis abuse of Prince Hal to Loll 
Tearsheet, as the original of Pjirolles’s excuse for his h*tter to Diana Capulet abusing Bjertram. 

As to the forward rea(;h of tlie ])lay, fiie link with the Somwts is of the strongest. 
Think of Shaksjiere, the higher nature, but the lower in birtli and position, during liis 
separation from Jiis Will, so liandsome, high-born, hating marriage, misled by unworthy 
rivals, also selfisli and seilsual, and compare him with the poor, lowly-born Helena, 
riclier and higher in noble qualitii^s, longing for, dwelling in mind on, her handsoim^ 
Beriram, liigh-born, Jiating mari iage, misled by Parolles, selfish and sensual too. So far 
Shakspere and Helena are one, and Will is Bertram. Ilanikt gives *^ 118 , in Polonius’s advice 
to Laertes, the develofunent of the countess’s counsel to Bertram, “ love all, trust a few,” <t;c. 
In Measure for Measure, the AWs Well substitution of the woman who ought to be a man’s 
bed-mate for the one who ought not so to be, but whom he desiretl to have, is used again, 
with the very same precautions against discoverv, not to stay too long or to speak, <fec. TJit^ 
name Escalus useMl here is also that of the Governor in Measure for Alejimire ; and for 
our Oorambiis Jiere wi* get a Coramhis in the first quarto of Hamlet. For the pari^dlei 
to the sunshine and the liail in the king at once here, we go,, to Lear for the sunshim*' 
and rain at once in Cordelia, whose smiles and tears were like a better day. For our 
clown’s “floweiy way that leads to the broad gate and tlio great fire” w^ turn to the 
ALacheth porter’s “ primrose way to the everlasting Iwntire.” For oui* 

“ Timn will bring on summer. 

When briers shall ha\i» leaves as well as thorns, 

And be as sweet as sharp,” 

we turn to Cymheline with its 

“ L(*af of eglantine, whom not fo slander 
()utHWf-et<‘n\l not thy breath.” 

To Belarius in the same play we go foi* Touclistone’s and the clown’s contrast of couri and 
country here, and for Imogen to match the flcspised, neglected Helena, willing to give up her , 
native land and life for the husband who had so wrongd her. Hcdena, though condemnd by 
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many women and some men, has yet liad justice <lone lu*r by Coleridge, who calls her 
ShakspeiVs ‘loveliest character ’’ -and he wrote Genevieve ; -and Mrs. Jameson, who says, 
There lujver was perhaps a more l>eautifiil picture of a v\'omaii’s love cherished in secret, 
not self-consuming in silent languishiuent, not desponding over its idol, but patient and 
hopeful, strong in its own intensity, and sustained by its own fond faith. Her lovo is like a 
religion, pure, lioly, deep. The faith of her aliection combining witli the jiatural energy of 
her character, believing all things possible, makes them so. Jt wiuild say to tln^ nioiintaiii of 
])ride which stands between her and hei- hope, ‘be thou removed,’ and it is removeu.’’ She is 
the opposite; of Hamlet, as she says 

“ Our remedies oft in uursolv(;s do lie | (Jives us free scope, only doth hrickw.ird pull 

Which wo ascribe to heaven; the fated skr | Our slow designs when wo ourselves arc dulh^» 

And she believes that great maxim so often forgotten even now — 

“ Whoever .strove 

'I’o show her merit that did miss her love.” 
o 

We can judge; her best by the. impression that she made on others ; and if wo compare die 
praises of her by Lafeu, the king, tin* clown, and the countess, who knew her from 
her childhood, and who at least five times sings her praise, we see that Bertram’s words 
of her arc justified : Helena is “she who all men praised.” Quick as she is to sec through 
Parolles, she cannot see through Bcilram. Love blinds h(;r eyes. How beautiful is 
her confession of her love for him to lus mother, and how ]>rotty is old Lafeu’s (‘iithusiasm 
for h(T ! Let those, too, who blame her, notice her drawing back for the time on Bertram’s 
declaring he canT love her and won’t try to.' Thenceforward she is passive in (he king’s 
hands. It is In* for his honour’s sake who bids Bertram take her ; and after the young 
noble’s seemingly willing consent, she must have bmi more than \voman to refuse to marry 
the man whom she knew her lov(>t alone could lift from the mire in which he w^as wdllingly 
wallowing. They are wedded ; and the foolish husband takes counsel of his fool and leaves 
his wife ; and then, without the ki.ss she asks so prettily for, he sends her honn*. What she 
has thenceforth to do she tells us : 

“ Like timorous thief most fain would steal 
What law does vouch mine own.” 

How little like a triumph, and possession of her love ! Her husband’s biutal letter does 
but bring into higher relief her noble unselfishness and love for him. Her only desm'. is to 
save Jiim. Sir? knows the urgenoe of his “ important blood,” and takes advantage of it to 
work a lawful meaning in a lawful act, and so without disgi’acc fulfils the condition that his 
baseness has made precedent to his reunion with her. For Bertmm, th(^ question one is 
obliged to ask is, How came the son of such a fathei* and such a motlu^r to be wdiat 
lie was ? Seeing him oven with Helena’s eyes, what has he to recommend him but his 
good looks f What other good quality of him comes out in the play? Physical eourage 
alone. Of moral courage he has non(‘. Headstrong he is, a fool, unable to judge men, 
lustful, a liar, and a sneak. One thing he has to pride himself in, his noble biilh, and tliat 
do(‘S not save him from being a veiy snob. He lies like Parolles liimself, and even more 
bg^-sely, when In; wants to get out of a scra|)e. I cannot doubt that it was one of Shaksper(;’a 
’objects in this play to., show' the utter w'orthlessness of pride of birth, as ho had done 
in Loi’e'a Lu^hount lA)8t of wit, unless beneath the noble name was a nobh; soul. As IJerowne 
had to be em'ptie/^l of the worthless wit he jirided himself upon, so liad Bertram of his silly 
aristocraticness, his all, before he could be Hlld with the love of tlio lower-born lady of God’s 
own make, which should lift him to his true height. With a word for tlic countess who, as 
Mrs. Jameson says, “is like one of Titian’s old ladies, reminding us still amid their wrinkles 
of that soul of beauty and sensibility which must have animated them when young with 
a kindly glance at the shrewd, warm-hearted, true, and geneious old Lafeu, we take 
our leave of the last play of Hliakspere’s delightful Second Period, whose sunshine has 
gradually clouded to prepaif' us for the coming storm. 

* Helena. That you arc well rcstortni, my lord, I 'm glad : 

Let the rc8t go I 

King, My honour’s at the stake,” 11. iii. 148, 
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The Sonnets. — That somo of tho Sonnets existeil in 1598 know from Meivs. Nos* 
138, 144, — the kewHonnet, “Two loves I hav(‘, of eoinfort and despair,” ito., — were printed 
in .7V<^ PasHWiUftf^. Pihjrlm in 1599 ; the wliolc body of them did not appear till ld09„ 
the year of the ])uhiieatioii of TroUna aiul Creaslda,, both publications being evi<lently 
without Shakspore’s samdion. The Sonuefs are dedicated by Thomas TJiorj>e, the publisher, 
to the “onlie begetter of llu se irisuing sonnets,” Mr. VV. H., to wJiom Thoi'po wishes 
“all ]iappin(‘sse and that ettanitie promistHl by our ever-living po(‘t.” Tiie tirst question 
j’aised on this dedication is, wli(4lier the word “ begedtor ” is to b(^ taken in the ordimiry 
jiKianing of the man who calld tla^ Sonmds fortli fi-om Shakspere’s inind, or in its less 
usual sense of prorarrrP Those who siqqjort the latte.r vi('w redy on tlie fact 

thatt^the lirst humlrt'd and twenty-six Sonnets only are written to out* man, Sliakspcre’s 
fair friend Will ; while tiie second group, Nos. 137 154, are writt(*n to or about Shaks|>cre’s 
dark inistre.ss. (Somi* mak(! a third grouj» of two Sonnets, Nos. 15.3, 151, on Cupid.)- They 
argue then that there cannot be an “only begetter of the Sonnets, because tliere are 
two bogettcTs. ]>ut looki])g to the facts that the two Cupid Soiiiuds (153-^4), are on 
Sliaksperci’s mistress, that tlui dark mistress is involv(‘d iu^, Shakspert‘\s friendship for 
Will, and that tli<‘ relation Ixitwcen th(‘m is tr(‘at.ed in the lirst group of Sonnets ; seeing, 
that in Sonnets 38 and 78, Shaksperes v(‘rse is said to be solely hegotteji by Will, “ wdmse 
influence is tlune, and horn of thee,” and is con.trastcd with Will’s influence as hut oidy an. 
improver of other potds’ versts (s(^e also No. 100), I tliink W. H. may fairly bo called 
the “begetUa*” of tlui Sonnets. It is c'crtaiii also that Shakspore ])romist his friend 
“oternitio” through his Sonnets: see 1<S (1. 9-1 1), 55, CO (1. 13-14), (>5, 81, 11)7 (1. 10-14). 
TJiat the “ W.” was Will, we know from Sonnets 135, 13(), 143. VVliat the “ H.” meant is 
a far moni ditflcult question. From the )u*inting of all “hues,” as “//c//\s” in italics hi 
the original xx. 7, some liave snpj>osed that tlie hegedbu’s name was Hughes.*^ Others 
have decided that the “ H.” nu'aiis Herbert — William Herlxad, Far! of Pembroke, to 
whom and whose brother the tii^st Folio of Shakspere’s works was (k'dicated l)y his 
fellow-players; while* many critics of the top.sy-turyy, or cart-heforedhe-hor.se school, have 
decided that “ W. IT.” means “II. W.” — Henry Wriothesley, Earl of Southampton, — I 
don't think it matters much who “W. IT.” w'a.s. The great question is, do Shakspere’s. 
Sonnets sj)(*ak Ids own heart and thoughts or not? And Avei*e it not for the fact that 
many critics really deserving the name of Shakspere stiuk.uit.s, and not Shaksper^^ fools, 
have held tlu^ Sonnets to i)e merely dramatic, I could not have conceivetl that poems, 
so intensely and <widently autobiographic and self-revealing, j)oeins so one w ith the spirit and 
inner meaning of Shaks[)ere’s growth and life, eould ev(*r have bc(*n conceived to bo 
other than what they are, the records of his own loves and fears. And I ladieve that 
if the acc(*ptaiice of them as sucli had not involved the eons<H|uence of SlpiksJ)ere/s intrigue 
with a man ied woman, all rea(h*r.s wonhl have taken the Sonnets as s{)eaking pf Shakspen^’.s. 
own liff*. Put his admirers are so anxious to remove every stain from him, that they 
contend for a non-natural intorpretiition of Ids poein.s. Idiey forget tlu* difftaence of opinion 
between Eliz;ibethan and Victorian times as to those .sweet .sins of tJio flesh, where what i.s^ 
said to he stolen is .so wdlliiigly given. * TJie}^ forget the cuckoo cry [Loty'\<i Labours Lost, end) 
ri.sing from nearly all Elizabethan literature, and th.at the intimacy now tliought criminal 
w'as then in certain eiielos nearly as eommon as handshaking is with ns. They forget 
Shakspere’s impnl.si\’e natun?, and his long absence from his home. '^Hiey will not face th(j- 
probabilities of the case, or recollect that David was still God's friend though PathsheCa 
lived. The Sonnets are, in one sen.se, Shakspere’s .Psalms, SpirituaF struggles underlie both 
poets’ work. For iny.self, I’d accept any nnml)er of “ slips in sensual n}ire ” on.*Shak.spere’s. 
part, to have the “ bui-sis of (loving) heart ” given n.s in the Sonnets. 

* If this were the meaning, w hy .should Thor{>c say “onlie begetter ”? 

2 This arrangement by (iroup.s is .soiiui evid(‘nce that it is Shaksperc’s own. Tiie flo-called Sonnet 
126 is only twelve lines of coiiplot ryme. Sonnet 145 h.as been supposed spurious, as it’s in four- 
measure rymo instead of five. But it is linkt to 142 and 144. I hold it genuine. The fonn of Slmkspere’s- 
Bonnots is less strict than those of tho Italian poets. It consists of three four-lino stanzas of alternate, 
live measure ryme, ending with a couplet, abab, cdcd, tfif, gg, 8co Mr. C. Tomlinson’s Book on The Sonnets, 
Murray, 1874. 

* George CTiapman had a friend, lilaster Bohert Hughes. (See the Preface to the Header, prefixed to 
his Hooter, C^hatto and Windus, pp. 4.) — H. bittledalo. 

* Compare the “William the Conqueror came before Richard the Third” story, aliout Shakspere,, 
li. Burbage, and the citizen’s wife. 
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Isix 

The true motto for the first ''roup of Shakspero'.s Sonnets is to he ^eeu jn Daviifs words, 
‘‘ I am <]istresst foi* tluio, iny lirotljcr Jonathan ; very ])leiisjuit liast tlion been unto me. Thy 
Ic^'o to me was woiulerful, passing the love of woman. W<^ hav e liad tlu‘rn TH‘,prO(liiced for 
ns Victorians, without tlieir stain of sin ami .sliame, in Mr. 1\‘nnys<»]i’s la Mtnaoriam. We 
have had them again to some extent in Mrs. Browning’s glorious Sonnets fo her husband, 
with their iterance, “ Hay over again, and yet once over again, that thou dost, love me.” We 
jnay look upon tlie Soiuiets as a piece of mn.sie, or as Hhaksj)(*re's ‘ paliif^ti<^ sonata,’ each 
imdody introduced, dropt again, brought in again with variations, hut om; full strain 
of undying love and fritmdshi]) tlirough the whole. Why could Hhakspere .say so heautifnlly 
for Antonio of 77/e X 'rchaitt, ‘‘All debts are cleared betvvr*(*n you ami 1, if 1 miglit 
but see you at my death: notwithstanding, use your j>h‘asuie *’ f Why did lie. mi^e 
Antonio of Ta:(^l/lh-Nifjht ‘‘ A witchcraft drew me liitlier” / W]:y did lie nialo^ Viola 
declare — 

“.And 1 most jocund, apt, an<l willingly, 

To do rest, a. thousaml deaths would die” ? 

Wliy did lie paint ITelena aJofie ; saying 

“ ’T w’a.s pretty though a jdague i i )t‘ every line and trick of his sweet favour! 

'I’o .see him every hour; to sit an<l dr.iw | Hut now he gone, and my idolatrous fancy 

llis arched brows, Ids hawliing t“yes, his cm Is, j .Must .sanctify liis r(?lics ” ‘r 

In our h('art\s table,— heart too eapahle ! 

Because he himself was Helena, Antonio. A witchcraft drew liiiii to a “ h(>y,'’ a youlli to 
vvhoin he gavi^ his 

“ Love without pretension oi icslrainf, 

All llis ill dedication.” 

.Shaks]iori‘ towards liirn was as Viola towards tlie Duke. ]Je went 

“ Afti'V him I love inoro than T love tliesc' ('ves, 

.Alorc than my life.” 

In the Sonnets we hav'e the gentle Will, t, lie melancholy mild eyed man, of the Droeshout* 
jiortrait. Shaksjiere’s tmid(‘r, s(?nsitive, r(‘tined nature is .seen eh'arJy here, but through 
a glass darkly in the jilays. * 

I ha^'e no space to dwell on tfie sections into wliicli I sojiarate tlu' Sonnets, and which 
follow hi tljo table lielow. I will only call special attention to sections 1) and 11/3 (Nos. 
71-4, 87-03), in wdiieh Shakspere's love to his fj jend is so beautifully set forth, and to 
section 13 fNos. 07-00), in wliich Will’s llower-like beauty is dwelt on, as Hhaksjx re’s 
love for him, in alisence recalled it. Ii<‘t those wdio want to reali.se the dillercuiee hetwven 
one kind of friendshij) and anotlier, contrast these Sonnets of Shakspere's with Baeon's 
eehdirated Es.say on Friendsliip. On this jioint J (juote the first }’«age of a jiaper .sent in to 
me at my BedfonI liectiirevs • — 

“ There are some imui who love for the sake of what love yields, and of ihese was 
Lonl Bacon ; and thei'e are some who love for ‘ love’s sake,’ and loving onee, lovt^ always ; and 
of these was Hhakspere. These do not lightly give their 1()V(‘, but onei^ givtui, tlieir faith is 
incorporate with their being; and liaving become jiart of themsidves, to jiart with that jiart 
would be to be ilismembcrod. Therefore if cliaiige or sin corrupt the engrafted limb, the only 
eli( ct is that the whole liody is shaken with anguisli, 

‘ AiM yet, lovo knows, it is u greater grief 
To hear love’s wrongs, than hate’.s known injury." — Son, -10. 

The offending ineihber may be nursed into health, or loved into life again ; but— forsaken ! — 
never J. 

(P.H. — My friend Mr. T. Alfred Hpalding (6Vn/.’.v J/ff//., March, 1878) has divided the 
first group of 126 Honnets into 3 classes: I. From Familiarity to' Friemlship (I to 25); 
II. Clouds (ending in separation, 26 to fifi) ; JIT. Reconciliation (97-126). His sections 
are: 1-14 (familiarity only), 15-25 (deepening affection). 11. 26-32 (Hli.’s feelings when 
separated from Will), 33-38 (Hh. cut to the lieaH by Will’s se)isual -- sdfish act of denying 
him as a friend), 39 (second absence), 40-42 (Will’s intrigue with S.’s mistress), 43-55 
(third absence — reaching to No. 96-> — H.’s thoughts centred on his friend), 56-8 (their 
separation becoming more certain), 59-65 (S. finds relief in his art), 66-74 (unmitigated 

* Pronounce “Drooz-howt : hout is wood. 
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^/loom ; H. wislios to ]>e out of tin* world), 75-80 (S/h Jove for Will; but by a rival he is 
tioposed from Wills heart), 87 DO (S.’s love and self-denial; the cry of an agonised heart), 
l^i-96 (Sh still loves Will, through all liis faults). HI. licconciliation (97-126).. Mr. 
Spalding’s admirable artick? is worth most careful study.) 

The thoughtless objection that many Sonnets in this group confuse, the sex of the 
person they’re addresst to, is answ<‘rd by SliakspeiH^ himself in Sonnet 20 on the master- 
mistress of his jiassioij. (Prof. Dowden’s forthcoming edition of the Sonnets [C. K- Paul 
A." Co.] should be; bought). 

Analysis of (iiioer 1. Sonnets 1 120. 


Solution 1. 
2 . 

.. 4 


(i. 


A 


2 . 

10 . 

11 . 


12 , 

n. 


u. 


So:jn t', 1 2.). a. 1 IV. Will’s beauty, and liis duty to marry and beget a son* 

18 2.5. Will’s beauty, and IShaksi>uro*s lov() for liiiii. 

•J(i tI2. Kii'st Absi'ma-. Shakspere travelling, and away from Will. 

Will ’s s usual fault blaind, repented, and forgiven. 

;pj U, Shakspore has (iommitted ii fault that will sojiarate him from Will. (? 2nd 
Absence in 89.) 

40 2. Will has taktm away Shakspere’.s mistress. (See Group 2, § 6, Sonnets 1 33 6.) 

01. a. 43-55. Second Absence. Will ahsenf, Shakspero has a portrait of him, 
/ 3 . 50 -8. The sovereign: slave watching : so made by God. 

y, 59 -00. Will’s beauty. 

5 . 01. Waking and watching. Shukspere has 

02 -5. Shak.spcrre full of st;lf-love, eOnquerd by Time, which will conquer Will too : 
yet Shakspero will secure him eternity. 

00 -70. Shakspero (like liamlot) tired of the w'orld: hut not only on puhlii; ground.^. 

Will has mixt with bad oomj>.any ; hut Shakspero is sure he is luiro, :ind 
oxcuht'S him. 

71 4. Shakbpere on his own death, and his entire love for his friend. (Compare 
tJie death-thoughts in llamht and iMeasura for Meaaurc.^) 

75-7. ShaksiH're’s love, and always writing on one theme, his Will, with the 
presiJiit of a tuhlo-hook dial and jioeket looking-glass combined in one, by 
Sh. to Will. 

,, 78'-93. a. 78 80. Shakspm’O on his rivals in Will’s love, (h G. Chapman, the rival 

poet.'-*) 

87-93. Shaksporc’s farewell to Will : most beautiful in the solf- 
forgetfulnoss of Shakspere’s love. 

94 >0. Will vicious. Yet Shakspere loves him. 

„ 97-99. Third Absence, AVill’s dower-like beauty, find Shakspere’s love for him; 

followed by faults on both sides, and a separation 3, ended .by Will’s 
desire, 120, 1. 11. ' • 

100 121. a. 100 -112. llenewing of love, three years after the first Sonnets (104). 

Shaksporo’s love stronger now in its summer than it was in 
its spring 102, 1. 5; 119, 1. 10 12.4 Note the “hell of 
tiiia*,” 120, 1. 6, that Will’s uiikindness has made Shakspere 
pa.ss.* 


‘ I do not think that “The (;oward conquest of a wretch’s knife,” 74, 11, alludes to an attempt 

to stab Shak.sjMirc, 1 believe it is the “ confounding age’s crued knife ” of 63, 1. 10. 

2 ‘The j)ioiid full sail of his groat verse,” 86, 1. 1, probably alludes to the swelling hexameters of 
(/Impman’s eiiglishiiig of Homer. “ Ills spirit, by spirit.s taught to write,” 1. 5, may well refer to 
Chapman’s jdaiin that Homer’s spirit inspired him, a claim made, no douht in words, before its appearance 
in print in hi.s Tears of Trace, 1609, Jnductio, p. 112, col. i., Chatto and Windus cd.- 


‘ I am, said he, [Homer] that spirit Khfsiav, 

That did thy bosom Jill 

With such u Jiood of soul, that thou wert fain, 
With erviatnatinjis o f her rapture then. 


To vent it to the cohoes of the vale 

and thou didst inherit f 
My true sense, for the time then, in my spiri\ ; 
And I invisibly wnt prompting thecT • . . 


See, too, on Shaksperc’s sneer at his rivc'il’s “affable familiar ghost, which nightly gulls him with in- 
telligence, ” I- 9, 10, (’hupinan’s Dedication to his Shadow of Night (1694), p. 3, “not vithout having drops 
of their souls like an la ivcnly and in his Tears of Peace, p. 123, col. 2. 


‘Still htiing persuaded by the shnmeless night, Of an unthrifty angel that deludes 

That all my r(»ading, writing, all my pains. My simple fancy?' . . .i, . 

Are scu ious trifles, and llio idle veins 


These make a hotter case for Chapman bring the rival, than has been made for any one else, (Mr. Harold 
fdltledalo gave mv, some of thc.«e reforenees.) 

Happily not ending like that of Sir Deoline and Lord Ttoland de Vaux, in Coleridge. 

4 The doctrim^ here that “ min’d love, w^hen it is built anew, (4rows fairer tlian at first ” was also put 
into Tennyson’s Prihf.''ss in its “Blessings on the falling-out, that all the more endears”; but was rightly 
taken 0 it again. 

® “ And to be wroth with one wo love, 

Doth work like madness in the bi’ain.*’ — Coleridge. 
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IXKI 

' /s. n.'i-lH. Fourth Absence*. Shaks[K*ro sees VV’^ill in all iinture. 

y. 1 15-121. ShakHpere describes bis love for Will, and justilloB himself, 
•j^ection 15. Sonnets 122 >126. Shaksporo oxensos bimsojf for pivinj^ nAvny Will’s present of some tables, 

again describes his love for Will, and warns Will that be too must grow old. 

With regard to tlie second group of Sonnets, we must always keoji Sbaksfa nj’s own 
words in No. 121 before us : — 

1 am that 1 am' ; and they that level | By tbfh- I'ank thoughts iny denis rr)n>t not he ‘ 

At my abuses, reckon u"^ their own : shown ; 

i may be straight, though they thoTiiselves b( TJnh'SS this gc^noral evil they iriaintam, - 

bevel; All men are bad, and in their badness reign. 

Still I think it is plain that Shakspere had become involvd in an intrigue with a rmn’ibjd 
woman who threw him over for his frieml Will. She wa-s dark, had iK^antiful c>os, and was 
a tine musician, but false. The most repulsive of the Sonnets is no doubt No. J29. But 

that and the others ydainly slJbw that Shakspore knew tliat his love was Ins sin (112), and 

that in liis snppos(;d heaven ho found hell'-. Ailnltery in those days was nf> new tiling, \^a,s 

treated with an indifference that we wonder at now. What was new, is that wlnbth Slink’ 

sp(^re sliows us, his deep Te[)<mtaiu;e hir the sin committed. Sad as it may laj to us to 
be forcetl to conclnde that shame has to lai cast on ilie nol>le name we rev<\i*cnce, yet l«*t us 
renieinl'er that it is but for a temporary skiin on his career, and that tlu’ough tla^ knowledge, 
of the Iniman heart he gained by his own trials we get tin* inbnisest and most valnahli* 
records of his gimius. It is only those who have been tliroiigli tlie mill tJioinselves, tliat 
know liow hard (Jodts stones and the devilts griml. 

The Second Group of Sonnets, 127 -154, 1 divide into — 

Section 1. Sonnet 127. (.)n his mistress’s dark comjdex ion, brows, and eyes. i (!']»• b''i''wncoTi bis 

dark Bosalino, in Lovers Lffhours Last,) 

„ 2. „ 128. On her, his niu.sic, playing music (the virginals). 

,, 8. ,, 120. ’ after <‘n joying her. Jle laments his weakness. 

,, 4. ,, 130. „ a ehalJing dcsei’iption of her. ((Compare M.'irl<>woV' ; lAngiuf, 

h(jforo 1603, in Dodslet/, ix. 370; and Shirley's Slsf'rs “ Were it 
not fine,” &c.) 

,, 5. „ 131-2. Tho’ plain to others, his mistr(*ss is fairest to Shakspere's doting heart. But 

her deeds arc black ; ami her black ey(‘S pity liim. 

„ 0. ,, 133-6. She has taken his friend Will from him (cj). 40 -42). 11*. asks her to restore 

his friend (134), or to take him as part of her (and his) Will (135). If 
» she’ll hilt love his name, she’ll love him (iShaksjjereh as his name too 

is Will (136). 

„ 7. „ 137-145. Shakspere knows his mistress is not beautiful, and lliat she ’s false, but 

ho loves her (137). Each lit‘s to and flatters the *jthcr '138). , Still if 

she ’ll only foo/c kindly on him, it ’ll be enough (130). *She must not look 
too cruelly, or ho might despair and go mad, and tell the world that ill of 
her that it would only too soon htdic^ve (i lO). ife loves her in spite 
of his senses (141). Bhe has broken her bed- vow ; then let lier j)ity him 
(142). She may catc.'h hi.s fnend if she will but giv*' him a «mjlo (143).' 
lie has two loves, a fair man, a dark woman who ’d corrupt the man (H I, 
the. Keif SoMiet). She was going to say she hat< d him, bu', Heeing his 
distress, said, not him (145). 

. 8. „ MG (? Misplaced.) A remonstrance 'svit.h himstdf, on spending too much, f ither 

* on dress or outward self-indulgence, and e.^horting himself to give, it up 
. for inward culture. (’Phe blank for two words in line 1, 1 till with 

“Hcmmd with:” ep, Venus a mt Adonis, 1022, “ Hemmd with thieves.”) 
Note his helit?f in the tmmoi-tality of the soul, di'cJared in I. M. . • . 

0. 147-8, Shakspeni’s feverish lova*. ilrives him mad, his doctor — being set 

aside (147). Love has obscured his sight (148), 

,i 10. *„ 140 152. He gives himself up wholly to his mistress; loves Avhom ^h* »ovo8, hatt's 

whom she hates (140). The vvorst of her de(*ds h*' lows bettor than any 
other’s best (150). The mor<i Ju* ought to hate h* r, the more ho lovt.‘S 
her. He is content to he her drudg< 3 , for In* loves her (151). Yet ho 8 
forsworn, for he 's told lies of her goodness, ami sh*; has broken her hod.* 
vow ; he has bix)kon twenty oaths (152). 

’ Compare lago’s “ I am not what I am,” in Othello, I i., and Parollos’s ** Simply tho thing I am shall 
make me live,” in All TFelt, IV. iii. 

“ Sonnets 110, lines 2, 8 ; 147, lines 1, 14, * 
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Bpction 11. Sonnets l$3-4. (May be made Group III., or Division 2 of Group II.) Two ^nnota 

lighter in tone. In l)oth Cupid sleeps, has his brand put out, in (lo3) 
fountain, (154) a well, which the brand turns into medical baths ; ohal#- 
spere comas for cure to each, but Bnds none. He wants his mistress s eyes 
for that (153). WattT cools not love (154). 

The Sonnets .stretch, I believe, over many years ; the existence of a few, even the first 
.six>au(l-twenty in 1598, would sati.sfy Meres's mention. That three years elapsed between 
tlie Sonnets 100-112, and certain former Sonnets, is clear from 104. Sonnet 66 must surely 
be aboiit the Hamlet time ; and the extreme difficulty of constrring some of the Sonnets, for 
instance, 107 (for which I cannot admit Mr. Mas.sey\s interpretation), points to their 
^ coiiiposition in Shakspere’s Third Period. But wdiatever their date, I wish to say with all 
the emphasis I can^ that in my belief no one can understand Shakspere wlio doe.s not hold 
that his Sonnets are autobiographical, and that they explain the depths of the soul 6f the 
Shakspere who wrote the play.s. I know that Mr. Browning i.s against this view, and holds 
that if Shakspere did unlock his heart in his Sonnets,’^ then “ the le.s.s Shakspere he.'* But 
I 'd rather take, on tliis question, the witness of the greatest poetess of our Victorian, nay of 
all time yet, and ask whetlier she was the less, or the greater and truer, Kliziibeth Barrett 
Browning', or })oet, because slie unlockt Ac?* heurt in A/^r Sonnets,^ or because she “went 
forward and confe.ssed to her critic.s that her po(uns bad her heart and life in them, they weix^ 
not empty sliells ! " ‘ I have done my work, so far, as work, — not as mere hand and head 

work, apart fiom the ])er.soiml being, -but as the complete.st expi*ession of tJiat being to >'diic}i 
I could attaiji " (Pref. e<l. 1844). And this is why she has drawn to lier :ill noble souls If 
any |K>et has failed in attaining the like result, det him know that it is because he has not 
used her nuMiis. Tie has kept his readers outside him, and they in return have kept him 
outsider them, rot taking Jiim, as tliey 've biken lier, into their hearts. It is the heart's 
voice alone that can stir other hearts. I alw:iy.s ask that the Sonnets should be read 
betwo<‘n the Second and Third Periods, for the “ hell of time " of which they speak, is 
(lie best pr(*pai*ation for the temper of that Third Period, and enables us to iiiKlcrstand 
it. The fierce aiul .stern decree of that Period seems to me to be, “there sliall be vengeance, 
deAtli, for misjudgment, failure in duty, self-indulgence, sin," and the innocent who belong to 
the guilty sJiall suffer wifh them : Portia, Ophelia, Desdemona, Coi‘delia, lie beside Brutus, 
Hamlet, Olhello, Lear. 

Julius CViSAii. — We j)a.ss from tlie friendship of tw6 private Englishmen to one of the 
great events, the centres of the world’s history, the fall of the Homan Republic, the rise 
of the Roman Empire, that Empire so long the dominant power of the «incient world, 
.and whose influence is so dcjeply felt even in our modern life. There is nb question more of 
rivals for the love of a now unknown Will, for the favour of a forgotten swarthy mistres.*^ ; 
it is thO world’s throne that has to be .struggled for, the fate of n&tions that has to be 
settled ; and yet, still, over tha strife, comes to us the paind cry of the betrayd friend 
“ Ei in lirnief and (Jsesar's heart hursts. The sa?ne cry is to reach ns from almost every 
one of Shak.s))ere’.s future play.s with more or le.ss intensity — from Hamlet’s father and 
Hamlet himself ; from Othello and Roderigo ; from Duncan and Banquo ; from Lear and 
Edgar and Gloster (in L*>ar)\ from Antony and Octavius; from Coriolanus, Timon ; from 
Palarnon (if Shakspere wrote part of Two Noble Kimvwn) and Pro.s|>ero ; from Posthuirwis 
and Belarius (in Cymbcline), While beside the false friends stand the true ones, Antony to^ 

• 

* “ Honour, again, to tlio singers of briuf pocin.s, to the lyrists and sonnotteers I O, (Shakespeare, let thy 
name rest gently among tliem, perfuming the place. We ‘ swear ’ that these sonnets and songs do verily 
hroathft, * not of themselves, but th^e and wc* recognise and bless them as short sighs from thy largo 
poetic heart, burdened with diviner inspiration.” . . . “ Sidney, true knight, and fantastic iKiet, whose 

soul did too ouriously inquire the fashion of the beautiful — the fashion rather than th6 secret, — but left us 
in one line, the complotcst Ars Toetica extant — 

* Foolf, sayde my Muse to moo, loolce in thine hearty and write' 

thy name b(! famous in all England and Arcadia ! And Raleigh, tender and strong, of voice sweet enough 
to answer that * Passionate Shepherd,’ yet trumpet- shrill to s^eah the * SohCh errand' thrilimy the tlepths of 
our own!*' . . . — English PoetSy pp. 143 5, od. 1863. Thie is the teaching that such of our modern poets 
as are not mere tinkling cymbals, but have souls, need, and that the student of Shakspere's Sonnets must 
recollect. Is Shakspere the less for having unlockt his heart in his Sonnets P It ’s only folk less than the 
noble [K>etcss, who think so. 

" Is not Mr. Tennyson’s heart in his In Memoriam ? 
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Csesar ; Horatio to Hamlet ; Oassto to Othello ; Macduff to Malcolm ; Kent and the Fool to 
, ; tho Steward to Timon ; Paulina to Hermione. Friendship was much in Shaksperela 

thoughts. The lesson of Julius Cmar is, that vengeance, death, shall follow rebellion 
for insutfieiont cause, for misjudging the politicar state of one’s country, and misjudging 
the means — taking unlawful ones — to attain your ends : Do not evil that good may come. 
The play is one of that class by which Shakspere taught political lessons to his countrymen. 
What made Shakspere produce this historical play in 1601? We know its date by an 
extract , from Weever’s Mirror of Martyrs^ IGOl, no doubt written when the play was quite 
fresh in people’s minds 

The raany-heaclod multitude wore drawn | Whin eloquent Mark Antony had nhown 

By Brutus’ speoeh, that Ott)«ir was ambitious : | His virtues, who but Brutus then was vicious? 

As there is nothing in Plutarch’s Lives that could liave suggested this, Weever must 
have known Shakspere ’s play. — What hajipeued in England in 1601 to make 81mkspeie 
anxious to enforce the lessot? of it ? WJiy, Essex's ill-judged i-ehellion against Queen 
Elizabeth, on {Sunday, Feb. 8, 1601. He, the queen’s most petted favourite and general, 
broke out in arm d rebellion against her in London. His outbreak was ridiculously ill-advised. 
He was taken prisoner, tried, an<l executed on February 25, IGOL And I cannot doubt tliat 
this rebellion was the reason of Hhaksj»cre’s producing his Jtf/ius Ca>sar in IGOl. Assuredly 
the citizens of London in that year who heard Shaksp(*re’s play must liave felt the force 
of Et til Hriitrf and mi^t have scon Brutus’s death, with keener and more homo-felt 
influence than we feel and hoar tiie things with now. Among Essex’s fri(Mids was tliat 
Lord 8outham[)ton, to wliom {Sliaksjiere dedicated both Ids Ventfs in 1505, and Jynorce 
in 1594 : tho latter thus : — 

*‘Tho love I dedicate to your lordbliip is w'itliout <3ud ; whorc()f this painphlct, without hoginniiig, is 
hut a suporfluo.us moiety. Tho warrant I have (»f your honourable disposition, not the worth of iiiy 
untutored lines, makes it lassured of afceptnic(\ What I have doni' is yours; what T have to do is 
yours ; being part in all I have, devoted yours. Were iny worth gri'uter, my duty M’oukl show greater ; 
ineantiino, us it is, it is hound to your lordship, to whom 1 wish long life, still lengthened with hajipiaoss. 

‘‘ Vour lordship’s in all duty, 

“William Siiakesi*i:aue.’’ 

For his share in the rebellion, 8outliaiuj)toii was inijnisond in the Tower (and was not 
5set free till efter Elizabeth died, in March, 1G05), so that we must believe that the whole 
matter came lioviie to Hhakspere’s heart, though I fetd sure that Sliakspere ms a ])atriot, w ith 
his intense love fm* England, prefernl his couiitiy to his patron, and told tin* world too, 
by his new ])hiy, what Ids feelings were. If, too, Sliakspere’s coiiqiany, tluough Augustine 
Phillip])s, one of its inembei's with whom the contract was made, was the company that acted 
JRichard II. in the streets for Kssex and liis party, the aetoi's would be. most desirous to 
}>rove their loyalty by producing this new play, with its lesson of vengeance on conspirators. 

I cannot give-in to the notion tliat ^hakspere didn’t alhuh^ to jiolitical events in Ids plays. 
We know he did to w^omeii’s [laiuting their faces and wearing sliaiil hair, to men’s absuiil 
dresses and drunkenness, &c. Ac. Why not then to greater things ? He, wdtli his iiit(*ns(‘ 
^patriotism and love of England. To say that he didn’t, is all gammon and pooh. 

Julius Ciesar is not the hero of the play : Brutus is; yet Caesar’s spirit rules, as (Jassius 
nnd Brutus' before their deatlis acknowledge. As Gloster’s murder in 2 Uvnry VI. is 
the turning-jioint’ of tliat quadrilogy, as Arthur’s deSitli is the tundiig-poiiit King John, 
so here CVsav’s murder is the centre and Idnge of the l)lay. His death overcomes Ids 
conquerors. His 'bodily presence is weak and contemptible, but his spirit rises, arms his 
avengei*s, and Ids assassins proclaim its might. His successor, Octavius, inherits the 
empire he created but di<l not enjoy. Caesar prevails. TIi(3 (Vesar of the play is not 
the great conqueror of Britain (did HLakspere make him despicable for that 1) but Oiesar, 
old, decaying, failing both in health and mind. His long success lias ruind his character, 
has turned his head. He fancies himself not a man as other men. Jfe thinks, as Professor 
Dowden says, that he can read other men with a look : Cassius he does, but the soothsayer 
and the conspirators he does not. In Act I., sc, ii., ho speaks of himself in the third 
person ; he swoons when tlie crowui is offered to 1dm ; he opens his doublet and oflera 
his throat to be cut ; just like a stage-actor. He has the falling sickness, or epilepsy ; 
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he'H deaf in one ear, superstitious, jjompous, arrot/aut, and boastful. Ho accepts flattery 
wlien ])rofessin<y to bo above it; he vacillates, though he says he’s constant, &c. On 
the otlier liand, Brutus is one of Shaksi>ere’s noblest inoii, if not the noblest. Wo liave 
him first as a friend to (Jjusar, tolling him of the soothsaym- : “ I love him well/’ ho 
says (Act J., sc. ii.) ; “ P>rutuss love to Ca?sar was no loss tiian his/’ Yet he is not 
gamesome; he’s vext and at war with himself; ho thinks he is not the man to set the 
times right, yet if honoui* calls him he must act ; he has thought before of the troubles 
coming on the State, and would rather be a villager, a. jiagan, than in Koine under a 
king. Yet he is no judg(^ of men ; he cannot see that (Cassius is playing on him as 
on a pipe ; he misjudges Antony, and alway.s takes the wrong steps in action. He wants 
iiisight ami reasoning power, and agrees to join in the murder of Julius Caesar on a 
supposition only 

“ llf* would 1)0 orowji'd.” 

“ How that uiiglit change his nature, there’s the (luestion.” 

It is a parallel to the alignment — siipjjort the Soilom of Tiirjcey and oppose Ku.ssia, for fear 
the Sclavs may sorm* day get to Constantinople and cause unpleasantness^ to us.” Brutus is, 
in fact, sonunvliat vain of Ids hei'(‘ditary trharacter and his own })C‘rsonal one. Blinded 
by this vanity, which is shown, too, in the putting himself forward to speak about 
Ciesar’s death, and, being convinced that no one can answer him, he gives in to (‘assins’s 
tmnfitation and the flattery of the appi^al to him. He is too noble oi* too pedantic, too 
ignorant of human nature, to allow tlu^ oath to bo taken by the conspirators, or liave 
Mark Antony kilh'd. He cannot see wdiat is necessary in practice, that Ciesar’s limbs 
should go with Civsar. His stupid misjudgmeut of Mark Antony arises from looking 
at the mere outside of the man, because he’s given to sports, to wildness, and inucli 
company, and is not a grave student like Brutus himself. His treatment of Cassius, too, 
is uiigeiiorous, wdieu ho scolds the latter for getting gold by bad moans, tho’ he, Brutus, 
had before askt for some of it, and grumble(l wlien it was not given him. His want of 
practical knowledge is again shown in liis over-ruling Cassius’s wise advice about the battle 
at Philijipi, and then throwing away tlie battle by letting his soldiers plunder Octavius’s 
cam}) instead of attacking Antony who (great soldier as he was) had beaten Cassius. Yet, 
with all the deductions w(^ have to make from Brutus’s character, there remains ofio of the 
noblest figures in Shaksiicre. Nature stands up and says to all the world, ’fliis was 
a man,” setting him liy Hamlet’s father ; and when we |)ut his notion of honour beside 
flotspnr’s or Henry the Fifth’s, we see how much liner a nature the Koniaii’s was than tliat 
of our Eiiglisli heroes, and w-'o do not wonder that the man who dying says ' 

“ My heart doth joy that yet in all my life 
f I’oiind no man but he was true to me - 

is set down as ‘‘the noble.st Roman of tliem all. ’ It Avas under the burden of setting right 
his tinu', that h<', unfit to beai* that burden, sank, and died by his own hand. And in 
sJiariiig tlie strain of tjiat burden on Iiini, his noble wife died too, self-slaughtered. 

A word must suflice to refer tlie Header to Professor Dowden’s btiautiful passiige on tlie 
glorious scene between Brutus and his wife, pure soul to soul, no thought of earthly dallying 
between them. Note tlu^ lift from the scene betAveen Hotspur and his Kate. Tho play^ 
m\H fli-st printtul in the Folio of and is drawn from part of Phitaix;h’s Lives of 

Jiiliii.s Ciesar, Brutus, and Antony, printed in liazlitf^ Part 1., vol. iii., .^)p. 171 253, 
.’115-418. See aJ.so iny friend Prof. Slcoat’s Shakspere’s Plutarrh, MacmiiLtri ife Co. 

Hamlet. — We p^iss from the seven-hilld city, so long the empress of the world, to 
Denrnarkc, the whyclie is a very }Doore cAJUiitre, bare, and full of p^JiunteV’^ and yet 
a countiy which, like Romo, conquered England. “ The Danes hath bene good warryew, 
but for theyr p4)verto I do inarueyh^ bow they <lyd get ones Flnglondo. They be subtylb 
Avytted, and tliey do proll muclie about to get a pi’ey.” Of Elsinore, Miss Deedes srfys : — 
‘^Many a warm and starlight summer’s avt*. hav^ I passtxl sitting on the rocks, below 
the ramparts of the castle. Who could describe the perlection of such a scene and such 
a situation? The calm sea rippling at one’s feet; opposite, the bright lights of the 


* 1542. Andrew Boorde, p. 163 of my edition. 
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Swedish town ; and nearer still tlitj many-coloured lanterns of tla^ uuuiorous ships anchor<Hl 
and at rest for the night. Above, tlie shining stai-s, excelling in l)eaiity, purity, ai|d 
brightness all earthly lights ; in on(‘*s oars the gwnt silence of a suinuier^s night, broken 
only by the musical whisper of the rippling waves, the chimes from the town, and the 
bells in the ships as the midnight hour draws near. Behind, the grim old walls, wJxcreoii 
it is not difficult to imagiiuj tliat one secs tlie dark ligures of Hamlet »,iid his friends, 
and the shadowy vision of the ghost ; or to fancy one’s car saluted witli tlu^ ‘ Who goes 
there?’ of the sentry, the wild pletuling of Hamlx't, and the sepulchral toiu's of Jiis 
supernatuiTil visitor.” But it is on no swx‘ct summer’s eve that ShaksjHMe, with his 
sense of miturc’s syinf‘'thy with man, lias put his /lawlet; biting winter is the time 
for that. Lot us first the’ look at the links with Jidiun Ctvsar, links of likeness as wcl^ 
as contrast. There are first, three mentions of Julius Ca*.Siir in the play by Hxxratio, it 
1. i.*; Polonius, in ITLii.; Hamlet, in V. i. Then there is the burden of seMiiig right 
the times out of joint, ])ut as a duty on a student, a man who knows himself untit for 
the burden, and who in bearing it brings death to liimself and the woman who loves 
him, her mind giving way imider tlie strain. 3. As Antony has to I'cveiige his friend 
Caesar’s murder, so Hamlet and Laertes have to revenge their fathers’ murdi^i-s ; and 
Laertes accepts his duty as willingly as Antony does. 4. A ghost apjiears in each jilay. 
5. Antony’s character of Brutus after death is like that of Hamlet's father. G. Brutus’s 
words to Messala in Act IV., sc. iii., of Jnlhis Cfesar on Portia’s death “we must die/’ 
“ she must die once,” aiv. like Gertrude’s and Claiulius’s to Hamlet on his father’s dt^ath, 
“all that lives must die,” Sic. 7. Hamlet’s making his speech of a dozen or sixtemi 
lines the turning point of liis vengeance is like Brutus ami Antony both making then 
s[>eeehes the turning-point of their action. 8. Hamlet’s feeling before liis fenciug-matcb 
is just like Ca.ssius’s and Brutus’.s before Philippi. 9. Hamlet lovd plays, as Antony 
did, <fee. Besides, there arc other small likenesses, as that of the oath taken by Hamlet’s 
friends, and proposed to lx* taken by Brutus’s ; the murder of Glaudiiis, the usurper of 
the crown, and the murdei* of Oa^sar, the intending usur|Xir ; Hamlet rejiding a book 
and Brutus reading a book, &c. The links of contrast : We havtj Hamlet with weakness 
of will, Bi’utus with weakness of judgment ; Hamlet ipiick to resolve but slow to act 
in liis great duty, Brutus slow to resolve but quick to act; Hamlet a good shaper, of 
means to end, Brutus a bad, always wrong in practice ; Hamlet with no man but Horatio 
true to him, Brutus with no man ever false to him ; Hamlet and his Ophelia to be 
pitied, Brutus and his .Portia to be reverenced. The links with the Sonnets GG and 90 
I have already alluded to. The strong ones with Meamre for Measure will be noteil 
hereafter ; this group of three plays is firmly bound together. Of links with earlier 
plays we need' only notice the Conscience-passage here and in Richard II T. Hamlet’s 
gi'and i*esolves and speeches, with nothing coming of them, are just like Richard tlu*. 
Second’s ; and in many points Hamlet is clo.se akin to Romeo. The motto which 1 
would set at the head of llmnlet is three lines fi’om Mr. Tennyson’s “Supposed Con 
fessioiis of a second-rate, sensitive mind not in unity with itself,” from his Poems Chiejhj 
Lyrical^ 1830 : — 

“Oh weary life ! oh weary death ! 

Oh spirit and hc^art made desolate ! 

Oh damned vacillating state.” 

In judging the chayicter of Hamlet, and getting rid of the gross absurdity of lepi-e- 
senting him^as a hero, a man of action and decision, whose hesitation was diui only to 
want of coiil^iction of his duty, we must look at the old stiOiy of the prose Hamlet of 
1608^, and recollect that the Hamlet there was the unhesitating man of action. Thougli 

^ Though this date of publication is five years later than that of the play, yet nearly all students 
allow that the pieco^^here represents the old story that*Shaksi)erc «s<’d. It is printed in Pt. I.,yol. 

ii., pp. 224-279, and was englisht from Bclleforest’s Jfistuirrs Tragiques^ which was translated h’oni 
the Italian of Bandello. That there was an earlier play of Hamlety which SliJibspcre rnay have used, 
too, is <^ortain. The first and spurious Quarto of Shaksjicro’s play (which 1 beli(fvc to be his first sketch — 
SCO iny Forewords to Griggs’s Facsimile, (Js. — with patches by a botcher) was juihlisht in 1003 ; the second 
genuine one, the real Hamlet, conttiining most important passages not in the l'\)lio, was issued in 1604 ; 
the third* printed from Q. 2, in 1605 ; the fourth, printed from Q. 3, in 1611. ’fhe Folio text is from an 
altered copy of Q. 2. Tiro first entry of tlio play on the Stationers’ Kegistci s is on July 26, 1602, by James 
Ilobertos ; “ A bookc called Tho Kevengo of Hamlet. Prince [of ] Dcninarke, as y t was latolie acUnl by 
the Lord Chamberlayne his sorvautes. .vj*” See Arber’s TratiHcrlpt, iii. 212. 
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this story ♦^ave »SliaksjX‘ro, the iiieideiits of the murder of the father, the jMulterou^ 
incest and sul)se(|ucnt inarria^t^ of the mother and uncle, the sbainining madness of the 
son, witli tJn^ rnt*thod of it, “ a <(reat(* and i*aro suhtyllte, ’ t.lie attempt to iind out his scei’et 
hy a “ linu’e anti l)oautifn]I ” woniaji in a sticrct place, Hamlet’s interview with his mother 
witli some onti listening Ix'liind the ari’as, tht^ “ a rat, a rat, ’ the reproach of the motlier hv 
the son, the sending l^amh^t to thigland witli two of the murder(u‘’s ministers to he killed^ 
and Hamlet’s rcAimgc^ on tlunn, it yet brings Haiuk't hack after a year in haiglahd to 
swe(‘p to his revenge, to make all tln^ nobles who took part with his uncle drunk, and 
burn them in the wine-hall, and to cut his uj)ch‘’s head ch^'in olFhis shoulders. This inau 
Sliakspere resolved to turn into liie hesitating, philosophising,^ duty-shirking, excuse- 
seeking Hamlet la‘ has given us, a ty]>e of the weakness of eveuy one amongst us, as. 
ho changed tin*, lirst ‘|U(*(*n’s ch'ar jnstilication of herself, and luy acting witli Hamlek 
to aocom])Hsh his rev<mge, into the doubtful conduct of Gertrude, ; and the frank confession, 
of the woman si‘t to betray Hamlet, into the (luestionable sharing of Ophelia in her father’.s 
jilaiis. Tlie description above of Hamh‘t's honu' at Klsiiiore, his own account of hia 
rides on tlie j»\ster Yorick’s back, of bis noble father, of Ids mother's allection for liim^ 
show how happy the boy’s home must have been, and how well he iindrrs'tood the heauty 
of this “brave oVrlainging Hrmanient,” and “what a ])iece of work is man! bow noblo 
in reason, how infinite in faculty, in form and moving how express and admirable ! 
Trained be was in all (exercises of arms and knightly deixls. “ Out of Oenmarke,’’ says Andrew 
Hoordc, “ a man may go into Saxsony ; the clnTe cyte or town of Saxsony is Witzeburg, 
whycli is a. vnyuersite.’' Thither— to Luthei-’s University — Hamhjt went, surrounded by 
friends. J’ln^ best fencer in the place, lie delighte<l in thii tragedians more than t he humorous, 
man and the clown, and, if we may believe S}iaks])ere, was as good a critic of acting as 8hak- 
s])cri* himself. Tlie.se three years he has Jioted the age. It is grown so picked that tlio toe 
of the ])(‘asant comes so near the heel of the coinUcr, lie galls his kibe ; and down the 
notes go in th<^ student’s table.s, of those ills that make, calamity of so long life, tho 

whips and seorji of time,” Xn*. On this young uiiiver.sity-inan tomes the terrible blow 
of his idolised father’s death. 1 c.all him young, as Jiis father do<‘.s, as lu^ himself, Pohmius, 
Laertes, and Ophelia do too ; for though lie is thirty at the end of .the few months of 
(he play, y<d, he cannot bo more than about twenty when tln^ pla.y begin.s.' Jle goes 
home, and with his mother, like Niobe all tears, follows bis poor father’s body to tlu^ 
grave. The eh^ction to the tliron<% not by th(.‘ rabble, but no doubt by a (‘ouiicif of tlie 
iKiblc.'S, follows. Ifamhit makes no sign ; bis uncle, whom lie sii.spects of foul l‘lay, pops 
in between the election and bis hopc.s. He still neither watches that uncle Jior liis 
jiiothcr. ifo grieves and meditates’^ and falls in love. He moons arid spoons. His 
answer to his father shows what has engaged his ( hough ts, ‘‘with yvings as swift as 
meditation or the tlioughts of love.’^ Fn liis “ weaknes.s and Jiis melancholy' ” he is alone, 
and throws hirmself on Ophelia’s bosom. His motlier has .sought, her comfort too, and 
married her seducer witliiii a mouth of her first and noble husband’s death. This second 
blow criishe.s Fiarnlet’s already downea.st .sfiirit. IFis impulse, is to run away, t(j go back 
to school in Witten ibiirg, to friends, tragedians, ami note-books. But weak and melaii- 
clioly, lie weakly gives way to tli(^ asking of the mother ho despi.ses, and stays at court, 
but still with no thought of action ; all he desires is, to evaporate, or, if ho had the 
pluck or want of consineucc, to kill him.self. Does not one want a Friar Laurence to 
cry out as to Koiikm), “ Art thou a man, thy tears are womanish '# why rail’st thou on ' 
thy biilh, the h(*a.ven and eaifli ? thy noble shaj)e is but a form*of wax, digressing from 
tlie valour of a man 1” One must insist on tliis, that before any revelation of his father’s. 

^ This iT]ConHi.stciiry in Hamlet’s age needn’t trouble any one. It’s just like tho ft w day.s for 
months in The Mvrv.hiud, Di'sdtanona speaking afti’r she’s sliflod, .bohemia having a se.'i-coa.st in 
Tale^ &c. 8o long a.s Sliak.sjxTo got his main point, lii.s characters riglit, ho didn’t care twopence for 
accidentals. • '* 

“ In a capital Taper, “The case of Hamk-t the Younger” (Oalcuy, April, 1870), by my friend Mr.. 
Richard (crant White, the < ditor of Sliakspere, the same view oi Ilumlct that T take, was before taken. 
Mr. IFargrovc too has, in his Lectures, he says, often taken this view. Mr. Grant White so well 8 a 5 ^s, 
p, 637, of Hamlet, “his wras one of those natures into which wrong enters like a thorn^ to wound and rankle^ 
not as a spur to rouse endeavour y But the “forbidding the chief actor not to moek Polonius ” (p. 539) wa» 
of course ironical, like tho traditional “ tbai’t duck him in tho horsepond,” “don’t nail his ears to tho^ 
post ” the latter, by the way, was the regular thieves’ punidimont ; the culprit was given a knife, s<> 
tliat he might free himsolf by cutting his car, or a bit of it off, when ho got tired of standing by his post. 
(Wittemberg was Luther’s univeraity, and on its church, Oct. 31, 1317, ho stuck his 96 llieses.) 
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murder is iluide to Humlot, before any burden of rcveii^ijing tliat nnir(l(*r is laid upon liitiu 
he thinks of suicide as a welconu^ means of escape from tliis I’air wcu’ld of God’s, niad<‘ 
abominable to his diseasd and \v(‘ak imagination by Jiis mother's Inst, and the dishonour 
done by her to his fatlar’s nuanory. This is the first, as it will ]>e hereafter tlie main 
thing in his thoughts, this the act which lie will first revenge, and with a will, leaving- 
tho vengeance for the murder of li is father to the fraining of that Provideju t^ wJio “sba])es 
our ends, rough hew them how wo will,” and who turns the }>oisond point meant ])y tlu^ 
murderer for Hamh^t’s own bosom, into that murdena's breast. While ilamlct waits fur 
Jiis father's gliost, he explains to us his own cliavacter. lie carries thi‘ stam]> of one 
defect, Avcakness of wit^, wliich doubts the noble substance of his nature to his own 
scandal ; and twice again during the jday Shaks]M‘re reacts for us tin? riddh' of liis liero’s 
character, in the Player-king’s s])ee(*h on Purpose, and Claudius’s on Prompt Action te^ 
Laertes. The terrible secret of his father’s murd<‘r is reveald to Jlamlet ; and he swears 
h( 3 ’ll sweep to Jiis revenge. Is ho apt to do so, or duller than tln^ fat we(‘d that rots 
itself in ease on Lethe wharf? Surely tlu3 latter. For wJiat does Ifandet do? 11<^ 

denounces first liis mother (slie ’s uppermost in his tiioughts), second his uncle, thiid 
lie makes an eiitias in liis tables,* fourth h(3 gets hysterical, lauglis and jokes, and says 
• lie’ll go ])i‘ay, fifth lie frames a plan of shamming madness, and swears his friends not 
to reveal its cause; sixtli, he laments tlnit the buj’dt^!i of revenge wliltL lie lias just so 
gladly acoejited is ]>ut on him. Surely the queen might liave commenb‘d on liis answer 
to liis father with “ tli<^ gentleman doth protest too much, metliinks,'’ and surely he, inst<\i(l 
of cursing spite, might have recollected with ILdisia- - 

“ I'lui I’ati il sky 

(lives us scope: only doth hackward pull 

Oar slow designs, when we ourselves arc dull.” 

We know well how all Seandinavian legend and history arc full of the duty of revengif 
for a father’s murd(3i-. We know wliat Hamlet should liave done to sweej) to Jiis revenge. 
The king tells us, Laertes shows ns. JLimlet’s own rellection on the peasant and eourti(*r, 
the qim(‘ii's “ von false Danish dogs,” the king's pi'(‘caiitions, Laertes’s example, all 
show us liow Hamlet, greatly lovial by the pieojih*, witli his friend Horatio mure nn 
antique Pomnu tiian a Dane, and Mareellus, could have raised the country in a fmv 
days, and«d(*throned Claudius. Put that was not the cliaracder Shaksperii meant to draw. 
Insteail bf that, instead of tlie wjirrior king’s son, in his righteous wrath, sweeping to his 
revenge, wc liave tli<3 picture of liim tliat (')[di<‘lia’s exaggeration limns : — 

“ l*ale as his shirt, his kurcs kiiockiug each otla ]•, 

And witli a look so pitcoiis in jmr]H)it, 

Ay if lui lia<l br< n loosed out of lu*li.'' 

lie has sought lier to ^ look tlirough her, after Cassai-’s manner, and see wdiether slio i.s 
true to him. lie seeks hci* lielj) ; the man who should be strong, from the woman who 
is weak. But there is no Juliet, Portia, A'iola, Helena, Isabella, to rise in tin* strength 
of woman's love, in tln^ n^adiness of wmman’s Avit, and string again the unstrung mind ', 
le-nervo the iiimervd liand. He lias <diosen her Avhoso name is Help, but he lias eliu^iai 
wrongly, and help from her comes none. His is the blame, not hers. AI other and lo^e 
have faild him, bnt liis books are l(*ft, and to tliem lie turns. ‘‘Look where .sadly tin* 

^loor wretch conuis reading.” Still, neither his troubles nor liis books have taken tlie 

tang out of liis tongue, and liis sarcasms convince Polonius that though this be madness, 

* 8ee a copy of tlie note-book ShaVspero moiint in the WrWmg TaUva^ &(•., lo81, in the Ihithli Afuscuni. 

This ia all towards llanilct’a fancied inadiicsa that I cun admit. 'Die mad theory, Sliaksptie 
has answerd himself, lie has shown us who held it, Iho old fool ami the women. And ho has also 
shown us who didn’t liold it, tho man wdth a head on his shoulders, (,'hiudius. I a( i:ept Sliakspere’H 
judgment, mad doctors and Co. notwithstanding.* Mr. (Iraiit White says, p. *089; “Indeed, he* 
uccuseMl himself of insanity to divers persons until almost tho day of his death ; a sure evidence, if 
they had but known it, that he was not mad: and, indeed, so weak was liis puipose that he confeesi'd 
with particularity to Guildensterii and liosonerantz, as well as to Horatio and to his mother, tliat 
ho w^as feigning madness for a purpose. He was too weak and incontinent of soul even to keep his 
<iwii great secret, but went about making others swear that they Avould ke<p it for him.” My 
friend Mr. Hargrove presses tho hyatcria on me, from eei-tain exj^erieneos of his own. He says too, 

“ It is not Hamlet’s mind that is unstrung, hut his neiwes, and tho wild behaviour after the Ghost- 

scene and Play-scene is simply so much escape of ttc*eumulated nen^ous force. T cannot think any 

account of Hamlet complete which does not bring in the word hysteria or ‘ hysterical.’ ” 
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yi.'t tjierc’s method in it. Then (?t)mc the players; and the gonuiue emotion shown by 
the reciter, reveals to Hamh t “ wliat a rogue and peasant slave he is, a dull and luuddy- 
nietalld rascal, pigeon-liverd, and an aSwS, that he, the sou of a dear father mur<iord, 
prompted to Jiis revenge by heaven and hell, must like a whore uup^ick his heart witli 
words.” Surely .eveiy epitlu^t he Ikuc applies to himself is lichly deservd. What is the 
use of Ins “ words, words, words, ' and such lots of tall ones, when all one wants of 
him is one act ? Thcui at the end of his big talk comes ‘‘about my brains," to frame 
that paltry excuse for dehiy, delay : “ the spirit may be a devil." Where is Friar 
Laiii'eace again, with his “Art thou a man?" Then comes the second groat suichh^ 
and world-evil Holilo(|uy which was snmmtl ur> in the Tennyson hiotto for the play, and 
wliich Sonnets ()(> and 90 re-echo. T'he two — this speech cand the fonuer suicide one — 
^should b<^ carefully compared. 

In tlic second, the incestuous love of Hamlet's mother’ as the cause of his life-weariness, 
lias given placci tt> the gemn-al evils of the world. His reason for not killing himself is 
no longer (iod’s canon against self-slaughter, but that the dre#id of something after death 
puzzles the will. And tlien he degrad(is considence^ into , identity with this same dread, 
and seems to oiler it as his excuse for letting his resolution to sweep to his revenge, “ lose 
tln^ name of jiction." This is a mere subtci*fuge and bit of self-deceit. He will not 
fight because he may have had di-eams. He will not kill himself because he's afi’aid of 
something aft<u’ death. He has neither Macbeth's pluck to jump the life to come, nor 
MacMalioii's “ J'y suis, j* y roste," using gun and sword the while. In his second interview 
with (Ipheliii, he turns to her at first with gentle words and affection. These art) curdled 
into bitterness and brutality by Ikt offer Uy return Jiis gifts, not by his fancied seeing 
of luii- father Isdiind the arras ; for there is no ti'ace in the play of any change of tope 
after he '.s askt her alx)ut Polonius ; nothing like his Giiildenstcrn and lloseiicrantz taunt 
“ \Sbloo(l, do you tJiiiik I am easier to be played on tlian a pipe?" He harps still on 
Ophelia's marriage, and the harlot’s face-painting, (so often scolded by Shakspere,) tricks 
mid wantonness. He developes liis first “bawd” hint, seeing Ophelia through Gertrude's 
lust, and siiys no word of her lie and treachery to him wliich he is supposed to have just 
discoverd. Then he turns stage-manager or elocution -master for a while. Isn’t there* 
something childisli in this just like his boyish glee at tlie success of his play-stratagem t 
Is lie not a pipe for fortune’s, nay, whim's finger, to sound what stops she })leases? Well, 
the play . succeeds ; the king’s guilt is iiiikennelld. Hamlet is sure that his uncle was 
his father's murderer. Why didn’t he stab Claudius as he lied convicted, conscience- 
stricken, before his whole court? Still, of course, Hamlet sweeps to his revenge directly 
after ! Oh, no. He fjuotes two little bits of jioetry, chuckles over the success of his 
stratagem, and calls for a tuiu^. He's acted enough for the present, and can chaff his 
fath(n’’s murderer. Tlie killing of him can stand over ; no Jiurry about that : “ most lame 
and impotent conclusion." 8till there is one thing that Hamlet really wants to do; convict 
his mother of her baseness, Hhe gives him the opportunity, and after a brilliantly sarcastic 
<txj>osure of liis iimocemtly- treacherous friends, he at once seizes the chance ; but first 
lie must have some more tall words, must lash himself up to act, and indulge in some more 
self-docepthm : — 

“ Xow could I drink hot blood, 

And do sucli hitter husinoss as the day 
Would ([uake to look on.” 

Of course “ the poor wndcli " could no more do it than Hy over the moon ; but big words 
ai’c a relief to such weak (n’catures.*' On his road to his mother he finds the king at 
1 hat pathetic prayer of his, the most touching piece in the play, and has an easy chance 
<3f ixji’forming his vow. He will do it ; but then ho thinks, and then he won't do it. 
His former uncertainties about heaven and hell have been clear’d uji, he knows all about the 
conditions of entry to both, and if he kills the murderer on his knees he ’ll send him to 
lu’aven.^ Bo, to avoid tliis, he keeps him for hell : a mere excuse of course for delay* His 

Soo tlio text as against tho meaning ordinarily given to llic word and passage. 

- I suppose (Claudius used Rosoncrantz and Giiildenstom, as Polonius iiswl Opluilia. 

^ There ’.s a little author now living who docs a good dea^of this mouthing in both verse and prose, to 
inak(‘ up for his weakness. ' 

** The theory that this was a genuine excuse, is answerd by Laertes saying that he’d cut the throat of 
father's murderer in the chur^. 
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mind is full of his mother. This duty of revenge is a bore to him, and has almost died 
out of his mind ; any excuse will do to be rid of it. If he could but get over it by accident 
noV, what a blessing it would b(^ ! He hopes he has done so, but Ins victim is Polonius, 
and he considers the poor old man just a nuisance haj>pily got out of tli(‘ way.’ Note th<.‘ 
almost brutal words in whic^h he talks of Polonius afterwards, and tlic delightfully cool 
and self-deceiving way in which lie puts the blame of his rash murdia- of Polonius on 
Heaven : — 

“ But heaveii hath pleased it so, 

To punish me with this, and tliis with ino, 

‘ Thiit I must he their seoiirge and minister.” 

Still, Hamlet with his mother, is Hamlet in his nobleness and strength. Tfeu* dis- 
graceful adultm'y and incest, and treason to his noble father’s memory, .Hamlet has felt 
in hLs inmost soul. Compared to their ingrain die, Claudius’s murder of his father- - 
notwithstjiudiiig all liis protestations — is only a skin-deep stain. And against liis motlier 
and her sin all the magnificent indignation of his purity and virtue speak. We forget 
his blood-stained liands in thft wliite-hejit intensity of liis words. While thus gratifying 
Ids own impulse — righteous though it be — his fathei*’s ghost comes again, to reiniiid him 
of his first, thougli his oft-forsaken, duty, and to shield the now-.sii fieri iig wife that lie, the 
ghost, when in the flesh, had loved with such swiiot fond love. The latter purpose of 
the ghost. Hamlet carries out; lie <;hanges his tone to his mother, tells her wliat he M 
have her do, abstain from liis uncle’s lied (which she evidently doesn’t do), gets her to 
promise 'secrecy to Jiiin— a ]u*ondse that she keeps — aiul trusts her with his rt‘Solve to 
countermine Rosencrantz and Cuildenstern’s supposed treacherous schemes' .against 1dm. 
Result : mother and son are .at one again, and remain so. Hamlet has resolvd to take 
revenge on two men wlio he thinks liave betrayd him. Pei liaps that ’ll train liirii to revejige 
his fatlier’s murder, after his fresh declamtion tlint that father’s form and cause conjoind, 
preaching to stones, would make thmn capable.” Yes, stones, but not Hamlet.*’ 

After fresh sarcasms against those ‘‘sponges,” Rosencrantz and Guildeusteru, ami 
grimly liumorous sayings over poor Poloniua’s corpse, Hamlet, unworthy son of gallant 
father, sees young Fortinbras, worthy son of worthy father, marching for lionour’s sake 
ikgainst Poland ; and now ITa.nilet looks himself once more fairly in the face, as to his 
breach. <?f duty, his want of real lovo to Ids father. His indignation against his mother's 
want of love to that father he has given vent to. Now, porliaps, he can clearly see his 
own want of love to tliat father, hi>s failure in duty towards him. lie does see it. He 
owns, in the,firn3 speech that’s only in Quarto 2, tliat lie has “cause, and will*, and strength, 
.and means” t© do his duty. And still what is Ids conclusion 1 Deeds? No; words 
again : — 

‘‘O from this time forth, 

Jfiy thoughU bloody, or ho nothing worth.”— (In Qurirto 2 only.) 

Well, Hamlet set.s sail for England. He believes his two school-fellows are in a plot 
to murder him ; and of course they neetl difibrent trejatmont at Ids hands from thf' man 

^ Compare the same feeling in ITamlot’s remonstrance with Laertes in Oi^helia’s grave (V. i. J>12, .*> 10 ), 
“What is the reason that you vox uio thn.s 'i T loved yon ever.” ‘ 1 Ve only killed your father. Von really 
shouldn’t ho put out about a triflo like that. It ’s unreasonable.’ 

* The eomplu'ity of his^chool-follows in the king's plan is hardly possible. Claudius was not the man 
to let his scheme ooze out into the sponges he uwhI. Ho ’ d not show them tho message they can ied, before 
he sealed it, • 

* S. T. Colcricfge (I am glad to have just found. Roc. 21, 1880) took in 1812 tho view that I do: 
see tho report of his l*2th Lecture on Sluikspero iu .1. P. Co1H(t’s Swen Lectures on tShu7iS)jvrc and Milton., 
h\j S, T. O. (1856), p. 142 ; — “ The poet places him [Hamlet] in the most stimulating circumstances 
that a human being^can be placed in. lie is tho heir apparent of a throne; his father dies suspiciously; 
his mother excludes her .son from his throne by marrying his uncle. This is not taiough ; but thf‘ 
ghost of the munlercd father is introduc(3d to assure tho son th:it he was put to death hy liis own brother. 
What is the effect upon tho son ? Instant action and pursuit of revcng(' ? No : endless reasoning 
and hesitating — constant urging and solicitations of the mind to act, and as constant an escape from 
action ; ccaselass reproaches of himself for sloth and negligence, while Iho wliole energy of his rosolution 
evaporates in these reproaches. This, too, not from cowardice, for ho is drawn ns one of tho bravest of his 
time— not from want of forethought or slowness of apprehension, for ho secs through the very souls of 
all who surround him — but merely from that aversion to action wdiich prevails among such as have a world 
in themselves.” 

** That is, Hamletian will, in words. 
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wlu> luiUMlerd his father ; his vongeaucc* on them — their punishment — must not be put 
off; so lie cleverly makes their death safe forthwith, and finds out the king’s villainous 
plot against himself. Will this fresh ])(a'sonal wrong make Hamlet “sweep to his revenue 
at his first fresh ehaiiee f VV^e shall see. A }»irate chases them. Hamlet shows the old 
Viking blood and is taken f)risoner. His eajitors land him in Denmark; he sends for 
Horatio, and says “tomorrow'’ he'll sec the king. Hi? seems to put off to-morrow,” 
and, evidently before going to (;ourt, strolls into a gravtyard, and, after his old manner, 
moralistis on what he se(\s there. TlK'n comes the knowledge that Ophelia is dead, and 
his ranting outbin st alioiit his love for h<*r. Can we believe it genuine ? Surely not to 
anything lik<i the extent he professes. No doubt he laid loved her more than Laertes 
laid. Hut his frothy speech shows how little solid love there was underneath it. Next 
wt^ have Hamlet's talk with Horatio about carrying out his long-deferred vengeaneo on 
Claudius, his conviction that the time for its being done is .short, but that the “interim” 
is bis. }^^lonins, Rosenerantz, (rnildcnstorn, Ophelia — all who jdotted against him — are 
by his means (hml. When is tlie other, (Claudius, his father’s munlercr to follow too'f 

Still he forms no plan ; still he leaves th(^ performance of his duty to chance or Providence. 

And it is Claudius, not Hamlet, that plans the plot for his own death. To Hamlet, 
anything, any amu.seimmt that ’ll d(‘lay tlie fnltilment of his vow, is .still welcome. He 
<\Mn imlulgc in his old sarcasms, undertake a fencing match to please the man lu) tJiinks 
ii(‘ nuNins to kill. Yet a shadow of coming ill is on him ; a feeling of fatalism comes 

over liiui ; “the readine.ss is all.” Hut is he ready? Yes, to give his life, to give his life, 

which has been long his burden, much more willingly out of the way of duty than in. it. 

\\\' are glail that he asks Laertes's paidon, sorry that he makes a lying excuse for his 
rudeness to him. And then this “brother’s wager” is played. The erring (pieeii dies 
fii-st, [)oisond by Jier guilty liusband’s means. Hamlet learns that he has not half an hour to 
Ji\e; and then at last does “sweep to liis nivemge,” and sends his father’s murderer to 
hell. J^aertes reaps the due reward of his treachery, though asking and getting Hamlet's 
foJ‘givene.s.s. Hamlet livt^s to save Horatio from the death his friendship pr()iuj)ts him 
to share with his friend ; to ])oint out a titter successor to the throm^ than ever he 
him.self could have made ; and thf‘n with all his failings and all his virtues dies. In death 
he's done his duty; ami nothing but that could have made liim do it. Still tho’, “in- 
cestuous” comes before “murderous,” as he denouncers Claiuliiis ; and it’s “ Ft5llow my 
mother,” not “my father,” it’s “Wretched cjiiecn, adieu!” “Horatio, r(*poi*t ine and 
my cause aright,” with no mention of his father, tho’ Laertes had just named Ids. And 
Horatio, who is honest, put forth no .such defence for his friend as Hamlot’s modern 
admirers do: lie .speaks only of, “in this upshot, purposes mistook, fallen oii the inventors’ 
lieads.” The folk who admit no iin perfection in Hamlet, first pity him — as we all must 
— then tliey love him, and then tliey glorify him. Hut, admitting his ' claims on our 
])ity, oil our admiration, for Jus brilliant intellectual gifts — penetration, wit, humour, 
sare.ism, reflection- -his courage and his virtues, we must find 1dm “infirm of purpose:” 
“ unstahlf* as water, he shall not excel.” In his diseasd view of the beauties of Cod’s 
<‘arth and its inhabitants, and of life ; his shirkings of duty, his puttiiig.s-off, his making 
grand subterfuge-full excuses for them ; in his iinccrtidnties about the mystery of death 
and the future world, Hamlet but typifies each one of us, at some time or other of our 
lives. Who is there of us that has not known that “weary life,” that “weary death,” 
that “damned vacillating state”? And this is the .secret of the attraction of Hamlet 
ov<*r U.S. “ Is thfue any other man in Shak.spf're wliom we feel sucK a longing fo comfort?” 
a.skt the bonnie.st and hands(:)me.st girl I ever lectured to. (“Pite rennitJi soone in geiitil 
Jna-te.”) But, while willing to syiii])atld.s(} to any extent in his weakness (which is my 
own), and in the ruin of liis love, his nature and Ids hope, 1 hold that what Hamlet 
wanted, was some of the Plvsses will : — 

“That which wcarc, wc are j Made weak hy time and fate, hut ^tronfj iv iril/f 
(hic equal temper of heroic hearts, | To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.” 

T hold too that “nothing in Ids life became him like the leaving of it ” {Macbeth, I. iv.), for 
lliat involved the doing of hi.s duty. Lender the burden of that, his unfit nature sank. 

Mkasure for Measure. — "W e turn from the Baltic sliore to the inland city of Vienna, 
that city where Tennyson’s friend Arthur Hallain died, that city which is still notorious for 
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the social evil wliich Shaks|>cv(‘ brings under our notice, wliere tin?, loss of woman’s honour 
ia treated as a mere mishap, unlucky accident’, and whicli is therefore the lit ciU^ 

for*this play that follows llandeA^ where the cloud of the young prince’s mothers lust 
hung like a pall over liis life, and the incest of the “ beast that wants discoui*.se of j-eason ’’ 
})oisond his faith in women, and rnirul his young love. On the stifling air of this drama, 
as contrasted with earlier ones, hear Mr. W. Watkiss Lloyd ; — W«‘ lu'vev throughont 
this play get into the free, 0]>en, joyous atmosphen^ so invigorating in other works of 
Hhakspere : tlie oppressive gloom of the jirisoii, the foul breath of the hrothel, an^ only 
exchanged for the chilly damp of conventual walls, or the o))pressive retiiement of tin? 
monastery, where friar; are curious as to thf^ motives of ducal seclusioji, and are leady 
to intimate that a petticoat is concerned in the secret.” Vet though we have this night’s 
black curtain*' over the play"; though Avoinan's and man's incontinence match, to sonn’ 
extent, the queen’s and (Claudius’s in Ifaniht ; though ( lainlio in his weak f(‘ar of 
death, like Hamlet, fails to do his duty ; yet liere, beside, in intentional contiast to th<‘ 
lust and weak will of woman ainl man, rises, like the moon in its pure beauty, lik»^ tln^ 
lightning-flash in its wdiite wyath, the noble figure of Isabella, ‘La thing ensky’d and 
saintt^d, an immorfal spirit,” Shakspere’s first wholly Christian woman, steadfast and true 
* as Portia, Brutus’s wife, pure as Lucreee’s soul, merciful above Portia, Bassanio’s bridt*, 
in that she prays for forgiveness for her foe, not her friend ; with an unyielding will, a. 
martyr’s spirit above Helena’s of Al^a IIV//, the Ijigliest type of woman that Sluiksper(^ 
has yet drawn. (How is s/te to ha\e the mei*e eharm and tenderness of the ^,>rdinaiy 
woman T) 

In these points, then, I find that JAmvov /or .l/co.s'o/v? is rightly mad<^ to follow Uituih'f, 
immediately, and not A lids WvlJ^ though assure<lly with the latter play it lias much in 
common. Note, too, how M eanure. for Meamirc, canles on the llamht reflections on J)(*aih 
and Life. Compare Hninht, IJT. i., ‘‘to <lie, to sleep,” tkc., with Claudio’s “aye, but to 
die, and go w'e know not where;” Hamlets dread of soinetbing after death, with Jsabt‘lhr.s 
“the sensti of death is most in apjneheiision,” Again, ilanilet’s “insolence of oflie(^,” t\:c., 
with Isabella’s “ every ])elting petty oflicer would use his heaven for thunder.” ITamlet’s 
“ Be thou as chaste jvs ice, as pun? as siunv, tliou slmlt not esca])L? calumny ” is like? the- 
Duke’s “ back-wounding calumny the whitest virtue? strikes.” The like nanu's < laudio 
and occur; and Claudius's pathetic speed), “my wy>i*< 1 s fly iqi, my thoughts 

remain below,” is like Angelo’s “ Heaven liath my empty w^ords : heaven in my month, 
and in my heart the strong ami sw(‘lling evil of my <'()nce]>tion.” While Lncio’s “ onr 
doubts are ^raitors,” <^'c., preadi tlu* moral of the ])lay of /hnn/ef. Furtliei-, Hani]<‘t’s 
“he took my fiitlier grossly full of bread,” and Hamlet’s desire to take liis uiich* wlien 
he is drunk, asleep, are like Bai'iiardim^’s exense for not dying lane : he was, as flu? 
Duke says, “a Creatun? niipr<*pared, unmeet for death.” Polonius set'ing iiietLod in Hamlet’s 
apparent madness, and •Hamlet’s telling his motlier lie tuinld j e-word his sentcuice. are just tlie 
Duke’s, 

“ llev iikuItioss liath the oddot frame «)f sense 
(Siir)» :l de])ondency of thin»':oii tiling) 

As e’er I hear<l in madness. ’* 

Of Avhom, too, but the forlorn Ophelia does the deserted ]\lariana remind ns? Music 
^pjea.sed the woe of both of them. One always thinks of ’rminyson’s Mariauft in ihr Monftd. 
Gramje : — • 

. ‘Hs tliis tlu! end, to lie l<*ft alone, to liv(‘ forgotten and dn* foiloin r “ 

With AlVs We.lf too, tlio links are strong, 'riie Arm will and energy of Helcjia is liki* lliat 
of Isabella : her love, though she is deserteil and detested, is w’on back by tin* same means as 
Mariana’s; tlie substitution of Helena for Diana, as ben? of Mariana for IsabiL Again, the 
scene in court, the trial as it were b(‘fore the Duke, and tlio exposure of Angelo, arc? like? 
those of Bertram before the king in AU's TD?//, just as faicio’s (3xp(jsui*e is like? I*arollt?s s. 

^ 1 speak on the authority of some college friends wdio were stiidc-nts there, of an artidc? in 'Ihv Daibj 
News a few years hack, written by a long-dweller in A’limna, in which this malhcur was largely used, and 
of later visitors to the city. . . * . . 

® The play was probably written daring the plague of 1003 in lanidon, in wliich 30,.57H souls died. 
(SiQwe.) See § 15, below. 
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Tile clown is a male Mrs. Quickly, though the scene with Escaiiis is like that of Dogberry 
;ai(l A^erges liefore the Duke, and (jiobbo and his son before }3tissanio. Yet those who would 
j>ut Meanttre fat' Measure next to AITs Welf surely overlook the far deeper tone of the former 
play : its dealing with death and the future world, its weight of reflection, the analysis 
of Angelo’s character, tlui working of con.scicnce, the greater corruption dealt with, the 
higher saintliness shown in Jsalxdla. Also, if we look at the name of the play, Measure 
for Measure, wo shall sec that Shakspen^’s idea in it was, though with grim humour 
and ultiniato relenting, to jireach in Angelo and Lucio his Third-Period doctrine — an eye 
for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, vcnigeancc for weakness, jdelding to temptation, and sin, 
tliough here the vengeance is hut the poetical justice of marriage to the women whom 
tlie .sinners have sinned with or abandoned. Intending nun as Isabella is, we must 
nevertheless look on her as no hard recluse, but as “ Isabel, sweet Isabel,” with check- 
roses, gentle and fair. AAit she is “a tiling ensky’d and sainted, an immortal spirit;” 
and this enables us to understand the condict that must have gone on in her mind between 
her sisteily affection and her religious ])rinciples wdien pleading her brother’s cause, and 
her acquiescence in Angelo’s ri^solvtj that Claudio must <die. Botli times she needs 
Lucio’ s a})peal before she’ll again urge how much better mercy becomes the king and 
judge, than justice. Her unhapjiy words, ‘‘Hark! how I’ll bribe you,” seem to have 
first brought out the evil in Angelo. “ He tempts her througli that wdiich is upjicrmost 
in the noble woman, tlie passion for .sa(!rilice. There is something splendid in the idea 
of perilling tlie soul itself for the sake of another ” (E. H. Hickey). Sliakspere’s original, 
VVJiotstoue, makes his heroine Cassandra give way to her brother’s appeal : — 

“ My Andru^^io, take comfort in distrease ; 

Caasaudru is wonno, thy rausomc great' to payo.” 

But this was not Shakspere’s concejition of Isiibella. She believed tliat the son of 
her heixiie father was noble like; lierself ; and when she found that he was willing to 
sacrifice her honour for his life, ‘’lier swdft vindictive anger lea[)t like a white flame 
from her white spirit’,” and lier indignant “take my defiance, die, perish,” w^as her til- 
answer to her brother’s base proposal. Yet she who Avould not stooj) to wrong, dared 
for the sake of Mariana to bear the imputation of it. She had no care for the w^orld’s 
opinion, so that the def3il ap|)earcd not foul in the truth of her spirit ; and as *iii Tlw 
Merry Wives and Mitch Ado, her quick woman’s wit took a idgliteous delight in cir- 
cumventing a knave. We have another passionate outburst from hei* wlieii she liears 
the false news that her brother has been executed. And then she takes liei* "side by the 
Duke who ]ov(\s her, to fight with liiiii Cod’s fight against the evil in that foul A^ieiina; 
a far better post, hemliiig Heaven’s army in her land, than praying barren prayers in 
convent walls. 8he is the first of the tliroe splendid women who ilkiiiiine the dark Third 
Period ; she, glorious for her piu*itv and righteousness, Cordelia for lier trutli and filial 
love, Voluinnia for her devotion to honour and her love of her native land. Perluips 
we may add a fourth, Portia, Brutu.s’s wife, foi' nobleness and wifely duty. But the 
highest of all is Isabella. For Angelo'-, we may contrast him with Isabella, as Bertram 
with Helena, or Proteus witJi Julia; lie Iujus to be emptied of hi.s self-pride in seeming 
religion, as Bertram of liis pride of biitJi ; but in judgmg Angelo “ let him that thiiikath 
he sfcandeth, take Ijecd lest lie fall.” His is a terrible analysis of chai’acter, a self-revelation ‘ 
to any man who has striven for purity, has fancied liiinself safe, amrin the hour, of trial has 
failed. Claudio is, as Mr. Pater says, one of the flower-like young Uniyersity men that 
al)Ound at Oxfoi’d. To liim, self-indulgent, life-loving, deatli is the greatest terroi* ; and li(^ 
sees no great harm in his sister undergoing wliat liis own sweetheart lias borne. To 
Isabella’s sense of honour and jiurity he could not attain ; but in expression of appre- 
hension he stands even above Hamlet. His words on after-death are among tlie most 

jioetical in Shak8|)ere. Mm sure for M ensure was fii*8t jjrintod in tlie Folio of 1G23. Its 
story is from the old play of Vronios aud Cassandra, 1578, by C(»orge Whetstone, printed 
ill Hazliity Part IL, vol. ii., p. 201, witli tlie .same story in pro.se, from Whetstone’s 
Heptameron, 1582, Haditt, Part I., vol. iii., p. 156; and like stories from Goulai*t’s 

^ Hot* my friend Mr. W. II. Patci’s admirable paper in The Fortuiyhtly Review, 1S71 or 1875, 

See W. Bagehot on him. 
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Admirable mid Memorable //iatorieef IGO? ; and from (iiraldi Ciutluo’s Meealomnrithl^ 
Novjd T), decade 8 (p. 167, ib,)^ the probable source, of Wlu*istoii(‘’s play. There arv 
plenty more stories of the kind. Seeiiit; tliat tlie centi*e of Mraf<irrr ji,r iUeafifirr is 
scene of Isabella with Claudio in the prison, where his uiitit nature fsils uinler the burden 
of coming death laid on him ; seeing tlie many links between this play and Hamlet, and 
the more between that and Julim Cttmr, we cannot be wrong in putting all thrtu? together 
jis the first group of the Third Perkxl, tin? “unfit-nature, or under-bmu leu failing group,” 
ifec. Then we pass to the seiumd group of the two “ tempter-yielding plays,” with wliich 
the hrst is, by Angelo, strongly linkt, too. (P.S. — Jji 1881, 1 should now follow Prof. 

Dowdeii (who was the drst to do it) in putting Troll as mfd Cressida after Measure far 
Measure.) 


tlTiiELLO. — From inland Vienna we turn again to Venice, the glorious city in the 
sea. We were licre before in The Mereluint, whicli gives ns the name Cratiano (there 
‘ the humourful), of Desdcmonastuncle. Tlnmce tin? lover went to seek liis Jasoji’s Ih'eec 
in Belmont; licre lift comes to seek liis pearl in Wniee. There, too, Jessica eloped Avith 
i!iOren/o amid her fatlier's eiirs(\s, as Destlemona do(*s with Othello lua-e. There, too, 
bride and bridegroom, Portia, and Bassanio, were separated in the day of inurrisgi*, as 
they arc Inu'e. But what a cliango in the tone and pnr|)Ose of the two plays ! What 
a change in Shakspere.’s temjxu^ and mind ! True, that in both plays a lu^aiitifid, triu* 
yonng bride jileads for a life, for mercy for oih‘ condemnd to deatli ; bnt from the one, 
Portia’s sAVi^et earnest words still sound like music in our ears, and av(‘ rejoice in the 
woman's ready wit that rescued tlie soul lua- prayer liad faild to save. Prom tln^ other, 
Desdetiioiia s vain appeal for lier own life still brings sorrow to our hearts ; and ( Itliello 
knolls in onr ears the so 8a<l dirge, “But yet the pity of it, lago ! oh! tlie pity of it, 
lago,” in thinking of Desdemona’s fate we tnrn to the Cenci eyes of Juliet, and eoni- 
pare onr ill-stan’d Desdemona and Othello with that young “ jiair of star-crosst levers ” 
whose violent delights had also violent ends, wlio with a kiss died. But t.lthello is 
linkt with the ]days nearest it, M(^asare for Mefts'ure and Hamlet, in which the lust, of 
Hamlet’s mother, and Angelo, etc., was so loading a feature ; foi* supposed lust in 

Desdemomf, is at the bottom of Othello’s jealousy, and thus the main moti\e for th(‘ 

fiction, ^audio’s imprisonment in 

“The viewl(?Hs witidfi, 

And ]>lown witli ivs(.l<‘ss viok-nce round about 

'J'hc pendent world ” 

is Othello’s “l)low me about in winds” (V. ii.) ; while the Dukes oiler to let Brabautio 
read the lawn’s bitter let^^r after his own sense, is tlie Duke’s offer to Angelo in Me.asare 
far Measare to be judge of his own cause, lago’s “duteous and knee-crooking knave” 

is Hamlet’s fawner, who “ crooks the pregnant hinges of the knee,” and Hamlet’s opinions 

oil dninkenness among his countrymen are those of Cassio and lago on the Dam*. Ophelia's 
fate and song remind us, too, of Barbara’s fate, and Manana’s and Desd(*nioiia’s songs, 
lago’s curse of the service wliere preferment goes by letter .ami affection, is lik(j Hamlet’s aJid 
^tsahilla’s complaints, wliicdi w^e have before alluded to. Also the plunder of Bod^aigo 
by lago may l>e likend to that of 8ir Andrew Agiieclieek by 8ir Toby Belch. TJie incident 
of Othello hidden hy lago* listening to (!assio bilking with fago of Bianca, and then to 
Cassio and Bianca., talking about l)esdemoiia’s hamlkeixhief, may be ])aral]c‘ld with the 
Much Ado incident of Hero’s, maid Margaret and Balthaziir, overheard by Claudio and 
Don Pedro, who watch them by Don Jolni's contrivance. With the >Sonnets oiu^ may 
compare lago’s “ £ am not what I am,” and of Othello, “ He is what he is,” with Shakspere’s 
“I arn that I am,'^ of Sonnet 121. Tlie genenil estimate of Italian women may ht) s<*(*n 
in Pope Pius IT.’s novel of Liicrece and Unrialns englisht : — “ Jt is as easy, to .^epe ji 
woman against Jier wyll, as a flocke of Hies in tlie hete of th<^ sonne, t^xcopte slie be 
of herselfe chaste.” “ A woman’s thought is unstable, whyche hath as many myndis as 
trees hath leues . . . and seldom loue they theyr husbmids w hom they liane ohteyiieiJ.”' 

lago is the Bicliard the Tl^ird of the Tlurcl Period, the real mainspiiiig, the. wire-puliei* 

^ in my Andreu: £oorth\ p. 342-3, from Jolm Kyng»/s rclitioTi, loGO. 
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of thu men iind women, Lis i)up{X‘ts, in this play. The Moor, of ti free and oj^en nature, 
is to him “ an ass,” as lie says, “led by the nose.” All that Othello tells us of himself wins 
our liearts, like Desdemona’s, to him. Of royal d(?soent, no lioaster but a doer, he lias 
no self-distrust when dealiiij:,^ with men ; h(‘ commands like a full soldier. Though he 
tells a “ round, unvarnisht?d tale,” yet we stsi in it proof of that ima^i'inative power which 
to him, as to Macbeth, was the cause of all his sorrow’. He has every manly virtue, and 
his love is so devotixl that he can give up w^ar for it. Distrust at lii*st is impossible to 
him ; and as he conlided in “ honest lago,” so he declared his lift; w’as ujxm his wife's 
faith ; and it was ; wdth the sujiposed loss of that, his life went. 1 'he Italian original 
says that Othello and J)(;sdtanona lived together in V^enice in peace ami concord. Shakspere, 
of 00111*80, cuts this out, for after it we could never excuse (‘ven Othello^s believing Iag^». 
Tlie play gives him but an hour of love, and then, as if to warn the ncwly-woddwl ones 
what W’as corning into theii* lii'e, Shakspere raises the storm at sea. Unconsruons that 
that storm is but Nature’s j)ortf‘nt, they bask in balmy sunshine on the ish‘, and again 
wre have the Rom(‘o ecstasy of love, “ if it were now’ to die, ’twru e now to be; most 
happy,” tfec. Again in the riot of Cassio’s drunkenness get a i)laiii hint of Othello’s 
nature : — 

“ My blood hc^in?< my s:jf(‘r f?ni(h‘S t(» rule. 

And poHsiori, having? my best judgment colliod. 

Essays to lead tlie way.” 

t 

The first note of coming discord is struck by lago’s [ like not that;” tin; first real 
suspirnon is in Othello’s “ By Heaven, he echoes me.” And when once lago’s insinuation 
of jealousy has taken hold of Othello’s mind, — Othello, who has till then known women’s 
nature only through the followers of tin* camp, — his imagination, like Macbeth's, makes 
tJie suggestion work w’ith terrible rapidity. ’J^ho light of love w’hich lit his facr; when 
he before met Desdemona, when he yielded to Jier first entreaties for Oassio, leaves him, 
ue\'er to return.^ It is a terrible change, as instant as, but so difieient from tliat of Bosaliiid 
when she finds lior Orlando in tlio forest. His frame heaves, his lip quivers, tlie full 
fire of his wrath blazes out against lago, as that demon’s^ talk of Cassio frenzies him. Reason 
leaves liim ; he is struck with epileps}" ; and after his reco\'ery from that- Jago sliows iiim 
Bianca with the liaudkerchief. His love has become his enemy, against whom sjiyiiig 
is lawful, and lie resolves to murder h(*r. But yet lie cannot forbear to see '’the pity 
of it.” ^^What a depth of love, wdiat yearning tenderness, yet what des])erate resol vt‘, 
are expresst in these little words ! ” (TJic third Act is tla^ most j)owu;rful one in all 
♦Shakspere.) Desdemona’s ill starrd aiisw’ers provoke insteiul of calm him, and then In; 
ends lier life. Even the beauty of iier nnselfisliness when trying to excuse him from 
the murder of her cannot toiicli Jiim.’’ His w’ord.s on lier are, She 's* like, a liar, gone 
to bn riling hell.” Then comes the disclosure of what a fool ambdolt he’s been; and in 
hi.s senst; 't is happiness to die. We cannot allow’ liis excuse that he was not easily 
jealous, though it is true that “ being wTouglit,” lie was “ perplext iii the extreme.” 
The kiss on wliicli lie dies shows w here his love still W’as, and that must plead for liiin. 
Behind ilie nobleness of his nature were yet the jealousy, the suspicion, the mean cunning 
of the savage. Death to the .adulteress was but the practice of his rac(‘.^ (Let us recollect 
that Guiipow'der Plot w’as discoverd on November 5 , 1605 , and pass to the murder of aii 
<;arlier king. ) ^ 

i' 

^ I sjX’ak from rocollcflifm of Mr. Irving^s touching pcrfonnanco of the See my letter in 

The DaiUf News, March 2, 1870. SalviTii’.s acting of Othello waa a revelation to me: sonu'thiiig now 
in art. That pu.ssion}itc Southern nature leaping into fury, and flying at lago like a tigfT would, 
was beyond a Noil hern’s pow er. "I’lie hw (*otest-sould, most gracioiiK-iiutured lady tli.'it I know', said 
to me as I w’as talking to her of the twa* men: 0 Yes: Salvini is Othello; Irving fw/s him.” No more 
Avas needed. 

“ Mr. Prank Marshall w'oll urgeis that Iho Aveakening effeM‘t of the (‘pil<‘ptl(; attack on Otbello\s 
mind must be allowed for. (Ibeollect that l)es<lemoiia, Oreck dnsftamotun, means “ ill-fatediKvss,” “ill- 
fortune.”) 

^ Shak.spcrc altcrd the originar.s beating Desdemona to death with a stocking full of sand, into 
suft*eeali(»n. but forgot that a pci’son once stifled couldn't .speak again. On the short time of the action 
-^.)f the i)l:iy aftf'r the landing in Cypru.s, tw'o days, see Prof. AVilson’s Paper, ieprint('d in New Hhuhspere 
f<orivf>fs Transavtioyts, 1S76-G, Apju'ndi.K. 

* The first and only Quarto of Othello Avas )>ublisht in 1G22, six years after ShakspiTc’s de.'tlb, by 
Thomas Walkloy, by w’hom it Avas enterd in the •Stfttivmr.'i* J{etj inters on Oct. (>, 16JI. It differs in many 
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Maouktii. — From V'cnice and Cyprus we turn to ScotUiud. Njiture changes from her 
belt of gold and blue, to piirple heather and grey rock, but man nmiains the same, mean, 
temptfHl, falling, sinning, murdering, with the vengeances of th‘ath falling on him and 
the wife who here has shared his crime. Macbeth is the ]>lay of I'onsriencc, though the 
workings of that conscience are seen far more in Lady JVLutbeth than in her husband. *The 
play shows, too, the separation from man as well Jis Ood, the miserable trustless isolation, 
that sin brings in its train. As oom]»aml with Othello tlu^ darkness and teiror close 
in on us so much more rapidly. Wo Jiave no picture of the sweet Dfisdeniona listening 
to her Moor, going thr ugh her household tasks, and coming back again to hear the 
wondrous story of his life ; no bright ]>ridal life, however shoi-t. l>efon‘ the play opcuis 
tliere must have l)een consultations between tlie guilty pair on Dulieaifs niurd('r’ ; amL. 
when th(^ play ojiens, the pall of fitmdish witchcraft is over us from the til's!. TIk' fall 
of the tempted is terribly siuldeii. Tin; climax of tlie play is in tlie second Act^ iioi 
the fifth, and no rejM-ntaiice is mixed witli tln^ vengeanc(^ of its (dosc.“ The only itdief 
is in the gallantry of Macbeth, tlu' gratitude of Dinicaii, and the ph‘nsant picture of 
Macbeth’s casth% so well pifu into Duncan’s and Baiuiuo’s moiitiis. ^Flie links with 
Othello are, that ’the hero is, like Othello, a great commander, wJio has won many 
victories for his State, that his temptation is both from within and withant himself, 
that the working of passion in both is alike cjiii<ik, tliat tlie vh.-tims and murderers alikc^ 
<lie, tJiat Othello is acinised of witclicraft, as Macbeth practis(\s it. And as the* dis- 
appointed ainliition of lago in not getting the place givcui to Cassio, is at the root of 
all the evil in Othello^ so the immediate* motive for Macbeth’s action here* is tlu‘ Prince 
of Cumberland’s nomination to tlie throne, which MacbetJi believd would be liis. As, 
too, Emilia’s knocking at the door reliev(‘S th(‘ strain after Di'sdemona’s murder, so does 
that of the porter here after Duncan’s.'* Tlie murder of the king and the ghost of 
JBanquo oonm^ct the ])iay with Ha.wh'f, while the portents before* Duncan’s death ai*e 
likti tliose before tlie de.‘atli of flanilet’s father and Julius Ca*sar. With Richard Ilf, 
we note the links of the murd(‘rer clearing his way to tlie throm?, and his em‘iiiies out 


details from the Folio text, which is /roiri an inde*pondent source*. The* original of the story is from 
the 7th novel of the 3rd decade of Cinthio\s collection of stories, callc^d Uerafommithi^ and is printed 
with 11 translatiem in Haj^litt’s Shakmpmi'a L\brar\j^ Pt. I., vol. ii., pp. 285-30S. In it the original of 
lago, the', (‘Usigii, wrongly loves Desdeinona ; and liis motive; for r(‘V(;ngo is lu‘r frie'iullv prc'ference of 
the lieutenant, who is degraded for wounding a soldier on guard, and for whoso restoration she twice* 
<;ntre?ats h(;r husband. The ensign steals the iMoe)Fs handkerchief from lier, leaves it on tlie lieutenant’s 
holsttjr, and then tells the Moor it was given by Pesdemona to her lover. He also shows the Moor 
an c*nil)roi«lros.s'' copying tin; jiaitiTn on the liaiulkc.rchi<*f, and iiiuhirtaki'S to murder tin* lieutiaiunt. He 
<1<h;s cut off his right leg, and then, witli the Moor’s help, smashes Dc'sdemona’s skull ^with a sandfull 
blocking. They pull the (.’eiling down on her, and give out tlial a falling kiild lier. Othello, 

afterwards mouniifig her loss, <lcgrades tht‘ ensign, who accuses him to the lieutenant. The Moor 
is tried, and on the i*nsigu’s te.stimony, put to the torture, and sent into exile, where he is at last 
kiild by his wife’s relations. The <*nsign, eontiiming his bad pi-ictises, is raekt for having brouglit 
a false accusation against a. companion, and is so injurd that In; dies in git*'‘t agony. The ]»oor prose 
temptation se(*m;s of the Moor by tlie ensign should ho compared with Sliakspore’s magniHcent ones. 
There are no lioderigo, llrnbaiitio, Kmilia, &e., in the Italian, d'lit entrif’s in the Fg(‘rton Papers (( amdeu 
ISoe., ed. Collier) of Othello being playd in Aug., 1002, and in the K(;veLs Accounts of its acting in 1001, arc 
both rank forgeries. 

^ From 1. vii. we clearly set; tliat Lady ^Taebeth cannot rt'fer to anything in the jday : - ■ 


“ Lady M. What beast was’t thf*n. 

That mad(; you lueak this enterprise to rne':^ . 

. , .Ver thuey vor pl<n't\ 

Did thru adhercy and yet yon would make both : 


They have made themselves, and that th(*ii* 
fitness now 
Does unmake you.” 


* Til the face of this “made yon break this enterprise to yue,” I cannot, of eourse, agiet with Tdr. ( leant 
Whito and other critics that the origination of the erimo was Lady .Maelu tirs. (N.Jb - Act against Witch- 
craft passt Juno 0, 16,94.) , 

“ “ I have always regunled the appearance of Hanquo’s ghost in IIT. W. as the c liinav ('f the iday. T^p 
till then, all goes well with Macbeth; from thence, all conspires to his ruin." — Ilart/ron. 

* The Porter scene is certainly genuine, and the assignment of its grim hninoiir (<» a fifth-rate comii* 
writer like Middleton is a great mistake. The folk who so assign it, don’t know Middleton : they just catch 
up his iiimie from the witi.'h songs, and stick it on to the Porter, whom lie never had anything like ])Ower 
oiiougli to create. It may be that, as M«;ssrs. Clark and Wright (Prehiee to ( !Iareiidori Press, Macbeth), and 
Mr. Grant White {Gala.eyy .bin., 1877), urge, lleealo’s four-measure sp(;eeh in 111. v., and hei-s or the First 
Witch’s at the end of TV. i. l‘2o-132, before* the songs, an; spurious; but tin* kiiig’s-(‘vil passage in IV. iii. 
is assuredly Shakspere’s ; and so is V. ii., v. 47-oO, as Mr. Grant White say«. Sec my discussion of the 
Porter scene in Nev: ithakspece Society .'s Transactions, 1874, I’art II. 
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of liis ^vay wlio)i he has it, .m« w(*1] jus th<^ werkini^ of conseit*rico ia Richard’s sleep as 
ill Jijuly IVIaclx^hX though .slu^ feels it always, he only when Ids will is <load. 

Macbeth had the wrong n;uui-e for a murderer : he was too imaginative ; he could 
jjiinp the life to come: luit it was tlui judgiinmt here ho dreaded, the terrors that his 
owifc Keltic imagination crejitcd to torment liim. What Richard the Third passed over 
with clmckling indititavnce, n;iy, with delight, depriveil Macbeth of sleep and haunted 
every moment of Ins life 

lint let the JfjMme' of things disjoint, liotli th<‘ Than on the torture of the mind to lie 

worhls Hufivi, la restless oestasy. Duiicnn is in his grave ; 

Kre wo will eat (»ur ni(*al in hvir, and sh ep After life’s Jitful fever, ho sleeps well; 

In the affliction of these terrible dreams IVeason has done his worst : nor stisel, nor poison, 

That shako us nightly: Hette-r he with the dea»l, IVlalire doinestie*, foreign levy, nothing, 

Whom we, to gain our ))eace\ have sent to ptiaee, (^in touch him farther ! ” 

The more hJood, that he thought would make him safe and Jiardond, did but ijicreasc bw 
tcuToir, ; then <rame Iiis tit again, ihit he was resolv(‘d to know tJie worst ; and after his 
second visit to the witches, it seems to me that tlie courage o^* desjXTation takes the place (jf 
the fe(‘hleiu*s.s of tln^ guilty soul ; and <'xce|d. in liis two drops down after the servant and the 
iiK'ssongei- have announced tin* English forci^ (V. iii., v., i*nd)s he faces liis fate with tln3 
eoiuiigc^ a}jd cf)oliiess tlnvt sliould Juive posse,sst Jiim all along, ffe is th'd to the stake, Jind 
fight lie will ; hut thougii h<^ fpiails again befim^ Miicdnlfs tongin*, lie is yet taunted hy it 
into tigliting, ;is before into mnrdei' by his wifr\ 

ilanqiio, though noble, has yet in liim the canny ^^eoJ'^J siaise of his oi* liis son’s, chance of 
tlie throne, and kctqis near Macbeth, to he ready for what turns up. FTe cannot answer the 
usurper's invitation with a Macduir's “ Sir, not f," or, like him, fly to England to bring back 
Duncan’s rightful lieir, his son. Malcolm w'onld spoil Bamjuo's son's chance of the throne. 
(8ee Wee? SLtksperf' Soriettfs Tramfu fioKA^ ESTn d, Pait 11.) My friend Mr. Petej» JJayne 
holds that the jinalysis of Macheth’s hleas and motives is iShaksjxu’e’s greatest atdiievenient, 

I think the third Act of Othello is that. But when one comjiares such a quotation as that 
from Macbeth’s speech Jibove, with any of Sliakspere's early work in Louen Lahoorn LohI^ or 
Romeo aod say, one is amjized at the [loet’s growth in knowledge of men’s minds, of 

life, in reflective power, and imagination. Dramatically, too, what a splendid jidvance the 
play is on Ilandet!- 'Fhe slight foundation in history or leg(*nd for Mucheth^ is in ltolinshed’.s 
version of Roece’s Srotoroni Hwtorkey whicli is drawn from Eordnn, jiririted in Ilaztitf, Part 
L, vol. ii., p. 141), and extracts from it are given in the Olarendon Pri'ss and otJiei* cheap 
editions of the 2 >lav. Holinshed knew nothing of the slaughter of Machctli s fatlmr, and his 
wife (Irnoidi’s grjindfather, husband, and brother by Duncan’s grandfather. {(V,tn\ Rress ed., 
xlii.) The text was jirinted for the first time in the Folio of On the sleep- s])e(‘ch see 

llenvj/ /r. above, p. 1. Note Gunpowder Plot, Nov., 160o. 

I 

Kino This play resembles a stormy night. The first scene is like a wild 

sunset, grand an<l awful, with gusts of w'iml and mutterings of thunder, jiresagiiig tlie coming 
storm. ’I’hen comes a furious tempest of crime and madness, through wliich w-^e see dimly 
the monstrous and unnatural forms of Goaeril an<i Kegau, (Vuiiwall and Edmund, and hear 
ever and anon the wild laugh of the Fool,* the mini howls of Lear, and the low moan of the 
blind Glostor ; while afar off a ray of moonlight breaks througli the clouds, and thrown its 
silvery radiance on the ({ueenly figure of (jordeli.a .standing cairn and jieaceful in the storm, 

^ Peace, Folio 1 ; plar-^, Folios 2, 3, 1. 

2 That the play was wiittrn in haste, the hurry of its action in its first acts, thf* want of finish in its 
first scones, the difiicnlty of its expression, tend to iirove. Most (.-rilii H agree in this opinion. Mr. Grant 
VVhito says of the jday in his edition, x. 42-1 “ It exhibits thnaighout the hearty f'xtvution of a grand and 
clearly conceived design. lJut the haste is that of j^maHtcr of his art, who, with conscious command of its 
resources, and in the frenzy of a grand inspiration, works out his conception to the. infnutost detail of essen- 
tial form, leaving tho work of surface finish for the occupation of cooler leisure (which in this case never 

rame) 1 regard Ma<;hoth as, for thi- most i>art, a specimen of Shakspere’s linelahonited, if not 

unfinished, writing, in the maturity and highest vitality of his genius. It abounds in instances of extremest 
compression, and most daring ellipsis; while it exhiluts in every scene a union of supreme dramatic and 
poetic power, and in almost every line an imyierially iiTosponsiblo control of language.” 

One great <'iuse of Macbeth being written was no doubt .lamias l.’s interest in witchcraft. Re liad 
witches tried for raising the storm that met him when bringing home liis bride, Anne of Penmark, in 1 589. 
Ho wrote his J)emoiwlo{fie in 1597 (rep. in 1600 luid 1G03), and his first English Parliament passt an Act 
agiiinst Witchcraft on June 9, 1604. See T. A. Spalding’s EUzahethun Dcmomlo^y. 
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like an angel of truth and purity amid the raging strife* of a sinful and blood-stained world. 
At the last, one great thunder-clap of death : the teiuptist ceust's, tiiid iu the. grey light of a 
cloudy dawn we see the corpses lying stiff* and stark, the innocent and the guilty alik<; 
whelmed in the blind rage of Fate” (Florence O’Brien).' Ltiar is (*.s|)(M.ially the play of the 
breach of family ties; the play of horroi*s, lumatural cruelty to fit In is, l)rothers, sistei’s, 
by those who should have loved them dearest. Not content witli nnsexing one woman, an in 
Macbeth, Shakspere lias in Lear misc^xt two. Not c^ontent with making Lc-ar’s daughters 
t!*eat him with cruel ingratitude, Shakspere has also made Edmund plot against his brother’s 
and father’s lives. Tjt'ar is a race-])lay too. Ft shows the Keltic passion, misjudgnu*nt, and 
superstition, as in Glendo er of 1 He.nrij IV,, in Macbeth, and Oynibelim*. (loiua’il and 
Regan are like the ghoul-like hags of the French Revolution. A few links with OthvHo may 
be named Desdemona and her love for her father being subordiiifite to that for her husbami, ' 
are the same as Cordelia’s. Othello, at the end of the play, has se(*n the day that with tliis 
good sword ” he ’d have made his way through twenty times their stop, and Tjcar, too, at tin* 
end of this play, has seen the day that with his “ good falchion ” h(^ would have made th(*.ni 
skip.' With Macbeth we may. coinjiare the witches, the Keltic king, the ingratitinb^ of 
Macbeth to DuiicaJif as of Lear’s daughtei-s to him, while the terrible tierceiiess of Lady 
Macbeth is but the pi’eparatioii for the more ficnd-lik(^ Coiieril and Regan. Under All's Wei} 
wo have ah’eady noted the likeness of the king’s “sunshine and hail at once” to (Jordelia’a 
“sunshine and rain at once,” her smiles and tears. L<.‘ar, ;xs first pres(‘nt(jd to us, is so self- 
ijidiilgeiit and unrestraiiuMl, lias been so fooled to the top of his bent, is so terribly j'uijust, 
not only to Cordelia, but to Kent, that one feels hardly any punishment can be too great for 
him. The motive that he puts to draw forth the desired ex})ression of affection from 
(kjrdelia, “ Do profess love to get a big i*(*ward,” is such that no girl with true lov e for a 
fatlier could leave unre])udiat(Ml''* ; and wIhui bis proposal gets tin* answer it <leserves. 
he meets his daughter’s nobleness by curs<‘s ami ri‘venge. 8tript bv bis own act of his own 
authority^, his Fool’* with bitter sarcasm l(.*acli(»s him what a fool Ii(;’s been. And few can 
regret that he was made to f(*el a bite ev{‘n sliarpcr than a serpent's tooth. Still one is glad 
to see that he was early struggling against Ins own first wild passion, and that he wouh) 
blame bis own jealous curiosity before seeing Coneril’s puri>ose of unkindness.*^ One sympa- 
thises witli Ins prayer to heaven to keej> him in temper — “ he would not Ixi mad ” with bis 
acipiiremert of some self-control, wli(*n (‘xcusing tln^ hot dnke’s insolence by his illness. Oiu^ 
sees tho’ hoV he still measures love by the allowances of knights it will give him ; ami it is 
not till diiveii out to the mercy of the winds and storm, till he kimws that he is but a “poor, 
•infirm, weak, and despised old man,” till be can think of the poor naked wretches of whom 
ho has before taken too little care, that om^ pities the sufferer for tlie consequeuees of his own 
folly. When ht* recovers from his madness ami has come to the knowledge of himself, 
has found, smelt out, thosi^ flatterers who’d <lestrov him, then is be more truly “every inch a 
king,” though cut to the brains, than ever he was before, ’riie pathos of Jiis recognition of 
Cordelia, his submission to her, and seeking her blessing, liis lamentation ovt*r her corpse, are 

* This i){iss;igc was written by one who hud never heard of Coleridge's eoinim-nts on Shakspere, 
and had never seen his words, which 1 liad long forgotU'ii too: — “ Fn tho iShaksiKirian drama there is 
a vitality which grows and (»volves itself from witliin, a ko.v-noU', whieh guidi’s and controls the- 
haiinuuics throughout. AN'liat is, Lear t Ft is stonn aud t empeat— tlie Ihiindor at First grumhlitig in 
tFie h'V horizon, then gathering around ua, Jiiid at length bursting in fury over our heads — suceeedrd by 
a, breaking of the clouds for a wliile, a last flash of lightning, tho clusing-in of night, and the single 
hope of darkness.” — Lit. Rem,, ii. 104. 

* Compare Shallow in Merry IPires, II. i. 21‘.)-221 -“F have seen tin* time, with my long swmd 1 
would have made you f jur tall fellows skip like rats.” 

^ I can’t hol}> thinking tluit if Fioar had asked the <piestiou as One asked it, free from sf-lfislnioss of 
heart, ‘‘Lovest thou me more than thene. the answer would not have hi*(‘n unlike lYter’s, “'1 ’Ijou knowest 

that 1 love thee.” K. H. Hickey. ProlKihly, as Prof, March suggests, (^udt-lia already lovd the King of 

France. Compare Kos^dind's “What think we of fathrs, when there is such a man as Orland(»h ” — As 
Aou JAhe It, III, iv.U i2. 

■* '^I’lie folly of parents giving up their iiroperty to their children, was often dwell on by early English 
WTitors. It is so by Kohert of IFrunne : see the talc he tolls alK)ut it in my edition of In's Jlamlhjny Synne 
(wi*itton A.n. 1303), pp. 37 9. 

* Note the growth in depth and tendemess c>f Sliakspero’s fools as ho advances from liis First Period. 
Mr. Grant Wliite says, in the Galaxy, January, 1877, p. 72 “ In Kiny Lear the Fool rises into heroic pro- 
poilions, and hocomes a sort of eouscienec?, or second thought, to Tioar. Compared even with Touchstone he 
IS very much more chn-^ated, and shows not less than Hamlet, or than Leai* himself, the ^*and development 
of Shakflpere’s mind at this period of maturity.” Sec Mr. Hethcrington on this in CornhUl Mag., 1881. 
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exceeded by nothing in S}i;iks|Kn’o. Professor Spalding dwells on the last scene as an 
imtHiwfi of how Shakspere got his most intense oifects by no grand situation like Massinger 
didy like Shakspere himself did in earlier time, but out of the simplest materials. 8palding 
says, “"Jlio horrors which havt^ gathei-cd so thickly throughout the last act are carefully 
removed to the background, I ait free rixim is loft for the sorrowful group on which every eye 
is turned. The situation is simple in th(3 extreme ; but how tragically-moving are the 
internal convulsions, for the representation of which the })oet has worthily husbanded his 
force. Lear enters witli frantic cries, hearing the body of his dead daughter in his arms ; 
ho alternates between agitating doubts and wi.shful unbelief of lier death, and piteously 
expernnenfs on the lifeless corpse; ho liends over her with the •dotage of an old man’s 
affection, and calls to mind the soft lowness of her vou^e, till he fancies he can hear its 
* murmurs. Then succihvIs tlie dreadful torpor of d(‘spai!*ing insanity, din ing which he 
receives tlie most ci uol tidings with apathy, or replies to them with wild incoherence ; 
and the li(‘art flows fortli at the close with its la.st bui*st of love only to break in th(3 
vehemence of its emotion, commencing with tlie tenderness of regret, swelling into choking 
grief, and at last, when the eye catclies the tokens of mort^ility in the dead, snapjiing the 
chords of life in an agoiuse<I liorror."’ (Vmlelia is as the sun above the deeps of liell sJiown in 
Goneril and Regan. One can hardly help wishing that Siiakspere had followed the ohl story^ 
told by Layamon and other repeaters of G(*offrey of Monmouth, and made Cordelia set 
her fathm* on the tliroia^ again, and reign after him for a while in peace. But the trage^dian, 
the prpjicher of Shakspei*e’s Third-Period lesson, di<l wisely for his art and meaning, iii 
letting tlie ilaiighter and fatlier lie in one gi'ave. Of the noble Kent, of Gloster, — who 
doubh^s lA^ar in error, au<l almost in sulfering,- of Kdmund, the Tago of this play, T 
have no time to speak. .And while content that others sliould claim as Sliaksp(‘j'e s 

great^3st work, for its diversity and contrast of character, its mixing the storm of nature with 
the passions of man‘, I must yet claim OtM/o afi tho work wliicli most deeply touches my 
heart. Its third Act is th<* greatest achievement of SliuksjxTe as a tlramatist ; tlu^ first tliree 
Acts of MdcbHh (1. V., vii. ; JL, III.) come next; Lear may follow. The date of Lear may 
be considered as hxt at 1005 d. It was enterd in the 8taiione]-s’ liegistc ‘I’S on Novr. 26, 
1007 : “ Natlmnael Buttei*, John Mushy. Entrod for their copii? vnder th[e h]an<]es of Sir 
George Buck knight and Tli(e) wardens a book(j called iViaster William Shakespeare^ his 
histot'jfe of Kituje Lear as yt vs'as plavexl before tJie kinges inaiestie at White|pill vppou 
Sainct Stephens iiiglit [20 L)ccr.] at Christmas Last by bis maicsties servantes*. playinge 
vsually at the Globe on the Banksyde . . vj^’’ (Ai-b(*r’H Trnmrript^ iii. 500). Two 

(piartos of it were jaiblislit in 1008, iiidopemlent texts, and neither copied by the Folio. 
Their title pages confirm tlie Stat. Heg. date of the perfonnance of the play. ‘Tlu^ sour(‘e of 
the Ixvir story is Ilolinslaid's Chroaichi : of the Glostei*, Edmund and Edgar story. Sir 
Philip Sidney’s Arcnrlia. Mr. Hazliit has n'jirinted in liis S/uiksperfuH Libra rn : 1. The 
f/isforp af Lear^ from Jlolinshed (Pt. L, vol. ii., ]>, 514). 2. The same, from the Knglisli 
(ieMa RoiiKinoraai (ab. 1440 A.n.), edit. Madden, jip. 450 5, (ih. p. 515). 5. The Jlinforp nf 
Lei r and Inn Three JJatu/hters, 1005, a play (Part IL, vol. ii., p. 505. It was not used by 
Shakspfae.) 4. (Jneeu Cordfdtf, an historical poem, by John Iligins, fj‘oni the J/im/r for 
MayutrateH (Ft. 1., ii. 524). 5. The Story of the Paphhajonian. Vnkind King^ from Sidney’s 

Arcadia, {ib 557). 6. The, Hidlad of Lmr and his Three Danghiers (ih, 548). Tlie Latin 

original of the, Lear story is G<»offV<*y of Monmoutli’s Hist, llritonmn, bk. ii., eh. 11-15. 
And it was first told, and well told, in English, by Layamon in his Hrnt^ ab, 1205, ThVit jt * 
came originally from Wales there is little doubt. I think Lear must stand by itself as the' 
first Ingratitude and Cui-sing Play,” tbo’ it is linkt to the Group before it, and tlie Lust or 
False-Love Group wliicli follows if. * 

Thoilus axd (htKssiriA. — This is the most difficult of all »Sliaksp(n*e’s plays to deal ivitli, 
as well for date^ as jiositiori. W»3 only kiffiw that it was piiblisht in 1609 with a preface^ 

^ Coleridge fiifiys of Act III., se. iv., “O, what a. world’s coiiv('ntioii of agonies is hero ! All oxtci7iul 
nature in a stonn, all moral nature eonvuLsrd — the rfwtl inadnoss of boar, the feigned madness of Edgar, the 
hahhling of the Fool, the desperate fi<lelity of Kent — .surely sucli a sermo was never eonceived before 
or since.” — Lit. Item.,, ii. 201, ed. 18.'30. (.)n the animal similes, ilie., in Lmr, see Mr. Kirknmn’s capital 
paper in A>ie Hhake, Soe'e Tram., 1877 0, J)]). 385-407. 

“ I cannot resist the metrical argununt against my first 1000 7 date for this play, and should now 
(1881) put it two years earlier, and link it with the former lust-play, Measure for Measure. Macbeth has two 
weak endings and twenty-one light ; Troilm amt CressUiu has none weak, and only six light. 
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by another man, and evidently witliont Shakspere’s consent, as his Sonnets of the same 
date also were. TJiis tact se(*ins to i)oint to SJiakspere’s liavinif left I.ondon, |)Ossibly in 
disgust at some neglect of him by liis patrons or the public, at which Ik* has })een thought to 
hint in Achilles's complaints. Yet Shakspere hatl just ja'odnet'd his greatest ti’agcdies, 
and no one could then have been his rival. The play is evidently written in ill-humour 
with mankind ; it is a bitter satire. Its purpose is not to show virtue hei- own feature, 
but contemptible weakness, paltry vanity, hilsehood (like scorn), their own image. The 
argument of it is, as Thersites says, ‘‘ a cuckold and a whore.” And as vXsch.am de(?iaved that 
the Morte cV Arthur in wl 'cli his contemporaries delighted, was nothing but bold bawdry, so 
Shakspere declares that tne heroes of antiquity, the Trojan ancestors in whom the Ihitons 
gloried, the Grecian lierocs in whom mhldle and modern England hava* rejoiced, were a sliaiu 
that jw'ith them love was all false, and honour but a delusion. Shaksj)e.re’s treatment of 
Chaucer’s heroine, Cressida, is, too, a shock to any lover of the early potd’s work. To 
liave the beautiful Ci*essida, hesitating, palpitating like the nightingale, before her sin ; 
driven by force of hard circumstances which she could not control, into unfaithfulness to her 
love j to have this Cressid, wlfcuii Chaucer spared for veiy ruth, set before us as a mere 
shameless wanton, * making eyes at all the men she sees, and showing her looseness in 
•the movement of every limb, is a terrible blow. But wliabwer may have been Shaks])er(fs 
motive in this j>lay, we certainly have in it his least j)leasing production. Tlmre is no 
roli(if to the patcheiy, the jogglery, and the knavery, exce[)t the generous wclconK* of Nestor 
to Hector in the Grecian camp, and his frank praise of the gallant Trojan, who, labouring for 
Destiny, made cruel w'ay through ranks of Itreekish youth. I lean to tin? theory that 
the Troilus and Cressid part of the pl.ay is one of Shakspere’s First- Pei iod works ^ ; the long 
speeches, and those often rhetorical, of the Grecian leaders, make one incline to think of 
the speeches in John and early plays of the Second Period. Yet there is so much j)ractical 
wisdom, so much knowledge of life, in the play, such weighty reflection, that the Greek part 
of it must be Third Period, not Second ; wlyle the ])lays with wliich it is allied in tone 
and temper are Timon and Antony and Cleopatra. On<‘ link with Lear is seen in the lust of 
Cressid and Helen, like, tho' lt?ss than, that of (Joneril and Regan. Ulysses plays on 
Achilles and Ajax just as lago does on Othello, Cassio, and Roderigo. Othello’s ‘‘My life 
upon lu;!* truth ” is like Troilus’s speech to (h'cssida in IV. iv., and Troilus's bits about Iho 
sweetness ^\pi Cressid may be compared with Otludlo’s about I)(‘sdemona. In Hector’s 
“Honour dearer than life” of V. iii., wo are reminded of Isabella's words in Measure for 
Measure and Brutus’s in Julius Ceesar. While Andromache and (Axssandra urging Hectoi 
’ not to fight on the day of his death, are like (kesar's wife and the soothsayer, urging him not 
to go to the Capitol on the day of his murder. With llarnht, too, we have slight links. 
Achilles’s “ luTo is Ulysses : I ’ll iiitei-rupt his reading. What are yon reading?” reminds us 
of Polonius and Hamlet ; and Troilus’s “ Words, words, imue Avoids of (.•ressid’s letter, 
re-echo Hamlet’s. We have, too, the “ fan and Aviiid of your fierce sAvord ” to compare Avitb 
the Player’s speech. With Romeo and Juliet aa’^c have tlu^ link of lh(^ loA^ers Avakiiig aftiM* 
their night together, and both arc waked by the lark. Also Ti'oilus’s words, “ Oh I that liej- 
hand in Avhose comparison all AAdiites are ink,” match Romeo’s “ White Avonder of dear 
Juliet’s hand.” With The Merchant wo get Troilus’s comparison of himself, a merchant 
sailing to fetch his pearl from her Ijidian bed, as ihussauio and many Jasons c{im<‘ in 
queft of Portia to Belmont strand. Is it possible that Shaksjiere’s c‘n\y of Cha])iiian, 
..j^is rival, with the “ proud full sail of liis great vei’sc,” in his Will’s affeeticin (Sonnet iSb) h.al 
anything to d'd wu’th Shakspere’s deliberate debasing of the heroes of that Homei’ avJioih 
C hapman englisht % It is certain that Avhen he ih‘alt with the. same subject in his fine 
description of the painting of the siege of Troy in 'The Rape of LucrerCj 1. lo08, his 

tone is far dift'erent from Avhat it is in his play." There is no mention tlien^ of Cressid ; the 
only wanton notistj,and condeiund is Helen, “the stniinpet that began tliis stii*,” whost^ 

^ Read the Troilus-Crossida-Pandarus j^art all through first; thon rrad Creeian-camp part all 
through ; and see w}ieth(?r j’^ou don't frel a contrast of power and handling tliat imply difference of Period. 
Still, there is oneness of tone thorough the whole play ; tlicre are touches of reflection in tlio loA'e-part that I 
at present accept as early. I wait and hope for further light fm the play, l*rofessor Dowden puts it next 
to Measure for Measure^ as one of the “ Comedic.s of Disillusion.” 8ce liis Prion r (Is.). The dranialic time 
of the play is four days, with an interval for the Tmeo betAvcon sc. ii. and iii. of Act 1. ; Daniel, in Kew 
Shake. Soc. Trans., 1877- 9, p. 183. 

So, too, in The Merchant^ V. i. 3-6. 
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})eauty Lucrece wants to tear with lior nails, as Hermia does Helena’s in Midsximmer-NigM s 
Dream. Troilus has only three words, ‘Miere Troilus swounds/^ The jiathetic figure of the 
sad shadow of Hecuba’s beauty is touchingly dwelt on, as in Hamlet, and Shakspere/ 
lik(‘ Lucrece, ‘‘weeps feelingly Troy’s painted woes.” On the other side, in Ajax’s eyes are 
only “blunt rage and rigour” (1. 1398), while “the mild glance that sly Ulysses lent, 
Show’d deep regard and smiling government” (1. 1399). Grave Nestor, with his sober 
action, and wagging beard, all silvei- white, calms the quarrels of his Greeks, with golden 
words. And “for Achilles’ image stood his spear, Griped in an armed hand; liimself, 
behind. Was left unseen, save to the eye of mind.” Here is the gallant wariior, not the 
selfish coward, of the ])lay. The reader should set poem and play together ; and consider too 
■vHK^ther the treatment given to the subject in the poem doesn’t make jigainst the opinion 
I have hitherto giveii-iu to, of the Troilus-Cressid part of the play being of the early 
Passion-time group, 1591-4. The play needs a deal more work than has yet been given 
to it, so far at least as print shows. Troilus is no doubt a young fool in his firet love 
for Cressid, yet note his admiration of Helen’s beauty, and his superb metaphors in ex- 
pressing it. Her — * 

“ Youth and frosliness 
Wrinkles A|)ollo’s and makes stale the morning,” 

“ She i.s a pearl, whosci price has launched above a thousand ships. 

And turnd crownd kings to merchants.” — II. ii. 78-S2. 

In the latter of the.se, Shakspere but (jiiotes his dead shepherd Marlowe’s magnificent 
apostrophe to Helen, as before, his ‘Move at first sight” in Js Yon Like It, and .as in 
speaking of Oressid’s hand, to “ whose soft seizure the cygnet’s down is harsh,” he no doubt 
again (piotes Marlowe’s likening Margaret to the “ downy cygnets ” in 1 Henry VI. But 
that Troilus dcs(jrvcs Ulysseses most favourable 02 miion of him, as given in his answer 
to Agauionmon, is evident. Troilus takes the lead, and his opinion prevails in the council in 
Act II. as to whether Helen shall bo given up. He is the Trojans’ “secjond hope;” and it 
would seem that he ’s cured at last of his fondness for Cressid, for he calls on tlie traitor 
Diomede to turn and fight for his horse and not for his love, llector, noble figure though ho 
is, is yet made to j)rcfer a school-boy notion of honour to the earlier wisdom and patriotism 
of the man. Achilles is turned into at once a snob and a coward ; he will not fight 
Hector single-handed, but waits till he can set his myrrnidon.s on him ; his patriotism 
ho sets under his lust, or lov^c, as he calls it ; he will not fight his country’s enemies, 
^Mionotir, or go or stay.” He is shown as a mean, big, lubberly, pefjvLsh boy, even 
more contemptible than the vain, bragging fool Ajax. Notwithstanding tho gleam of 
generosity on Nestor’s figure, and his pluck in being willing to fight Hector if nobody else 
will ; notwithstiiTiding the fine figure of Agamemnon, groat commander, marrow and bone of 
Greece, and tho crafty, wise Ulysses, guiding all the threads of tho })lay, one turns without 
regret from this repulsive j)icturo of the Trojan and Grecian war.^ (P.S. — The S 2 )urious . 
parts of the play are lines II. ii. 163-7, and all after Y. iii. 28.) 

Antony and Clkopatra.-— We change from Troy to Egypt and Borne, from the false 
Cressid to tho false Cleopatra, from the deceived Troilus to the deceived and deceiving 

^ 8fe Mr. Wiitkis.s Lleyd’a spirited and ingonion.H defence bf tho play in his Critical Essays, p. 217. 
Troilus ami Cnssida w;«.s eritord in tho Stationers' Kogisters on January 28, 1608-9; — 

Richard Bonion Entred for their Copy vnder th[e hjandcs of Master 8ogar, deputy Sir Goorgo 

Homy Walley.s Bucke, and master warden Lowne.s, a hooke called the history of Troylus and 
Cressida , , , vj''” — Arbor's Transcript, iii. 400. ‘ 

It was puhlisht in 1609 by Bonion and Walley, first with a title not mentioning the play’s having 
been acted, and with a i>r(}faoe : “ Ettinial reader, you have here a new play staled with the stage, 

never clapper-clawed with the palms of tho vulgai*; and yet passing full of the p.'flm comical,” &o. ; 
next with a title “ The Historic? of Troylus and Cresseida. As it was acted by the Kings Maiesties 
eeruants at tht* Globe,” and without the preface. Tho jday must therefore have been first acted in 
1609, between the issues of the 1st and 2nd titles. The preface- writer called the play a comedy; “this 
author’.s comedies . , arc so franw^d to th(? life, that they serve for the iriost (jornmon commentaries 
of all the actions of our lives, showing such a dexterity and pow(T of wit, that tho most displeased 
with plays are pleased with his comedies. . , . Amongst all, there is none more witty tlian this 
. • , Vefuse not nor like this the less fi)r not being sullied with the smoky breath of |fho multitude : 
but thank fortune for the scape it hath had amongst you, since, by the? grand possessors [Burbage’s 
company’s] wills, I believe you should have prayed for them [rend it], rather than been prayed.” The 
Folio text seems to be printed from a coiTected and altered copy of the Quarto one (h). The source 
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Antony, from the bitter, cl(‘ar-seeing Tliersites, stripping horo(*s and legends of antiquity of 
their glory, to the ecpially clear-siglited but liappier-tempercd Knobarbus, i^almly ex]>laihing 
the clKuacter of his mistress, and Philo, with equal ];)enetiation, analysing Antony, and 
lamenting his masters infatuation. But while Trollus and Cnssida is lit by no light 
of sympathy from author or reader, save in the one setme of old Nesten's welcome to Hector 
ni the Greek camp, oii Antony ami Cleopatra Shakspeve has poured out the glory of 
his genius in profusion, and makes us stand by, saddend und distrosst, as the noble Antony 
sinks to his ruin, under the gorgeous colouring of the Eastern sky, tli(‘ vicious splendour of 
the Egyptian ([ueeii ; makes us look with admiring hate on tlu‘ wonderful picture he 
lias drawn, certi»!’ily far tho most wonderful study of woman he has left us, of that 
Cleopatra of whom Knobarbus, who knew her every turn, said — 

“ Ago cannot wither her, nor custom stiilc I < 'loy the app(;til('s they feed ; but sho makes hungry 

Her infinitu variety : other women ( Where riioijt she satisties.” 

That in her, the dark woman of Shakspere’s Sonnets, his own hckle, serpent-like, attractive 
mistr(!ss, is to some extent embodied, 1 do not doubt. What a su})erbly-sum])tuous picture, 
as if i)ainted by Veronese or Titian, is that wherti Ch't>patra first im t Antony u])on the 
river of (.'ydiiiis ! How admirably transferrd from Plutarch’s ])rosc And how that 
fatal inability to say “ No to woman shows us Antony’s W’^eakness and the cause of his 
final fall. 

The play is like Trollus and Cresslduy not only in lust and false w'omcn (Cressida and 
Cjeo})atra) playing such a prominent part in it, but iji Antony’s renown mid power, and 
selfish prcifereuce of bis own whims to honour’s call, to his couiitiy’s good, being tho counter- 
part of Achilh^s’s. All the characters are selfish cxcejit Octavia and Eros. Caisar’s description 
of Antony as “a man who is the abstract of all faults that meu follow” is not far wrong. 
We were prcqiared by Jidlus Casar for tlie wildness in liis blood and tho want of iiolde 
purpose ill his ordinary pursuits; for his selfishness and unscrupulousness too, by his 


of Shakspero’s play may have been tlio old play of tho mnw name by Dokker and ChettU', in earnest 
of wliioli the manager Ileiislowo hint £3 on April 7, 1599, and in part payment, '6i)s. on April IG, 
and “in full paymento of tho Boocko called Ukj tragedie of Ihoyllcs and cres(‘da — Agamomnone’* 
being interlined over tluj name --£3 os, on May 30, 1599 (Henslowe’s Jdort/, pp. IIS, 140, 153). This 
old play Mat/ ho that (•Titer(3d in tho 8tat. Ucg. on h\!br. 7, 1602-3, “master Kohertes. Entrcd for his 
copio in full Court holdcn this day, to print when he hath gotten sufficient aucthoriiy for yt, The 
hooka of 7 roil us (7 nd CWssat a as yi in acted by my lord Chainbcrhms IMeii . . vj'*" (Arbor’s Trunscripty 

iii. 22G) ; but it is not likely, as tho Tiord ( ffiambcrlaiii’s (or Burhage’s O]’ Sliakspcue’s) Conqiany was 
a rival ti; that of Uenslowo, who “ L(.‘ut unto Thomas Downton, the 30 of Jenowary 1598, U) descarge 
Thomas Dickers [Dokker] frome the areasto of my lord Chamberlens mtui. T save, lent, iij“ x'"’ {Diary^ 
j). 143). If not, the 1603 play may have been a tirst sketch of Shakspenj’s play. As Dyec? says 
{Shaksp.j vi. 2), it is unquestionable that parts of the play as we have it, “ particularly towards the 
end, are from tho pen of a very inferior dramatist ” : — see specially Tllysses’s speech in V. v. 30 42, 
Hector’s in V. vi., all V. vii. and viii. Whether they hclong to Dekkcr and (Uicttle’s old ])lay (as 
Dyee suggests), or, as I suppose, to some hotchcr of Shakspere,- -for he 'd hardly have h>ft such patches 
on his own work, — each reader can judge for himstdf. If Shakspcrc. did not use an old play, he would no 
doubt take his Troylus-th’CJSsid-Paiidariis story from Chaucer’s beautiful poem, and his (Ircck and 
Trojan war story from Chapman’s Homer, Caxton’s Rectiyrll of the Hist or yes of Troyty fioin Kuoul lo 
Fe\Te (of the revised edition of which, with “the English much amended hy William Fison,” a 2nd 
edition had boon publisht in 1607), or Lydgate’s Jlystorye, Segc ami dystrnceyou of 7'roye, 1513, 1555, 
from Guido di Coloiiiia. Thos. Paynell englisht Dares Phrygius’s IJvstruef ion of Troy^ in 1553, and Robert 
WycT, translated Christine do Pise’s Hundred Uystorks of Troye about 1540. The Idi(ldh>Agc poets all con- 
sidered Homer a liar, and Dares a trustworthy historian, who had himself been at tlu' Trojan war. Seo tho 
amusing abiise of Homer in tho Prologue to tho aUitorative Destruction of Troy (from Cuido di Coloima), 
publisht hy tho Early English Text Society. 

^ Read this {Hazlitt^ Pt. 1., voL iii., p. 344) with Shaksperc’s lini’s. Th(* whole of Antony’s Ijifo, the 
source of tho play, should h(; compared with Shakspere’s drama. (St'O too Courh nay’s Comment, oa Hist, 
Tlaysj ii. 264.) Tho t(jxt of the play appeal’d first in the Folio of 1023. Tlie englisht lAfe of Octavius 
Capsar Augustus (compiled by S. G. S. from JEmylius Probus, &:e.) nprintf^d in Skeat’s Nhakspere*s Dlutarehf' 
pp. 230-277, Shakspere doesn’t seem to have used. It did not appear till the 3rd edition of North’ 
in 1603. yhakspero probably workt from tho edition of 1579, if hf* got from Noiih’s Life of Thescu$ 
{Hazlitty I. i. 16, 16, 28, 37) tho names of Porigonia, JEgle (Perigouna and Alglcs in North), Ariadne,' 
and Antiopa, and Theseus’s falseness to thoir fair owners. Alidsuoihier- Xlyhf s Dreamy IT. ii. 19-21 {Skeaty 
p. xiiU* All the Lives in the 1679 and 1595 editions of North are from Amiot’s French translation 
of PludU’ch. Tho 1603 edition has 15 fresh Lives. “ A booke called Anthony and Cleopatra ” was entord in 
Stat, Hey, on May 20, 1608. 
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j)ropos}il to .sacritico Lepidus. Au<l iliou,"h the redeeming qualities of his nature were 
.shown in liis love for ( /le.sar, his aj^peal to tlie people for revenge, and JiLs skill in managing 
them, yet in his devcdopment, lust and self-indulgence prevail, and under their intluence 
he loses judgint'ut, soldiership, cvcmi the qualitie.s of a man. His secuning impulse towards 
good in the marriage of Octavia lasts hut for a time ; all her nohleness and virtue cannot 
save him. He turns from the gem of women to his Egyptian dish again, and abides by his 
inhituation even when he knows lie ’s deceived. 

To Clcoi»atra I desjnir of lu're doing Justice. The wonderful way in which Shakspere 
has brought out the cJiaracbaistics of this .sumptuous, queenly harlot^ even though he 
borrows his main lines Irom Plutarch’s picture, goes far beyond all his fwevious studies 
of women. The. contrast bid-we(;n her and the noble Homan lady Octavia, to whom 
hej^wavering husband bcNirs such favourable witne.s.s, is most interesting, and pre})ares 
us for the next play. TJiese last two, 'TroUm and Cressida, and Antony and Cleopaira^ 
if of oven date, make a Lust or Falsc-Love Grouj). (If not of even date, as I now suppose 
(1881), Tro'dna and Crf^ssida will group with ^^easure for Measnvfi^ and Antony and 

Cleopatra, will stand alone here.) The next two plays form tlic second Ingratitude and 
Cursing Crou]).” 

CoRioLAM'S. — Anoth(*r Homan play from Plutjireh” ; but how different in tone and 
colour from the last ! An interval of 520 years separates tlu; (heaths of the two heroes 
(Coriolanus’s was after 480 n.c. ; Antony’s, 50 a.d.). Antony livd in the decay of public 
spirit, the ^^^owth of luxury in Home, and after his death Augustus became its first 
Emperor. Coriolaiius livd in Home’s early austere days, just when she’ll drivefi the 

lu.stful I'firqiiin from liis throne, and establisht the K(‘])ublic. And it was in thf5 great 
battle against Tarquin endeavouring to recover the throne, that Coriolanus won his 
first garland of oak. Hut it is rather in the heroines than the hero(‘S that the contrast 
of Antony and Clmpatra and Coriolanus is felt. Against the shifting colours of the 
kahddoscope of Cleopatra’s whims and moods, against the hail and storm of Jier passions, 
tJie lurid glow of )ier lust, the fierce lightning of her wrath, rises the pure wJiitc figure 
of Voluinnia, clad in the dignity of Ifonour and Patriotism, the grandest woman in 
Shakspere, the embodiment of all the virtues that made the noble Homan lady. Jt is 
the heaven of Italy l)eside the hell of Egypt.^ And from mothers like Voluinnia c^aine 
the men who conquerd the known world, and have left their mark for ever on the nations 
of Europe. Head her lines in their beautiful rhythmic prose, ‘‘ When yet | ho wa.s bjit | 
tender-bodieil, | and the on | ly son | of my womb. | I . . was pdoased | to h^t liim | seek 

danger | where | he was like [ to find fame. | . . Had 1 j a doz | en sons, | each in |. my love 

alike, | I had rather | had eleven | die nobly | for their country, | than one | vohnp | tuously 
surfeit | out of | action.” See her overcome her mother’s righteous indignation against her 
townsiiH'n’s iujustice to her gallant .son ; .see her on her knec's to that son, for her country’s 
sake, pleading to him for mercy to lier native land, appealing to him" in words that all 
Shakspere’s last plays echo and re-echo to u.s ; ‘‘ Think’st thou it lioiiourable, for a nolde man, 
still to remembei- wrongs 1 ” see her win her ha})py victory, .and then return with welcome 
into Honn*, its lif^ ; ami then acknowledge that no grander, nobler woman, was ever created 
by Shakspen^’s art.^ 

Her one fault, her .son tells us of, her sconi of the common folk. And as his character 
was moulded on hers, this fault he shared, but he wilfully greatemd it, while his pride ‘ 
and self-love stoj)t his reaching the height of liis mother’s patriotism. Flower of warriors,” 
as lie is, “ hLs uatuie (on one side) too noble for this woild,” bravest of the brave, generous 
in his gifts, liis pride — as well of person as of birth — Haws and ruins the jewel of his 
renown. Treated with ingratitude — base and outrageous though in his case it was — he 

^ When a friend of riiino was in former days chaplain' to a House of Morey, ho told mo {hat what struck 
him most in the women under liis char^^e was the entire ahsenec of solf-cont lol. Every impulse of iiassion, ' 
of fei'liiig good or bad, was yielded to on the instant ; everything was saerifieed to it. This quality was no 
doubt cheekt in (4eopatra by a fox’s cunning, a determination to win nnd keej) admiration, a great love of 
self ; but it was lier most jirominent (dunacteristic. 

- See the /J/? of ('oriolatws re])riiited in Jfazlitfy 1. iii. 257. Also sec Courtenay^ ii. 210. The text of 
the play was first printed in the Folio of 1023. 

3 in fa^jt, Eleopitra was a Oreek, tlie daughter of Ptolemy Aulctus hy a lady of Pontus. ^ 

4 If she wants tenderness and charm, it is because her nature is strung in too high a tone for lower graces. 
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<?annot put his country above hims{ilf. As Hotspur would third Eugland, so Coriolauus 
would destroy Rome. Hi^ grip is on her throat when his wife Virgilia, mov’d by the gods, 
Plutarch tells us, stirs his mother to apjieal to him. They are joiinl by Valeria — 

“ The moon of Kome, chaste as tho irdclc 
That's curdl'd by the frost from purest snow, 

And hangs on IJian’s temple, — 

and they visit the Volscian camp. Coriolauus thought he was above natiin', that he could 
hear them unmoved. R t mother, wife, and boy prevail. (Joriol.-inus is himself again, and 
takes death, as he should, from the hand of his country's foe, while his dear ou(»s, uidiki^ 
Portia, Cordelia, live on in Rome. The ingratitude of the Roman citizens, thi^ cinsiugs 
of tiiem by Coriolauus, prepare us for the bitterer curses of the next play of this Croup. 


Timox op Athens, — Wo change from Italy to Greece, from the Republic of Rome to 
the Repuldic of Athens. Jhi« from Rome in her early legendary days, unlit by tho genius of 
poet or philosopher, to Athens in her ])almiest historic time, sunnd with tlu'. glory of 
the greatest names in ancient literature and art — Socrates, Plato, Sopliocles, and Aristo- 
phanes ; Xenophon, Thucydides; Phidias: all these dwelt, in Aleibiades’s time, in (Irei^ce. 
Jiut though the change in land, and light of memory, is great, the burden of Shakspere's 
Timoti is still the same as that of his (JoriolaunSy the ingratitude of men — 


^ Blow, blow, thou winter wind ! 
Thou art not ho unkind 
As man’s ingratitude ; 

Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 
Altho’ thy bn*ath bo rude. 


Fn'cze, freeze, thou bitter sky I 
Thou dost not bite so nigh 
As benotits forgot : 

Thoui>:h thou the waters warp, 

Thy sting is not so sharp 

Ah friend rememberd not ." — As You Like It, 


The curses of Coriolauus, Thorsites, Lear, ring through the play, and no glorious Hgures 
of Yolurnnia, fbrdelia, rise to relieve its gloom, indeed, except the unnamed ladies 
wlio dance, harlots alone are the female characters of tln^ play. One wishes it could he 
movd next to Troilus and Cressida^ to which it is closely akin in temper, so that Coriohenns, 
with itsi forgiveness for wrongs, and not revenge, might be the transition play from the TJiird 
Period to the Fourth.- In Tlnion the only res{H»ct-worthy characters are Flavius, Flaniiiiius, 
the first Stranger, ami the Servant who calls Seinpronius a villain. 'J'he play wants action 
and characterisation, and Is uiiecjual, <neii in Shakspere’s juirt. One does not wonder that lu^ 
left it unfinisht, and let its completer do what he lik(‘d with it.® Other links besides 
its cursings, between it and Coriolamts are, Aicibiades taking revenge, by invasion, on 
Athens, as Coriolauus does on Koine ; the Senat-ors' ingratitude, and subsequent appeal 
for mercy, to the wrongd invader, in each play. With Antony and Cleopatra^ Thnon is 
allied, by its story taken partly from Plutarch'.s Life, of Antony (pp. JiU9-400, Hazlitt's 
Shak^perds Library^ Part I., vol. iii.*), by the name Vcntidiiis in both plays, by a ceitain 
gorgeousness of colour over the early part of Tinion. Timon’s gold-poison .speech lemiuds 
us of Romeo's to the apothecary. The play-completer's Liicullus-talk in III. i., seems to me 
suggested by Shallow’s in 2 Henry LT., III. ii. 

Shakspere gives us his own account of his play in the Poet’s description of Ibrtune 


^ Tho plays in which Shakspero dwells specially on ingratitude are, in the First Period, Richard IT. and 
III,; in tho Second, 1 & 2 Henry /F., Henry F., Twelfth^- Night (by Viola in TIL iv.) ; in tho Third, 

Julius Oe^sary Leary Atitony and CleopatrUy CoriolanuSy Timon ; in the Fourth, The 'Icmpest , Cymbcliney 

Henry VIII, 

“ Yet Tinion comes in tho right place as tho eliinox of the Third-Period temper, or at least some leading 
plays of it. 

» ITie spurious parts ar<* (probably) part of I. i. 189 2*10, 2.58-273; cerhiinlv 1. ii. ; 11. ii. 45-124; all 

ITT. except vi. 86-102; IV. ii. 30-51; iii. 292 357, 398 410, 452 538; V. i. 1 59; V. iv. (Am’ 

6' hukspere Society's Tra7isactionSy 1874, 130, 242). 

* Air. llazlitt also prints 1 . Timon, a play anterior to Shakspere's (Part IT.), hut which ho probably 
did not use ; 2, The Life oj Timon, from I'aintcr’H Paface of Pleasure, 15i)6, vol. i., November 28 (Part I., iv. 
395); *3. from Sir Kichard Barckley’s JM/, 1598, (Part I., iv. 398). Another 

passage mentioning “ Timon, surnamed Alisanthropos," is in Piu-tarch’s bifo of Aicibiades, p. 296 of Skeat's 
Shakspet'ds Plutarch. 
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w.iviiit*’ Tiinon to her hill-st t t]ii\)Jie and then summing Jiim, on which all Ids dependants let 
him sli{) down, not one ;KT(»iiipanyiug his declining foot.^ 

Timon is like L(‘ai* in thinking he can buy lov'e with gifts. His cluiracter is weaK and 
v'ain, as we see by Ids foolish self-indnlgenco and oshmiations generosity ; and his weakness 
is shown just as strongly by his after* rushing to the other ex^tivme, hate of all men, women, 
and chihlrcn, and his uati\e land, because Jiis own friends disappoint him. As Apemantus 
says : — 

“ Tins is in thee a natnrn hut infected, 

A ]H»or unmanly molandiuly sprung 
Kiorn change of fortune.” 

And even if we take his own aceoiiut of his former state and the cliange in him — 

“ ^My^df who had the world as my confectionary,” &c. (Act I V’^., sc. iii.), 

we s(^e what a poor nature he must have had to be so affected by disappointment, how 
far short cd' Orlando's good sense and modesty, which woul'd luive taugl^t him that he liimself 
was tlie first p‘e]*son In^ ought to liave cui’st. He could not ask himself Volumnia’s question, 
“ Think st thou it honourable for a noble man still to remember wrongs '? Nor, as 
Aj)eniaiitus said, had he ever known the middle of humanity, but only the extremity at 
hoth. (Uids. Kieliardson, an old critic of the play, notices as characteristie of Timon, his 
weak love of distinction, the ostentatiousness of his liberality, his imi)atienee of admonition, 
liis liking of excessive^ aiq^lauae ; that his favours did no real good, only gratified men’s 
])assi()ns or vanity ; did not relieve the fatherless and widow, but fwts, painters, groat men, 
his own attendants ; that his gifts were profuse, iii or<ler to get ])rofuse praise for them ; that 
he set too high a value on his gifts ; that he got for tlieju a due return ; ho thought 
h(? was acting from pure motives, but he wasn’t, only from self-love ; his fihmds felt 
tliis, and gave him back nothing in return. Then he weakly turns on all men ; he makes 
sure that he has discovci’ed the best, and that when they fail, all mankind are bad. Yet 
8haksp(*re sympathises with Timon, as always with the siiflerers, ratlioi' than with the 
])ractical Alcibiades, who takes the right means to revenge himself for his countrymen's 
ingratitiuhi to him. A])emantus (whose name means unharmed), why shouldst thou hate 
men?” asks Timon. He’s the professional (ynic, affecting to despise feasts and rich folk, 
y<4 really seeking and enjoying them. Though a despicable character, he yet utters truths, 
and most wholesome ones, and gives us a sound analysis of Timon’s cliaract(n*. He’s a kiud 
of Tliird-Period Jaques. The j»hiy is cleai'ly not all Shakspere’s. The' twcj epitaphs in the 
play ani both in Plutarch’s ./f ; the first, “A wretched corse,” as on the tomb, and 
made by Timon ; tlie second, ‘‘ Here lye I,” as made by the j)oct (Vdlimachus. May we not 
rightly put Tutioii and Coriolantts together as tlie second Ingratitude and Cursing Group 
of plays ] 

Before wc deal with tlio Fourth-Period plays, let us cast a glance hack over those of the 
Third Period which we have just coiisiderd. That Third Period upend in 1601, the year of 
the petted Essex’s rebellion against Elizabeth ; and we saw in Julius C(esm\ not only 
Shakspere’s public lesson of political wisdom (as in his early Historical Plays) to his 
eountrynicTi, but ‘.ilso his private feeling of that ingratitude, treachery, of the closest friend of 
liis hero, that in his Third Period he so often repeated. Wc saw illustrated, in the silicide.of 
the misjudging, yet noble, Brutus, and the insanity and suicide of his equally noble wife,'\hv; 
lesson of the Third Period, tliat (tlie generous ai’e the victims of the designing, and that) for 
all misjudgment and crime comes death to the misjudger, the (uiminal', — if Brutus may bo so 
calld, — and the innoc(‘ut woman whoso life is bound up in his. In Hamlet wo saw the 
bright and haj)py lif(^ of the young prince darkend by the lust and ingratitude of his mother, 
eclipst by the revelation <jf liis ungrateful uncle’s foul murder oB his father; while on 
him, more unfit than Brutus for liis task, was laid the burden of revenge. We saw the 
many shirks from doing his duty of which Hamlet was guilty, and yet how at last, and as it 

- In five earlier lines is a statement of e.xtremc interest as to Shakspere’s own genorous spirit in 
his work (Trof. Masson, in The Rcadcy), so ditreroTii from that of Gr(;eno, Marston, and the like ; — 

“ My free drift Infects one comma in the course I hold ; 

Halts not particularly, hut moves itself But Hies an eagle flight, hold, and forth on, 

In a wide sea of wax : no levell’d malice Leaving no track behind.” 
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were under the pressure of that Providence that shapes our ends, rough liew them how 
we will, the Danish prince in his own de^tli carried out the tusk his father sot him, 
ar^l again proclaimd that for weakness, misjudgment, as well us crime, death is the 
penalty on the wrong-doer, while the sweet, weak Ophelia, who lo\ ed him, shared his fate. 
Wo then turnd to Measure for Measure, and in this, the one so-called cumedy of the Perio<l, 
we had a moral of like kind preacht : in the way you have sinnd, in the same shall you be 
punisht : atonement you shall make, not shirk. And though this play was culled a comedy, 
we noticed the strong contrast of its gloom of lust and tilth with the briglit, heulth-giving, 
out-door air of all but the last of Shakspere’s second- time comedies. Yet above this 
lust and filth rose, radi at as a star, the figure of the “ ensky’d and sainted ” Isabella, 
God’s handmaiden, who could not he unclean. OtheMo came next : and w(‘. wert- lot for 
awhile — but oh, so short a one — to dwell on the sweet picture of the Ikh-o’s winning, 
and*wooing, and wearing his beautiful bride. But the tT*e»acherous, trusted friend, ‘‘honest 
lago,” the devil in man’s shape, is soon at woi*k, with his suggestion to Othello of that lust 
which overshadowd Hamlet and Meamre for Measure, and chaos has come again ; the 
noble and generous Moor is the easy victim of his “ honest ” friend ; all Desdemona’s beauty 
and touching tho’ misjudging’* innocence, are turned into evidences of her guilt, and she, 
the pure ami guiltless, lies stifled on her bridal bed by the husband who ’d set his life 
u])on her faith. Soon his own murderer's hand lets out his own life-blood : and again 
the terrible Third-Period lesson is enforced, for misjudgment, unreasoning jealousy, crime, 
death is the penalty : no time for reiKiiitance is allowd : the innocent must sufler with 
the guilty. Macheth comes next. The powers of another world are calld in to ludp forward 
the ruin of two human souls ready to fall. For the first time Shakspere has unsext 
tlio woman’s nature he so reverenct and lovd (Queen Maigarcd. of 2 & 3 Henry VT. is 
not his), and has made ambition turn to gall, that mother’s love, with whoso self-forgetfulness 
and pathos Constance’s heart-wrung utterances still fill our souls. For the first time lie has 
turnd — though here but for a while — a woman to a demon. The traitor cou])le murder their 
king and friend. The act would, they thought, - 

“ To all (th(‘ir) nights and da^'s to coirio, 

(jivo soldy sovereign sway and inusterdom. 

They’d “jump the life to come.” \’'et, as Macbeth feanl, “We still have judgment hei’c.” 
And so they found it. One tluiy were no longer. Sin kept them apart. Niglits they had 
no longer. “ Macbeth, sleep no more ; ” “ You lack the season of all nature, sh't^p ; ” “ All 
the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand.” Days of sovereign sway they had 
not j neither joy, nor calm contcuit : — 

“ UottcT l)u with thf) (I(’ad, 

AVlioin w<*, to gain our peace, havi* sent to peace. 

Than on the torture of the min<l to lie 

In restl(?sa ecstasy,” — 

but judgment here: dcatli, under the pangs of conscience, for his wife; deatli, from 
Macduff’s sword, for Macbeth. In no 2 )lay of the time is the lesson of the Third Period 
more directly preaclit than in Macbeth. The tei’rors and horrors of Lear follow. 7\vo 
Women are here unsext, and far m )re terribly than in Lady Macbeth’s co.se. The glionldike 
lust and fiendish cruelty aiul ingratitude of Goneril and Regan render them the most 
repulsive figures in all Shakspere. By their side stand Edmiunl (a second logo : wliat 
a contrast to the noble Bastard Falconbridge in Jolm !), and Cornwall almost as luid. 
Ingi’atitude of daiight(?rs, treaclicry of a sou — driving fathers to dttspair, t(j madn(*s.s, and to 
death — infidelity of a wife, plotting her Imsbaiid’s death, and poisoning Ikm- si.sttu-, to gratify 
her own lust, the heavens themselves joining in the wild storm of eaithly ))assions, and 
witchcraft lending itself to enhance their terrors. But still thei-e rises abov<‘ the foul 
caldron of vice the gracious figure of Cordelia, who cannot lie ; only, wlien the avenger 
comes, when judgment is given lujre, she, the innoocait, lies dead among the guilty. 
Troiltts and Cressida comes next, with the bitter, foul-moutht Thersites as its ex))oundor and 
philosopher. The great early poem of the history of the. westcu n world, still the delight of a 
Glaxlstone, is stript of all its roiiiaticc^ ; and the Trojan War is shown in its bitterest, 
Vulgarest reality, as a mere struggle for a harlot- wife, to gratity a cuckold-husband’s revenge. 
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one is mean, every one acts from low motives. Ulysses is just a clever wire-puller, 
Ajax a bragging fool, Achilles a petty, spiteful chief, who doesn’t even dare to meet his 
tired enemy alone. Hector ])r(‘fei-s a childish notion of honour to right, and patriotism, 
and good sense. Cressid, so Ix^autiful in Chaucer’s picture, is debased into a mere wanton. 
No light of nobleness is on tbe play <‘xcept in the shoii) reception of Hector by Nestor 
in the Grecian camp. The en<l of tla^ war is not given ; but Cassandra’s voice tells us it is 
at hand. Lust and selfi.sliness still prevail, and the noble misjudging Hector has judgment 
here, — 

“ Ur'.N (lend; and at the murderer’s horse’s tail, 
ill i)eastly sort, dragd thro’ tho sluimoful hold.’’ 

* 

Antony and Chopatra comes next, with its gorgeous Eastern colour, its most wonderful 
study of a woman tliat Sliakspere ever made. Yet lust and orgies are its theme, the 
ruin of the noble soul wlio so loved Caisar and reveiigd him. We saw how brilliantly 
he disproved Brutus’.s mean estimate of him ; wo heard the unstinted praise that iiis 
rival, Oaisar’s ne])hew', gave him for his daring, his generous sharing of all his soldiers’ 
hardships ; we saw him tear liimself from the arms of the superb paramour who ’d enthralld 
him, and wed that “pieces of virtue” (Cie.sar), that “gem of women’” (as he called her), 
noble Octavia, and w'c hoped that his retlemptioii was nigh. But alas, the lift was but that 
his fall might be the greater. Again he betook himself to tho ])oison of Cleopatra’s charms, 
and under them lost all that men value most, judgment, honour, manlines.s, the courage that 
w’a.s liis boast, and sank to a dishonourd suicidal grave, tlie senseless victiui of his j)aramoiir s 
deceit^ ; w'hile she, from dread of vulgar taunts, died — theatrically- vain and ease-seeking to 
tht^ last — the gentlest death slui could secure, that of asps’ bites on her breast. Coriolanm 
followd. The noble, high-born >varrior is mind by class-pride. He cannot stoop to seek, at 
the hands of its givers, the honour that his noble mother has so long longd-for for him, the 
honour that his brilliant (h^eds of arms for them, his fellow-citizens, have won. He 
was born to rule them, not to beg of them. And when, in their (piick lit of ingratitude 
at liis scorn — scorn almost as bitter jis Thersite.s’s — they turn on him, as they’<l done 
before, from meaner motives on .Brutus — the seltishne.ss at the bottom of all aristocratic pi-ide 
comes out, Coriolanus j)uts himself, his own desire of revenge for personal wrong, above lii.s 
country, and joins her foes. Her life is already in his grasp, and he means to take it, when 
the splendid tigure of his moth(*r -tho grand Volumnia, who loves honour and Home jvbpve 
hei’self — kneels before him, and wife^ and boy help him to rise to his own ti’ue height, 
and forgiva^, not revenge. “ Think’st thou it honourable for a noble man still to remember 
wrongs'?” a prelude of the coming Fourth Pei’itMl. But, for his mistake, comes j;idgment 
here ; Coriolanus dms by Yolscian hands. His innocents are not involvd with .him. They 
live on in Rome. Lastly came Timon, with its weakly generous, misjudging h(*ro, giving his 
all to those whom lie thought friond.s, fimling them all de.sert him in his hour of need, 
and then withdrawing, with curses on all mankind, to get out of the sight' of his fellow-men. 
“I am misanlhropos, and liate mankind.” And so he ends, “who, alive, all living men did 
hate.” He, too, has judgment here. The gloom of the jday is relieved by no gracious female 
figure — two harlots, greedy for gold, are the only women introduced : — and the faitliful 
steward alone is true. Now look at the ma.ss of evil, of sacrifice of good to ill, of triumph of 
the base over tho noble, that this Third Period represents. Admit gladly that over all the 
hell-broth of murder, lust, treacheiy, ingratitude, and crime, there ri.se the three radiant 
figures of Isabella, in her saintliness and purity ; Cordelia, in her truth and daughter’s love ; 
Yolumiiia, in her dtjvotion to honour and her country : think, too, of the one gleam of happy 
coming bndal between Isabella find tho Duke. But look on the other side, at Caesar, 
Brutus, and the noble Portia dea<l ; Hamlet and Ojdielia <Ieafl too; likewise Othello, 
De.sdemona and Emilia, Macbt*th and his wifi*, Banquo, Macduff’s wife and all his little ones, 
Lear, Cordelia and eyeless CBoster, beside Regan, Goneiil, Cornwall, Edmund, Hectoi'’s 
gory cor])se, Antony self-slain, Cleopatra too, Coriolanus murderd, Timon miserably dead. 
Think of the temper in wdiich Sliakspere held the scourge of the avenger in his hand, 
in which he felt the baseness, calumny, and injustice of the w'orld around him, in which 
he saw, as it w’ere, the heavens as iron above him, and God as a blind and furious fate, 
cutting men off in their .sins, involving the innocent with the guilty. Compare for a minute 


* Antony runs on his own sword, Eros having first killed himself to avoid killing Antony. 
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your memories of Hluikspere’s patriotic brilliant Second PtM-ied. Sot the abounding, the 
• overflowing happy life of that, against the bittcrnt^ss, the world-woariiioss, of this terrible 
Thii-d Period, and then decider for yourselves whether this ehniige in Shakspere was one 
of artist only or, as 1 believe, oik^ of man too; and whetlier many of the Sonnets do not 
help you to explain it, with that ‘‘hell of time” through wliich their writer passt ; — 

“ For if yon wore by my uiikindnoss shakon, 

As I by yom-s, you have passt (i hell of tune . "" — Sonnet 120, 1. G. 

Then turn to the Fourth-Period plays, and note the t'hange again of temper and of tone, 
da-ue tliat they deal with treacluay, ingratitude, breach of faTiiily-ndations, misjudgment, 
weakness. Jlut where is the avengtir here? lie? is hardly seej). True that Cyndjoline’s 
,‘jneen in her guilt, de.sj)ai]*ing, dies. The fool Cloten is killd. The young Mamilius, under 
tlie burden of his base father’s accusation of the boy’s nobh* mother Herinione, droops and 
dies : the one innocent life •lost. But in the main, the (iod of forgivent^ss and rcconciliatio]! 
])as taken the avenger’s places; r(‘])entance, not vengeanc(‘, is what he seeks. And of all tin* 
plays, death is not the end, hut life. In three of them the happy bridal life of such sweet 
girls as Shakspere never Ijefore drew, Marina, Miramla, Perdita ; in one, the renewed 
married life of his (pieens of wifehood and Avomanhood, Imogen and IBMMnione ; in one, the 
life of her who w^as to bring “ i)eact*, phuity, love, and truth-” to the England that, Avith all 
its faults, Shakspere lovd so well. You turn from tlu^ storm, the gloom, and the Avliii-hvind 
of the Third Period, and see in the Fourth “a great peacefulness of light,” a harmony 
of earth and heaven — sweet, fresh, English country scenes. And liere, too, [ see the change*, 
not of artist onlyg hut of man, of the nature of Hhakspere hims(‘lf in his new life in his 
jjt*.ac(iful Stratford home. 

The ])assage from Shakspere’s Third Period to his Fourth always reminds me of 
the change in Handel’s Israel in, from the magniticent series of the choruses of 

file plagues — among them, chief, the gloom and <larknt‘ss that might be felt, and tin; 
terrors of the oppressors’ cries for the death of their flrst-hoj’n — to the glad, 8pi*ing-likt‘, 
sylvan strain, “But as for his people, he led them forth like sheep.”* (1 hope all my readers 
jiijow it.) 


§ 13. PERroLES. — This play forms a fit opening for the Fourth Period, in its happy re- 
uniting of the long-separated family, father, mother, ami daughter (Shakspere has noAv only tAv<^ 
<laughtei’s, his son died in 1/590), and in Pericles’s flood of joy and gratitude at his tinding 
wife and girl again, sweeping away all thought of his intended revenge on his Avrong(‘rs, 
Dionyza and Cleon.^ Pericles is, like Timon, only partly from Hhakspere’s hand. Ho Avroto 
oidy the last tlin^e acts, less the ])rose brothel scenes and the (lowei choruses in thtun.* As 
you read through the dull beginning acts, you at once feel the change of hand Avhen you 
<•0100 on the finst words of Act III. : “Thou God of this great vast.” You set? the birth of 
Marina, the supposed death ami casting into the sea of her mother Thaisa, the committal of 
the babe to Cleon’s treacherous wife Dionyza, the betrayal of her ti-ust by that harpy, ami 


^ I do not admit as a sufficient answ(T, that which, of course, rises in ont'^s mind, that the change from 
Comedy to Tragedy, and then, to Romantic Drama, involvd this change of tone and temper, indi'pcndtmtly 
of the author’s own moods. I f(?ol that ShukHpero’s change of subject in Ids diftcri'nt Periods wae 
made mainly because it suited his moods, the different ways in which, on the wladc, from l*criod to 
Period, ho lookt on the world. Just contrast his Comedies of the I’irst, St'cond, or Fouith Periods with 
those of his Third — Measure for Measure and Troi^is and Vressida (if wo so treat it); his Tragedy of 
the First Period — and Juliet — with those of his Third — Hamlet^ Timon, ke . — and believe, if you 
can, that Shakapero’s nund and spirit were as full of hope and miKdi at ease in the latter period as the 
oarlit.T. Even the judicial liallam admits the change in Shakspere. 

3 Fletcher’s words to Shakspeni’s plan. 

• This air, like many others of HundePs, Avas a borrowd one. 

• Note in the Fourth Period the heathen divinities; Diana here, Juno, Ceres, &c., in The Tempest, 
Jupiter in Cymheline, Apollo in fPinter's Tale. Visions, dreams, orudc's, prevail. 

® Mr. Tennyson first pointed out this to mo ono Sunday in December, 1873, The fact is certain. See 
tho New Shakspere Society's Transactions, 1874, p. 252. (In a <piestion like this, one cannot accept any 
foreigner’s opinion as of weight. He cannot judge on it like an Englishman can. tho’ on other as 
important points ho may lead us, and has led us. 
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her persuiulini^ Leonine to iniir<l(‘r Miiriua simply liecause slie was more beautiful than lier 
own (laughter. Then we see ^lariua rescued, but see, too, tla^ d(3sj)air of Pericles on hearing 
of her (supposed) deatl), liis three months* .silemie, and then Jiis rticovory under his daughter's 
earnest ])leas : — 

“ Who stiirvf's the ears she feeds, and makes them hungry, 

Thi* more sh(; gives them siMjech.” 

And then his gi’eat s(*a of joys ** rushing upon him when he is convinced of her existence } 
then, his first thouglits of vengeance postpoiu^d, his visit to tlie Temple of Diana at Epliesus,. 
th^ high-priestess, his wife Tlmisa, recognising him, and thus finding hus})and and daughter 
at once. “ Per. Ye gods, your p]’<‘sent kindness makes my past misery,” tfec. Thenceforth 
he thinks only of tludr <laughter’s marriage ; vengeance is forgotten in his joy. ShakspereV 
motive in taking ii]» tlie story was surely this reunion of father, motlnu’, and daughter, 
and not tlie early part, of Apollonius of Tyre’s incest witli his child, which Chaucer 
rc]»roacht Gower for telling. 8till, ho may have meant to show us Marina by her purity 
and virgin pi*osoiicc disarming tlu^ lust of men, thus giving us in her a Fourth-Period 
repre.s(mtativ(3 of the glorious Third Period Isabella. Gower’s version of the ancient legend 
was re-told in two prose forms in Shakspere’s day\ and an exprc^ssioii or two in tlie I (>08 one, 
‘‘])oor inch of nature,” itc., looks like Sluikspeit^, and as if borrowd from a difltTcnt version 
of the play to that which we now have. (See Mr. Collier's introduction in llazlitty PaH 1., 
vol. iv., p. 240, t’tc.) Om^ passage in Pericles has for me a personal interest as regards 
Shakspere. Seeing witli what contempt he treated the apothecarii^s in the Errors and 
Momeo mul Juliety and how little notice ho took of the Doctor in Macbeth^ wo are struck with 
the very dilferont character he gives to the noble, scientilic, and generous Cerymon here, 
lie is a man working for tlu? good of all, the kind of man that Ihicon woidd have desired for 
afikmd. And recollecting that the date of this play is ])i*obably 1G08 (or 1007), I cannot help 
believing that Cerymon rejiresents to some extent the famous Stratford physician ^ Doctor 
John Hall, wlio, on June 1007, married Shakspere’s clde^st daughter Susanna. The great 
growth in powiu* shown in the contrast beiwetm the scenes of family reunion in Pericles and 
The Coniedjf of Errors^ between Shakspero’s Fourtli Period and his First, I have alludecl to 
abov(3, p. xxii. Pericles appeai-d in Quarto in 1009 (twice), 1011, 1019, 1030, 1035, and was 
printed from the sixtli or 1 635 Quarto in the second issue of the third Folio of JiJhakspere’s 
Plays, 1004, with six other fresh plays, all spurious. 


Thk Tempest. — We turn from the southern to the northern shore of the Mediterranean,, 
from Tyre, where Pericles was Prince, to JSTaplcs, wiiere Alonso was King, to Milan, of which 
Pros])ero was Duke. We cliange from Ephesus, where cruel Dionyza plotted Jier friend’s 
child’s death, to the fair island in the M.editciTanean, the creation of Shakspere’s brain", 
wliero Prospero saved his foe’s cliild’s life. But though tlie scene is changed, the Fourth- 
Period spirit of the Poet is the same. Voliiimiia’s “Think’st thou it honoumble for a noble 
man still to remember wrongs 1 ” is still the burden of the play ; the reunion of separated 
memb(3rs of a himily, the reconciliation of foes, are still its subject, and forgiveness, not 
revenge, its lesson : — 

“ The rarer action is The sole drift of my piirjioso doth extend * 

In virtue, than in Vi ngoanco: they, being Not a frown farther.” — V. i. 

penitent, * 

o 

Surely we may with justice stretch Gonzalo’s sentiment that we have found “ all of us 

^ The Fatierm of Fainfull Aduvulurcs, hy X^awrcnco Twine, 1576 (in 1 JTa%,litt, iv., with Gower’s 
Apolhnim of Tyre), and a later tract hy (ioorgo Wilkins, whoso titlo-pago alludes to Shaksperc’s play, 
“ The Fainfull Adiicnfurcs of Ferirlrs, Prince of Tyre, being The 'Frm llintory of the Flay of Per idee, 
as it was lately presented by thf? worthy and ancient i>oet, lohn Gower,” 1608. Wilkins’ trm^t has 
been reprinted in Gennany. Mr. Hazlitt gives its “ Argument of the whole Historic,” and list of ‘‘Names 
of the IVrsonages,” I. iv. 243'-7. Tlie Life of P(;ricle.s of Athens, from North’s Flutarehy was inadvertently 
put by ^Ir. llazlitt into his collection. There is no like life of Pericles of Tyre. 

- See his “ Cures Performed upon very Eminent Persons in Desperate Diseases, put into English by James 
Cooke,” and pnblisht in 1657. Gn p. 52 i.s his treatment of the “grcfsvous cough ” of Mr. (George) Queony, 
the youngest broilier cf his brother-in-law, Thomas Quiney, husband of Judith Shakspere. George 
Queony w'as buried 11th April, 1024. 

^ No original of his story is known. 
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ourselves’’ further than perhaps Shakspere’s use of the M'ords will ht-jir, ami (hus claim that 
the truth uttered iii them is “ wlien we are not our own alone, when wr tno emptied of self, 
when Ve are most helpful to othei-s, then alone do we lind our (tnu ) si'lv(*s.” No ])lay 
brings out more clearly than T/te Temix^at the Fourth-Period s[)irit ; and Miiaiula, evidently 
belongs to that time; she and her fellow, Perdita, being idealisations ot'ilu* sw*‘et country 
maidens whom Shakspen^ would see about him in his renewed family lifo a1 Stratfoi-d. 
Of them what better can b(' said than my friend Mr. Phillpots has said of Miranda, in Ids 
Bugby school edition of The Diher tho’ they do, each is a [>hantoin of the 

realisation of Wordsworth’s li^es : • 

Graco that whall mould the luaidrii’.-, fonn 
JJy silent sympathy. 

“ The stars of inidiiij^hl shall he dear 
To luT ; and she shall h'aii Iku* e;ir 
In many a. secret plaee 
WluTc rivuh'ts dance their wayward rnimd, 
And beauty lun ii of murmuring sound 
Sliall pass into her face.” 


Hers shall he tho bnuithmg balm, 

And hers the sih'iiee and the Calm 
Of mute insensate things. 

“ The floating clouds lluir state shall lend 
To her ; for her tin? \\ Plows bond ; 

Nor shall sho fail to 
E’en in the motions of the storm,* 


Turn back to tlic First-Period ^fUhnn^'lller-N Ighf s Dreani^ and compare* with its Stratfoi-d 
girls, staind with the. tempers and vulgarities of their day, these P\)urth-]Vriod creations of 
pu)’(i beauty and refim'iuent, all cartli’s loveline.ss tilld witli all angels’ grace ; and r(‘c<vgnise 
what ^haksp-.Tc’s growtii has been. (Note too that in all the first four FourtIi-P(niod plays 
arc lost daughters or sons. ComjKire aLso Shakspere on his art in }fi(hunitnrr^XhjIit's 
Dmun and in The Tenipeat.) 

Th<3 geneiul consent of critics and readers itl(*ntitics Shakspere, in tlie ripeness and 
calmness of Ins art and power, more with Prospero than with any other of Ins char.acters ; 
just as tlie like consent identities him, in his restless and unsettled state, in liis style of less 
2 )erfcct art, with Hamlet. 

Wlieii wo compare Prosixu’o’s 

** Wo ar(^ such stuff 

Ah dreams aro made of, and our litlh* life 

Is rountlcd with a sleep,” 

witli all the questionings and fears about the future life that perplext and tondfied Hamlet 
and Claudio, we may sec wliat jjrogress 8haksj)ero has liimself made in soul. 1’he link.s of 
this jday with IWichs ai*e tlie oj)eniug storm in each, I’liaisa and iMarina thought drowned or 
dead, and yet restored to Pericles ; Ferdinand, and Prospei’o, and 3Iiranda tliouglit drowned, 
and yet i-estored to Alonso ; rev<*.nge forgotten by Perich*s in the fiiliioss of liis joy, revenge 
overcome in Prospero by liis williiigiicss to forgive. With earlier plays we can hardly help 
comparing the faitliful, cheery (xolizalo who 2 )rovitles Prosi)ero and Miranda in their danger 
with clothes, and food, and book.s, with tho faithful Kent, ami Glostcr who provides Lear 
with a room and a litter to drive towards Dover. Caliban is hinted at in Trollus (Act HI., 
sc. iii., line 264), wliilo Prosfiero’s sj)eech to Miranda about the zenith and the star, is 
like Bi^utus’s on the tide in the ali'aii's of men. In his inattention to liis govenimeiit, 
Prosjvro is like the Duke in Measure for Measure, With Hamlet we liave the likem^sses of 
Antonio getting rid of Prospero and seizing his crown, to Claudius’s murder of Hamlet’s 
fe,ther and taking his crown ; and Prospero’s warning to Ferdinand that the stroiig(*st 
oatlis are stmw to the fire in the blood ” like Polonius’s to Ojihelia of the lilazes when 
the blood burns, giving more liglit than heat. Hut Prospero, unlike IIamh?t, lias been 
taught by the discijfline of his island life, and as soon as fortune gives him his first « linucc, Jie 
acts, and obtains his end. As a fairyland play, the links of The Tempest with Midsummer- 
Nighfs Dream are strong. But now it is no Ibnger as in Shakspere’s youth, tliat m<ni 
and women are toys for fairies’ whims to ]>hiy with; in his age tho i)oct uses liis magic 
to wield tho fairy-world and the powers of nature for tho liigliest 2 >ossible end — tlie winning 
back to good, of human souls given over to evil. Contrast, too, for a moment, Olieron’s care 
for the lovers in the Dreaw<^ with the beautifiil, tender feeling of Prospero for JVIiranda and 
Ferdinand here. He stands above them almost lis a god, yet sliai ing tJieir feelings and 
blessing them. Note, too, liow his tenderness for Miranda revi\'es in his words, ‘^The 
fringed curtains of thine eyes advance,” the lovely fancy of his youth, her “two blue 
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wiikIows faintly sJio upheavetli ” (TeHtfs and Adonis, lino 482). Ho lias seized in Miranda, 
as ill Pcrdita, on the new typ»? of sweet eouiitry-<fiil unspoilt by town devices, and glorified it 
into a being fit for an angels’ woi ld. And as ho links earth to heaven with Miranda, so lib 
links earth to hell with Caliban. In Caliban, too, and Conzalo’s ideal commonwealth' he no 
(loubt gave utterance to tla* thoughts which the beginning of the newly-founded colonial 
empire of England raised in him, and from the tracts about which in 1610 on the Bermudas 
ami Virginia, he took the storm and the miich-vex(*d Bernioothes. The play ]>reserves the, 
unities of time and jdaoe as w<dl as that of action, to which alone 8hakspere generally attends. 
The unity of time r(‘(juir(*d tJiat the ])lay should take in acting the same time as the events 
that occasion it ; and the action of T/ta Tempest is comprised within three or four hours. 
The unity of place r(*(|uired that the different scenes should be reachable by the characters in 
the same time, and h(*r(^ the only distance to be travelled is from the; sea-shore to Prosperous 
cell. As in Pericles and The Tempest^ the forgiveness is wholly on the men’s part — Pericles’ 
and Prospero’s — I propost; to ])ut these two plays together as the first Group of tlie Fourth 
Period. The Tempest was first jainted in the Polio of 1 623. 

CYMiiiiLiNE. — If with 'The Tempest Shaksjiere meant to break his magician’s wand, 
to bury it “ certain fathoms in the earth, and deeper than did ever plummet sound ” drown 
liis book (Act V., sc. i., lines 34-7), he happily for the world alterd his mind. From 
las enchanted island in the Mediterranr‘an and its wise ruler self-controlld, he j)asst to 
Britain, and its king, the slave of unreasoning pjissions. Yet it was not Lear’s savage 
island, but a half-civilised, Komanised one. 8till, like Lear, Cipnbeline is a race-play, a 
Keltic one” ; quick, unreasoning j)assion is yielde<l to by eveiy leading character, by • 
Cymbeline when he believes two villains’ oaths against Belarius, and banishes him ; when 
w’orkt on by his beautiful, flattering wife's revenge against Posthumus, he banishes him and 
almost curses his daughter Imogen ; when under the influence of the same wife’s ambition 
he refuses to pay C’lesar’s tribute ; when he at first yields to his impulse to avenge Cloten’s 
murder, and dooms his son Guiderius to death ; by his Queen, in her revenge on Posthumus, 
and Imogen, and lier own death ; by Posthunius in his din^ction to kill Imogen; by Imogen 
in her impetuous love for Posthumus, her pretty impatience to fly to Milford- Haven, her wish 
for death ; and by Belarius in his revenge of stealing Cymbeline’s sons. With the sitory of 
British legend Sliakspere wove one of those Italian novels he had so often used* before, 
in which the quick resource and turns of lachimo (etpial lago) are like those of Proteus and 
the Duke in The Two (Jentlemen of Verona, It would seem as if after the effort of 
originality in The Tempest, as befon; in the Midsnmmer-NighTs Dream, he fell back on other 
nuui’s inventions. Here, too, we may say j)artly his own, for in Cymbeline^ LeePr, Othello, Picc.y 
are freely used. Yet that it is a ripe ])lay in thought, the lines — 

“ Reverence, that anprel of the world.*’ 

“ Those that T reverence, those I fear. 

The wise 

are enough to show, even if the metrical structure, the number of three syllables in one* 
measure, did not coincide with its lateness in purpose and character. The h’ourth-Period 
doctrine, of repentance for sin, and sin’s forgiveness, is the burden liere ; pardon ’s the word 
for all. The Italian stoiy is from Boccaccio. Imogen is Madonna Zinevra ; Bernardo 
Lomelin is Posthumus, and oilers the wager, Ambrogiuolo da Piacenza (for lachimo) accepts 
it, and by biibing a woman friend of the wife’s gets into her bed-chamber in a chest, comes 
out when she ’s aslee|), notes the furniture, <fec., and the mole beneath her left breast, 
with some six little hairs as bright as gold round it, and with this convinces the hesitating 
husband, who writes to his wife to come to him, and charges his servant to kill her on 
the road. The man lets her off, she assumes tnale dress, at last exposes Ambrogiuolo, and 
tortures him to death, but forgives her husband. The story is also in the old French Roman 
de hi Violette, and Le C ample de Poitiers, in the old French mystery play, Un Miracle; 
de Notre Dame, and in the English Westward for Smelts (1620), j)robably not used by 

’ Taken from Florio’s englisht Moutaiguc^H Essays, 1603, extract in 1 HazUtt, Pt. II., iv. T, with 
the Search for the Island of Lampedusa, from Harrington’s Ariosto, canto xli., a.d. 1591, ib. pp. 3-6. 

- See Mr. Hales’s paper on Lear in The Eortnigktlg Review, for 1874 (F). 
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Shaksperc.^ Tlio links of (■ymhehne are strongest with II intf‘r.'< Tah\ and will bo noticed 
* in the comment on that play.- As in The Tempest^ we have the vices of the court and 
the virtues of the country contrasted. As in Lear, we have (lie. weak and passionate 
king, cruelly unjust to his noble daughter. The pictui*e iu Jiciogiai’s room is that of 
(,Heo]>atra on the Cydiius, so gorgeously ])aintcd in Shakspert's play. With Othello, 
driven to jealous fury by lago, wo compare Posthiimus in like case by lachimo. With 
Imogen's — 

“ Ap^ainsi self-slmightiT 
There is a prohibition, so divine, that cravens 
My weak hand - 

we compare Jlamlet's — 

‘‘ Oh, that the Kverlaatinp^ laid not fixt 
His canon ’gainst self-shiughter.” 

With Belarius's account of country life and tow'ii we comiiarc the Dukti’s in As Yon. FAhe If, 
and with the description of^how Imogen is to act the man, th(‘ like passage's in d-v Y(n(. JAkr. 
It, The. Merelnxnt, and The Tim (ienlleimn of Verona. The lov^tily picture of Imogen in bed 
takes u» liack to that of Lucrecc; and the se])amtion of Imogen and Poslhumus to come 
together again, as she thinks, at Milford-IIaven, or at any rate her im])ati€*nce to join 
her husband, may be contrasted with Juliet’s passionate desire to have Homeo in her 
arms. As Cymbeline is mainly a fool, and his Queen altogether a villain, we turn to the 
liero and heroine of the play, Posthumus and Imogen. And altliough tluj accounts of the 
(lentleman iu the first scene, and lachimo in tlui fifth, lead us to expect a perfect character, 
yet Posthumus shovvs himself, as he says, ‘‘a most credulous fool," sooner convinced than 
(Ithcllo, unable to sec how poor the evidence of liis wife's guilt is, till Philario shows 
him. He has none of Othello’s noble wrath against his tempter, during the temptation 
scene ; and his abuse of all women on his false and groundless suspicion of one is mean. But 
liis repentance is as full, as his sin has been great. Once and again ho di'sires death for 
Imogen. lie feels that nothing is too great to carry out his atonement for his sin against 
her. We wish we could have been spared his striking of his page-wife to tlu^ ground, l)ut it 
was because ho thought she scorned herself ; forgiven, he forgives, and teaches (’ymbcline to 
forgivt too. Imogen is one of those diameters whom it is impertinence to praise. With all 
J uliet’s impetuous affection and wealth of fancy — 

** E’er I could And like the tyrannous br(\'ithing of the North 

Givo him that parting kiss wliich T had 8(3t Shakes all our buds from growing,” — 

Betwixt two cliiirming words, comes in my father, 

she is nobler, wiser fir. To judge of her height above Posthumus, cojnj>are her receiving of 
lachimo's assertions of Posthumus’s infidelity, with Posthumus's receiving of those against 
her. ISToto her noble indignation against lachimo’s base proposals to her, in which the 
])rincess as well as the wife speaks. Then the clever turn of lachimo, and his instant 
jiacifying of her by his praise of her husband. Passionate though her nature is, Posthumus 
yet beam witness to her restraint of him.*'* Her love for him again breaks out in her defence 
nf him against Cloten’s abuse; and gro-at is the unconscious pathos of her words on her lost 
bracelet : — 

“ I hopo it bo not gono to tell my lord 
That I kiss aught but ho.” 

Her husband’s consciousness of her love is shown in his letter to her, like Antonio’s to 
Bassanio in The Merchant — “What your own love will, out of this, advise you, follow." 
She calls for a “horse with wings," she •who, like Chaucer’s Canterbury pilgrims, can 

^ llolinshed has but littlo about Cymbeline that Shakspore u.so8. lla/Iitt prints an extract, tbo’ 
without the names of the king’s sons, and the payment of the Roman tribute, in his khakspere^R Library, Pt. 
I., vol. ii., pp. 194-6. See also Courtenay’s Vomnientaries, vol. ii. Hazlitt likewise prints, I. ii. 179-193, 
abstracts of the French Violette, Compte de ToitwrH, and Miracle stories, and of Boccaccio’s Tale of Bernabo 
Lomellia of G-onoa. 

- Two of the links with Pericles are that Cymboline’s Queen is like Piouyza, and that Pericles and 
Posthumus both have visions, while asleep, of the way out of their dihiculties. (Mnlier, from mollis aer, is 
from Caxton’s Game of the Cheese. — E. Scott.) 

® Compare this with Othello’s like words on Desdemona. 
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only of mik's “oiio scoiv k\vi\t sun :iinl sun.” Then when, iiistearl of chis])ing hey 
)iush:nul ill her :inii.s, slie heurs Ins sl.iiide]-, whose CMlgci is shjirjier tlnin the sword, her 
piitlu'tie answer, “ False to his IhmI 1 whal is it to falser i ” (like Soniud- 01), prejiares us for 
her willingness, like Viola’s, that her master’s bidding should be done, and her life given up 
to his base wish. Then comes li a- nie(‘ting with Inn* unknown brothers, her death, like 
Juli(*t's, for a time, and the song so lit tie a<lapt(*il to Kuriphile but so lit for lu‘r, and in i^art 
for »Shaks])ere liimself, that ln‘r brothers sing t>ver her sup[)osed corj>se. But she rises again, 
not like .luliet to sink into tin‘ grave, lait to redive her life more truly than l^efore, the 
((ueen, the life, the wif(‘, of tin' liusbaiid sin* has lifted to In^rself, the daughter of the father 
of whose comfort she was gnvit part, the sisbu* of the brothers to whom she had been as the 
sweet smell of oglantim^.' 


AVinteu’s Tale. — W(‘ turn from our murky Thitain again to sunlit Sicily and the 
Mediterranean, and though ]\[amilius tells ns that — 

“ A sad taL ’s host for winter,'’ 

yet, notwithstanding ;ill ITermiono’s suffering, aii<l tlu^ death of Iier gallant boy, who used 
to frighten her with goblin stories, we can’t call Shakstx?re’s Tale sad. It is 

so frag)*a.nt with Ptnalita and Inu- ]>rimrost*s and violets, so happy in the reunion and 
reconciliation of hi*r and her father aiul mother, so bright with the sunshine of her and of 
Florizel’s young love, and the imuTy roguery of that scamp Autolycus, that none of us can 
think of TJte \Vitde/s Tale as a “ sad tale ’’ or play. 

The last coinpl(d>e j)lay of 8hakspm*e’s as it is, the golden glow of the sunset of his genius 
is over it, the sw(‘et coniitiy air all througli it; ami of few, if any of his plays, is there 
a pleasanter [lictiire in the inomoiy than of Winiers TnU>., As long as men can think, shall 
Perdila hrightew and sweeten, Herinioiic ennoble, men’s minds and lives. How happily, too, 
it brings Bhakspere before us, mixing with Ids Stratford neighbours at their sheep-shearing 
and country sports, enjoying the vagabond pedlar’s gammon and talk, delighting in the 
sweet Warwickshire maidens, and buying tluuii “ fairings,” telling goblin stories to the hoys, 
“There was a man dwelt by a churchyard-,” — opening his heart aiVesh to all the innocei^t 
mirth, and the beauty of nature around 1dm. He borrowed the iinju’obablc story of his play 
from a popular tale by Ids old abuser (Ireene, Pamlonto^ (or Dorastm and Fainnia — wlio is 
PeriUta), of which the first edition in lo88 was followed by thirteen others, and which j)uts 
tlie iidand Bohemia on tlie sea-shore, as Shakspere does. This tale contains no original of 
Paidina and Autolycus, or the reconciliation of H^ontes and Hermionc^ ; the shepherd’s 
wife’s name is Mopsa ; the (juoeii dii*s on hearing of tlie death of her son. Hhakspero 
changes Bohemia for Sicily, and vice vprsa. We must accept the nuMlhy and anachronisms 
of this play, as Hudson says, “ imikiiig WJdtsun pa.storals, Cliristian burial, Oiulio liomano, 
the Emperor of llu.ssia, and Puritans singing p.salms to lionipipes, all contemporary with tlie 
omclo of Delphi.” “ It is a winter’s tale, an old tale,” and one must not object to confusions 
in it. It is Greene’s tale, inform(;d by a mnv spirit, instinct witli a now life. The play is 
late in metre, in feeling, in purfiose. It has no five-measnre ryme in the dialogue, its 
end-stopt lines are only one in 2*12, its double-endings arc as many as one in 2*85 ; it has 
passages in Shaksperii’s latest budding style, “ What you <lo, still betters what is done,” tfec. 
Its ]iur|70se, its lesson, are to teach forgiveness of wrongs, not vengeance for thein ; to 
give the sinner time to repent and amend, not to cut him off in his sin ; ‘to frustrate 
the crimes he has purpost. And as in Periclea, father and lost daughter, and wife and 

^ The play was first printed in the Folio of 1623. Tho\dsion must, one would think, have been written 
by some one else than Shakspere. 

Who will finish it for us ? 

3 Keprintod in Jlazlitt’s f^hahsperes lAbrarif.Vuxi I., vol, iv., pp. 18-83. Mr. Ilazlitt suggests that 
Shakspere had alsw) an eye to Gascoigne’s ongli.sht •* Pliceriiss® ” of Euripides, presented at Gray’s Inn 
in 1566, und prinU^d in Gascoigne’s Works, b>73, 1575, 1587, (ed. Ilazlitt, 1869-70); and that for the 
character of Autolycus he may have recollected the amusing pedlar in tho curious ./fooh: of Dives Prngmaticus^ 
1563 (reprinted in Mr. II. 1 1 nth’s Fugitirr Tracts, 1876)i who sold evoiything then known under tho 
sun. Dr. Simon Forman saw tFintcFs Tale jjorfonned at tho Globe on May 15, 1611, as wo have noted 
above, p. xiii. 

* And none of Antigonus or the shepherd’s son. 
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mother thought dead, meet again ; as in Ct/mbeVine, fatlier and injured < laughter meet again, 
she forgiving her wrongs; as tJiere, too, friends meet again, the injured friend forgiving his 
» wrongs, so here do lost daughter, innired daughter and injuring fatlier, meet, ho being 
forgiven ; so injured friend forgiving, meets injuring fri(*nil forgiven ; while above all 
rises the figure of the nobh*, loiig-suflering wife Herniione, iorgiving the base thougli 
now repentant husband who had so cruelly injured her. ^She links this play to 8]iaks])ere^s 
last fragment Ihnry VITL^ and makes us believe that this iwh.e-i-i pc'ated reunion of 
husband and wife, in their daughter, late in life, this iwiet'-rt^peated forgivtaiess of sinning 
husbands by sinned-tigaiiist wives, have somewhat to do with 8haks])orc‘.’s reunion witli his 
wife, and his r(ale^^ .l family life at Stratford. The Fourth-Period meloily is heard all 
through the play. We see, too, in The iViaters Tale the contrast between court and 
country, that The Tempeat and CyraLellm showed us. Plenty of other links there are, of 
Vhich we will nott‘ only two : First, one like the sword line at the end of Lear and Othello^ 
^‘Slander, whose sting is sharper tlian the sword’s” {Winter's Tah\ II. iii. 85); “Slander, 
whose edge is sliarpca* than the sword ” (Ci/mMinCy III. iv. 55) ; and second, the clown’s 
clothes making the gentleinan-born in Winter's Tale, and Cloten’s “ Ivnow’st thou me not by 
my clothes « In The Tempest we liavc a storm as here, wliile our play is linkt to Othello by 
tlie king’s nionoinaniacal jealousy being like Othello’s, though herti it is s(‘lf-suggested, 
not from without by an Togo. Paulina here is a truer Emilia : she steals no handkerchief : 
but the ladies are alike in their love for their mistresses, and in tlieir vioUuit indignation, so 
well-deserved, against their masters. The jwetty ])icture of tiui two kings’ early friendship, 
which reminds us of those of Celia and llosalind in ^Its* You Like It, and oPHerinia and 
Helena in the Drearn^^ is soon broken down by the monomania of Ijeontes’s jealousy, mid the 
disgracefulness of his talking to his boy Mamilius about his wife’s supposed adultery. 
His attem])t to got Camillo to poison Polixenes is more direct than even John’s with Hubert 
to murder Arthur, liichard’s with Tyrrel to strangle the innocents, Henry the Fourth’s with 
Exton to clear Richard the Second from his path. His S(‘nding his giiilth^ss daughter to her 
death, and his insistaiice on liis wife’s guilt and trial, an*, almost madness too. But his 
repentance, like Posthuinus’s, comes at last, and is, wi* hope, as ival. At any i*ate, he 
gets the benefit of Hhakspere’s Fourth-Period mood, which has restoi’d to him th^^ %vife 0 ,nd 
daughter whom lie never deserved. Hermioiic is, 1 suppose, the must magnanimous and 
iiobj|j of 8hakspere’s women ; without a fault, she sufiers, and for sixtetui years, as if for tlie 
gniKitcst fault. If we contrast her noble defence of licrst‘lf against the shameless imputation 
on her honour, with the conduct of earlier women in like case, the faltering words and 
swoon of Hero, the few ill-starrd sentences of Desdemomi, saying just what would woi’st 
iiiflaincdier husband’s wrath, the jiathetic ajipeal and yet submission of Imogen, we see how 
sple*iididly 'Shakspere has developd in his last great creation. And when Camillo’s liapj)y 
suggestion that Florizel should take Perdita to Sicily and Lcontf*s has home fcuit, and 
Sliakspere, — foi‘ce(l to narrative, as in the news of Lear to Cordelia, — unites father and 
daughter, and then brings both into union before us with the motlun’ thought so long a corpse 
and still a stom*, the climax of pathos and delight is reached : art can no farther go. 
Combined with this noble, sulfering figure of Hermione, and her long-sundered mai ried life, 
is the sweet picture of Perdita’s and Florizcl’s love aiul happy future. Shaksp*re shows us 
more of Perdita than of Mininda; and heavenly as the innocence of Miranda was, we yet feel 
that Perdita comes to us with a sweeter, mure earth-like charm, though not less (*ndowed 
with all that is j)Ui*e and holy, than her sister of the imaginary Mediterranean isle. On 
these two sweet English girls, bright with the radiance of youth and love, the niiinl delights 
to linger, and does so witli happiness, while sadness haunts the recollection of Sliakspere’s 
first great girl-figure J uliet, beautiful in difierent kind. 

Not only do wo see Sliaks])ere’s freshness of spirit in his production of Perdita, but also 
in his creation of Autolycus. That, at the dost? of his dramatic lift^, after all tin; troubles he 
had passed tlirough, Shakspero had yet tli<j youngness of heart to biibbk^ out into this merry 
rogue, the incarnation of fun and rascality, and let him sail off sncc(*ssful and unharmed, is 
wondeiTul. And that there is no diminution of his former comic pow(a’ is shown, too, in his 

’ A hushand’s basoloss disholiof in the virtue of a pure and noble wife is the turning-point of both 
CymheUne and Winter\^ T»U\ 

* Note the likeness of Hermionc’a ‘*how pretence of love will manage wives,” to that of Luciana in 
the Errors, 
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<*]owii, who wants l)ut soiiiething to lui a reasonable man. With this play we close the 
ij(‘niune dramns of Shakspere, and have now only two to deal with, of which he wrote parts, 
and of whicli his loose sheets must liave been handed to another man to complete and revhe, 
as in the case of 'J'lmotb. 

Hknkv 'Vni. —That tiiis is a play of Shakspere’s latest stylo is evident to any one who 
really knows the characteristics of that style ; the outward marks show it, no less than the 
inward spirit. The fiecpuait occairrem^e of the weak-ending \ wliich alone appears in any 
numbers in the lat(^ plays, tlu‘ many run-on and extra- syllable lines, the easy conversa- 
tional lloAv of |iart.s of tlui dialogiut, the difterenoo between the rhetorical s])eechos here and 
in early liistorical [ilays, like Jo/ui, arc all evidimces of Shakspere’s latest style. While in 
characters, Queem Katharim^ ami lier unjust husband arc the match of llermione and hers of 
The Winter's Tnh, To wiench Katharine from Shaksptu'c’s last time to his early second, as 
!Mr. Swinburne would do, is like putting autumn fruit on a tree in s})ring. 

1"he only excuse for the folly of making Ifenry Vlll. a 8econd-P(M3od play, is the 
weakness of many parts of that play ; but it is abundantly clear that th(»se weak passages, 
and th(^ disappointing ellect of the wJioh? play, are due to Flelcher% and )iot to Shakspere. 
'The great authority on this question is my friend Mr. James Spedding, the able e'Utor 
of Bnron. The suggestion of the view supported l.iy him with so much ability was made to 
him by Mr. Tennyson ; it has been confirmed by Mr. Browning, and supported by such able 
critics as Prob^ssoi- Ingram ami Professor Dowden. On the general (jiKsstion, Mi*. Sjiedding 
observes The ellect of this play ns n whole is weak and disa]»pointing. The truth is that 
the interest, instead of rising towards the end, falls away utterly, and leaves us in the last 

* Professor Ingram, of Trinity College, Dublin, has a paper on ih(5 weak- and light-endings in 
Shakspere in the yv<c Sheksp. Soc.\s Trass., 1874. The 17 n'eak-eudluffs iwq “ and, as, at, hut ( b. w/, 
and-::r.o*r///), by, for {prep, undcoffj.), from, if (except in “as if”}, in, of, on, nor, or, than, that {ret. and 
eouj.), to, with.” Tln^ .)4 light ^endings arc? “ain, are, art, bo, been, but (=only), can, could, did,' do,' does,' 
doth,* ere, had,' ha.s,* hath,* hav(i,' ho, how,- 1, into, is, it, like, may, might, shall, shalt, she, should, since, 
so (as),'* such (as), they, thou, though, through, till, upon, was, we, W(‘r(', what,^' when,*-* where,** which, 
while, whilst, who,*- whom, 2 why,- will, wonhl, yet { — tamen), yon.” ['Only when auxiliaries. -When 
not directly interrogative. '•* And .so — if only.] ll(*re is an extract from Professor Ingram’s table of these 
endings in the late plays, whoso order alone they help to settle 



No. of 
lijrht- 
ou<liuj'8. 

No. of 
weak- 
enrtings. 

No. of 
Verse lines 
in play. 

Ponrentasre 
of lifflit- 
endinjfs. 

Percentajje 
of weak- 
ondiugs. 

Pcrcontnve 
of both 
together. 

^lacbcth 

21 

2 




m 

Tim on 

U 

y 

1112 

1-26 

y 

? 

Antony and ( li'opatra 

n 

28 

2803 

2*53 

1*00 

3*53 

Coriolanus .... 

60 

44 

2563 

2*34 

P7i 

405 

Perii-les (Shakspere 







part) 

20 

10 

719 

2*78 

1*39 

4*17 

Tempest 

42 

25 

1460 

2*88 

P71 

4*59 

Cymbeline .... 

78 

I 52 

2692 

2*90 

1*93 

4*83 

Winter’s Tale . . . 

57 

43 

1825 

3*12 

2*36 

5*48 

Two Noble Kin.smen 







(non-Flet<-lier part) 
Henry VIII. (Sh.’s 
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37 
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- ]Mr. Swinburne’s as.s(*rtion that the Fletclu'r part of the play eont;iin<l none of that author’s charao* 
teristic final treble endings was so odd a blundt^r — like saying that there was no z in the alphabet — 
that I supposd it was an oversight, and pointed it out, with the evidence for its correction, in IVie Academy of 
.fanuary 8, 1876. But as Mr. Swinhurno, instead of ^knowlodging his hlunder, defcndid it, and said the 
triple endings were double ones, T had to quote in The Academy of January 29, 1876, all the instanoes 
in iShakspcro and lililton for the use of (jne ho had brought forward, ignorance; and they of course 
showd that Shaks 2 )ero use<l the word 24 times as a trisyllahle to 4 times as a dissyllable, while Milton used 
it always as a trisyllable, and had himself by nnticij)ation answerd Mr. Swinb\irn(i’s assertion, saying, by his 
last use of it, that it was not a dissyllable, “Though so | cBtccmd | by shal | low ig | norance i.” {Comm, 
514.) 1 bcliovt* that the student will be able to mal(‘h, out of the Fletcher pai-t of Henry VIII. ^ nearly 

every metrical charaet(?ri8tic. of that author, of w’hich examples am given by Parley in his Preface to 
Beaumont and Fletcher’s Works. Instances of the heavy 11th syllabh) I pointed out in my first Academy 
letter. See also my later Academy letters, June 2G, July 10, 1880, and Xetv Sk. t^oc. Trans., 1881. 
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act among |iersoJis wlioin wc .scarcely know, and events for wliicli do not care. Tlie 
stronge.st sympathies which liave been awakem;d in ns run o[>[)o.sit(‘ to the course of the 
actfoii. Our sympathy i.s for the grief and griodness of Qnt*en Katharine, while the course of 
the action requires us to entertain as a theme of joy and coinpiaisatory satisfaction the 
coronation of Anne JJullen and the birth of lier daughtei* ; which in tact a pai't of 
Katharine’s injury, and amount to little les.s than the ultimate triumph of wrong. Foi- 
throughout, tlie king’s caUst^ is not only felt by u.s, but represented to us, .as a- l)ad orui. We 
Acer, indeed, of conscientious sciai])les as to the legality of his tirst marriage ; but wc are not 
ma<le, nor indeed asked, to ’xdieve that they are sincei’e, or to recognis(i in his lanv marriage 
either the hand of Providence, or tlio consummation of any worthy object, or tlui a ictory of 
any of those more common frailti('s of Inimanity with which we can sympathise. ’Hk* mere 
caprice of ]>a8sion drives the king into tlic commission of what secnis a great iniquity; 
our compassion for the victim of it is elaborately excibsl ; no .attempt is madt^ to awaken any 
count(n*-sympathy for him ; yet his passion has its way, and is crowned with all felicity, 
present and to come. The etieefc is iiinch like that which would have been produced by 77/c 
if Kermione had di(‘d in the fourth Act in consequence of tlu^ jeahuis tyranny 
of Leontes, and the pl;iy had ended with the coronation of a new (pieen and the christening 
' <jf a new heir, no period of I’emonse intervening, ft i.s as if Nathan s rebuke to .1 )avid had 
ended, not with the doom of death to the child just born, but with a prophetic promise of tlu^ 
felicities of Solomon. 

“ This main (hd’ect is sufficient of it.self to mar the effect of the ]>lay as a whole. Put 
there is another, whieli though l(?s.s vital is not le.ss unaccountable. The greab'r ])art of the 
fifth Aet, ill Avliich tlie iiitere.st ought to be gathering to a liead, is occupied with mattci’s in 
which wc have not been ju^qiared to take any interest by wluit went before, and on wliich no 
interest is reflected by wliat come.s after. The .scones in the gallery and council-chamber, 
though full of life and vigour, ami, in point of execution, not unworthy of Shakspere, 
are utterly irnilevant to tJai fiusiness of the play ; for wdiat liave we to do with the quarrel 
between (Tjirdiner and (Jramner'? Nothing in the play is exjdained by it, nothing dejiends 
upon it. It i.s used only (so fai* as the argument is eomiei’m'd) as a preface for introducing 
C’raiimor as godfiither to Queen Hlizabeth, which might have been done a.s a matter of course 
witiiout any ])reface at all. ’Fhe scenes themselves are indeed both jiicture.sijuo and 
<diaracteristic and historical, and might probably have' been introduced with exetdient 
eflect into a dramatised life of Henry VJII. But Listorically they do not belong to the place 
where they are introduced hero, and poetically tliey have in this ]»lace no valuta, but the rcvor.se. 

“With the fate of Wolsoy, again, in whom our sec^ond interest centres, tlu^ business 
of this last Act doe.s not connect itself any more than with that of Queen Katharine. 
The fate of Wol.sey would have; made a noble subjiict for a tragedy in itself, and might 
very well have been coiiibiuod with the tragedy of Katharine ; but, lus an introduction 
to the festive solemnity with which the play concludes, the one seems to be as inappropriate 
as the other 

“ I know no other play in Shakspere which is chargeable with a fault like this, none in 
which the mural sympathy of the spectator is not carried along with the m.ain ciirrent of 
action to the end. In fill the histoi’ical trfigedie.s a Provithmee may be seen presiding over 
the development of events, as just and relmitlcss as the fate in a Greek t.ragedy. Kven 
in Ifenry /T., where the comic eleiiuut predominates, we are never allowed to exult in llic 
-^success of the wrong-doer, or to forget the penalties which are due to guilt. And if it 
» be true that in the romantic comedies our moral sense does sometimes suffer a passing sliock, 
it is never owing to ^in eiror in the general design, but always to .some iucoiigriieus circum- 
stance ill the original story which Inis lain in the way and not been entiridy got Vid of, 
and which after all ofiends us rather jis an incident improbable in itself than as one for 
which our sympathy is unjustly demaiuled. The singularity of Henry VIII. is that, while 
four-fifths of the play are occupied in matters whfcli are to make us incapable of mirth, — 

‘ Be »id, as we would make you : think yo see Of thousand friends : then in a moment seo 

The very persons of our history How soon tliis mightiness meets misery ! 

As they were living ; think you soe them great. And if you can bo merry them, I ’ll say 

And followed with the general throng and .sweat A man may weep upon his wedding day,’ — 

the remaining fifth is devoted entirely to joy and triumph, and ends with a scene of 
universal festivity : — 
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‘ This day Ifit no man think 
Hr has Imsincss at his houKo ; for all shall stay: 

U’his little one shall make it holiday.’ 

“Of this stran<((' iiu-oiisistency, or at least of a certain ])oorness in the general effect 
wliich is amply accounted for by such inconsistency, I had h>r some time been vaguely 
conscious ; ancl I had also hctird it casually remarked by a man of first-rate judgment on sxich 
a point [Teniiysonj tliat many passages in Henry VI IT. were very much in the manner of 
Fletcher ; when I Ijappcned to take up a book of extracts, and opened by chance on the 
following beautiful lines : — 

* Would I had ncvcT trod this Enf»;lish earth, 

Or felt th(i flatterit's tli.it ^vow upon j it I 

Yo have angels’ fae 1 es, | but heavi'ii knows your 
hearts. 

What will heroine of me now wri'tched la | dy ? 

1 am the moat unhappy woman liv [ iiig. 

Alas ! poor weiiehos, wliore are now your 
for] tunes ? 

• “Was it possible to believe that the.so lines were written by Shakspere? I kad 
often amused myself with attempting to tnn^e the gradual change of his versification from 
the simple monotonous cadence of The Two Oentleimn of Verona^ to the careless felicities of 
The* Winter's Tale and (*yinb< lhu\ of which it seemed as impiossible to analyse the law, as not 
to feel the melody ; but [ could find no stage in that progress to which it scented possible to 
refer these lines. I deterjuined upon this to read the play througli witli an eye to tliis 
esp(^cial point, and see whether any solution of the mystery would present itself. Tiie result 
of my examination was a clear conviction that at least two difierent hands had been employed 
in the composition of Henry VITI. ; if not three; and that they had worked, not together, 
but alternately upon distinct portions of it. 

“ This is a conclusion which cannot of course be established by detached extracts, which 
in questions of style are doubtful evidence at best. The oidy satisfactoiy evidence upon 
which it can be d(itermiiiod whether a given scene was or was not by Shaksjiere, is to 
be found in the geneival cfiect produced on the mind, the car, and the feelings by a free and 
broad perusal ; and if any of your i-eaders care to follow me in this inquiry, f ?vould ask him 
to do as I did — that is, to read the whole play straight through, with an eye open to notice 
the larger differences of cfiect, but without staying to examine small jx>ints. The effect of 
my own experiment was as follows : — * 

“Tlie opening of the play— -the conversation between Buckinglutm, Norfolk, and 
Abergavenny — seeimnl to ha>'e tlie full stamp of Hhakspere, in his latest manner : the same 
close-jiacked exjiression ; the same life, and reality, and freshries.s ; the same rapid and abrupt 
turnings of thought, so quick that language can hardly follow fast enough ; the same 
impatient activity of intellect and fancy, which having once disclosed an idea cannot wait to 
work it orderly ont ; the same daring confidence in the rescairces of language, which plunges 
headlong into a sentence w ithout knowing how it is to come forth ; the same careless metro 
which disdains to produce its harmonious eflects by the ordinary devices, yet is evidently 
subject to a master of harmony ; the same entire freedom from book-language and common- 
place ; all tlie (pialities, in short, which distinguish the magical hand which has npver yet 
been successfully imitati'd. 

“In the .scene in the council-chamber which follows (Act L, sp. ii.), where the 
characters of Katharine and Wolsey are brought out, T found tfie same characteristics 
equally strong. 

“ But the instant I entered ujx)n the third scene, in which the Lord Chamberlain, Lord 
Sands, and Sir Thomas Lovell converse, I was conscious of a total change. I felt as if I had 
pa.ssed suddenly out of the language of fiature into the langmige of tlie stage, or of some cou- 
ventional mode of conveisation. The structure of the verse was quite different and full 
of mannerism. The expression became suddenly diffuse and languid. The wit wanted 
mirth and character. And all this was equally true of the supper scene which closes the 
first Act. 

“ The second Act brought me back to the tragic vein, but it was not the tragic vein of 
Shakspere. When I compared the eager, imjxjtuoiis, ami fiery language of Buckingham in 
the first Act with the languid and measured cadences of his farewell sj[>eech, I felt that the 


Shipwrecked upon a kingdom, where no pit | y. 
No friends, no hope; no kindred weep for me, 
Almost no grave allowed me : — Like tfie lill y, 
That onci^ was mistress of the field and 
flour I ish’d, 

I ’ll hung my head and per l.ish.* 
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differeuee was too great to l)e accounted for by the niere change of situaliou, without sup- 
posing alj?b a change of writers. The }>rcscnce of death produces gri‘at changes in men, but 
no such oliango as we liave Ijcre. 

\ “ When in like manner I com])ared tlu' Henry and Wolsey of tlie sshmu' wlii{ h follows 

(Act II., sc. ii.) with the Henry and Wolsey of the council chamb(n- (Act 1., sc. ii,), I 
perceived a difference scarcely less striking. The dialogue, through tin* wliuh* .sccm‘, souiahnl 
still slow and artificial. 

“ The next seem? brought mother sudden change. .\nd, :is in passing from the* s('cond 
to the third scene of the first Act, 1 had seenuMl to he passing all at ouc(3 out of tin* language 
of nature into that of convention, so in passing from th(‘ second to the third sceiui of the 
second Act (in which Anne Eulleii ajipears, I may say ha* the first time, for in the sup]Ka* 
scene she was merely a conventional court lady without any charaider at all), I seemed to 
pass not less suddenly from conveiitiuu hack again into natnr(\ And when 1 consideicd that 
this short and otherwisi^ insignifi(;aiit passag(3 contains all that we ever see of Anne (for it is 
necessary to foiget Ian* foriiua* appearance) and yet how clearly the character comes out, 
how very a woman slie i:^ and yet how di.stingnishahle from any otljer individual woman, 
1 had* no difficulty in acknowledging that the sketch came from the same hand which drew 
Perdita. 

“ Next follows the famous triakscene. And Iiere I could as litile doubt that I recog- 
nised the same hand to which we ow(3 the trial of Hermioiie. When J compared tlj(3 
language* of Ht'iiry and of Wolsey throughout this .scene to the end of the* Act, with their 
language in the coiiiKal-chamber (Act 1., sc. ii.), 1 found that it correspomhsl in all e.ssential 
features ; when I compared it with their language in tin? socoiul sc(aie of the second Act, J 
perceived that it was altogeth(»r different. Katliarine also, us slic appears in this scen(», wa.s 
exactly the same person as she was in the council-chamber; but when I wimt on to the 
first scene of the third Act, whicli represents Jier interview with V\h)l&(\v and Campeius, 
I found her as much changed as Buckingham w'as after his sentence, thougli without 
any alteration of circumstances to account for an alteration of temper. Indeed the wholes 
of this sceuG seemed to have all tlie peculiar/ties of FJetcIier, hotli in conce])tion, languag(% 
and versification, witlumt a singl(3 feature that reminded im^ of Shakspcu'c ; and, since in both 
passages the true narrative of Cavendisli is followc<l minutely and carefully, and both are 
therefore copies from the same original and in the same style of art, it war. the more easy to 
compare them with e.*ach other. 

In the next scene (Act IF!., sc. ii.) 1 seemed again to get out of Fletclier into 
81iaks])ere ; though *])robably not into 8haksj>ere pure; a sccnie by another liaud perhaps 
which Shaksji^^re had only remodelled, or a scene by Bhakspcrc' which another hand had 
worked upon to make, it fit the place. TJie speeches interchanged hetwaH>n H(*nry and 
Wolsey seemed to be entirely 8hakspere’s ; but in the altercation between Wolsey and 
the lords which follows, I could recognise little or nothing of his peculiar manner, wliihi 
many passages were strongly marked with the favourite Fletcherian cadence’; and as for tlie 
famous ‘ Farewell, a long fiirewcll,' tfec. though associated by means of Enfiehls Speaker 
with my earliest notions of 81iaksj)ere, it appeared (now tliat my mind was open to entertaiji 
the doubt) to belong entirely and unquestionably to Fhdcher. 

“ Of,, the fouHh Act I did not sc. well kno^v what to think. For the most part it 
sqjfyned to bear evidence of ti more vigorous hand than Fletchers, with less mainierisin, 
especially in the dejyjriptioii of the coronation, and the diameter of Wolsey ; and yet it had 
not, to my mind, the freijluiess and originality of Shakspere. It was pathetic and graccd’ul, 
but one could see how it was done. Katharine^s last speeches, however, smacked strongly 
again of Fletcher. And altogether it seemed to me that if this Act had occurred in one of 
the plays wiitten by Beaumont and Fletcher in conjunction, it would probably lia\'e been 
thought that both of them had had a hand in it. 

‘‘The first scene of the fifth Act, and the opening of the second, 1 should again have 
confidently ascribed to Shakspere, were it not that the w’hole passage seenuHl so strangely out 
of place. I could only suppose (what may indeed be suppo.scd w ell enough if my conjecture 

1 As, for infitanoo 

‘ Now I feel f Yc appear in everything may bring my ru J ini 

Of what base metal yo are moulded, — En [ vy. Follow your onviou.s iM>ursi‘s, men of mal | ice: 

How eagerly ye follow my disgra | cos Yc have Christian warrant for them,* &c. 

Aa if it fed ye, and how sleek and wan | ton 
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with ro^ard to the autliovsluj> of tlu^ sovoral parts b(3 correct) that the task of putting the 
Aiiole togeth(‘r liad been left to an inha-ior hand ; in which case [ should consider tliis' to be 
a ifciiuiiu! j)ioce of ShaksjKae's work, sjioiled by being introduced wiierfi it has no business. 
Ill tJic execution of tin* clii'istening scene, on the other Ijand (in spite again of the earliest and 
.Afroiig(‘st associations), I could see no (‘vidence of Shaksjiere’s hand at all ; while in point of 
rM.slff7i it seemed inconcei\able that a. judgment like his could hnvo Ixien content with a con- 
clusion so little in harmony witli the prevailing spirit and purpose of the piece.” 

Mr. Speddiiii; then dealt with the evidcjicc of the meti*e of the i>lay, and applied the 
extra-syllalde test, and 1 (in lS7.‘i) the end-stopt-line test, with the following result : — 


Act. 

1 Scene. 

j Liiiea. 

Extra Syll. 

j Proi»ortiou. 

Author. 

Uiistopt Line. 

1. 

i. 

22.) 

63 

i 1 to 3*5 

8h;ikspcr(i 

1 to 1*83 


ii. 

21.) 

74 


2-9 


1*86 


iii. «fc iv. 

172 

100 


1-7 

FlL'lohcr 


3*84 

II. 

1. 

IGt 

97 


1*6 

J, 


2*96 


ii. 

129 

77 

»> 

1*6 

t f 

>> 

3*13 


iii. 

107 

41 

2*6 

»Shakspcrc 

ft 

2*37 


iv. 

230 

72 


3*1 



2*13 

nr. 

i. 

16C) 

119 


1*3 

Fl(‘t(.h«.!r 


4*83 


Mi. 

19.3 

62 


3* 

Shakspero 

tf 

2* 


iii. 

2o7 

l.)2 


1*6 

Fletcher 

ft 

3*43’ 

IV. 

i. 

IIG 

57 

M 

2* 

>> 

ti 

3* 


ii. 

iii. 

80 

93 

51 

51 

ft 

f. 

1*5 

1*8 

If 

ft 

}” 

4*55 

V. 

i. 

170 

68 


2*5 

Sliakspere 

tt 

2*28 


ii. 

217 

11.5 

ft 

1*8 

Fletcher 

tt 

4*77 


iii. 

(almost all proso or roiigli \ 

erao) 

ft 

tt 

5*01 


iv. 

37 1 

44 1 

)» 

1*6 

>> 

ti 

0*41 


fn short, the proportion of Shaks[)ore’s double endings was 1 to 3, of Fletcher's 1 to Iw ; of 
Shakspere’s unstopt lines, 1 to 2*03, of Fletcher's I to 3*711, both tests makings Shakspore's 
l^art of the play his latest work. ^Ir. Spedding’s division of the play between Shjvkspcre and 
Fletcher was confirmed independently by the late Mr. 8. Hickson, in ami Qmrie.% ii. 

198, August 24, 1850; and by Mr, Fleay, in Xc/c Slmkspevf^ Soc/iatjfs Tmnsactioiis, 1874, 
Appendix, }). 23. It may be lookt on as certain. The length to which' this discussion 
has run prevents me from dwelling on the noble character of Katharine, who, with her 
plemlings for the unjustly oppresst poor, tlie dignity and forbearance with which she meets 
crushing misfortune, her forbearance to her rival, and her forgiveness to her ruilian husband 
is, as Mrs. Jameson says, in one .sense “the triumph of 8haks[)ere’s genius and his wisdom.” 
Though it seems very hard to take from 8hakspere, Wolsey’s last speeches, yet that 
they arc Fletchei’\s in manner, the evidence show.s. He may, of coui*se, have workt on hints 
left in 8hakspcrc’s M8., which was handed to him. Those who believe that Fletcher wrote 
no prose, can cut the porter’s scene up into rough, irregular verse, no worse than some 
of Fletcher’s. 

The Two Noble Kinsmen. — This play and Edumrd III. have been included in this 
crlition at my request, because so many critics of the first rank have declj^red in favour of part 
of TJte Two Nobifi Kbismm being Shakspere's, while one such critic has committed liimself to 
the opinion® that at least the king and counte.ss scene in Edward III. is by the same 
master’s hand. This lattcir opinion I do not share, though I am content to believe that 
8haks{)ere took some part in The Two NoMe Kinsmen. The play was first printed in 1634 : 
*‘THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN: Presented at the Blackfriara by the Kings Maiesties 
servants, with gi*eat applause : Wntten by the memorable Worthies of their time, 

i I Gent. Printed at London by Tho, Cotes, ior John Waterson: 

\ Mr. 11 uluiin Shakspeare, ) ' 

1 To exit of the King. Tho rest of ii. is made iii. 

2 An ofi'-hand opinion after once reading of the play. I hope and believe that it will not bo 
2 )ennancnt. 





§ 13. FOURTH^PERIOl) PLAYS: “TJfO SOPLE KIXSMEy/* IlY SHAKSPHRK AXIJ FLETCHER, 1613. cix 

ami are to he sold at the signa of the CroicHy iu Pauls Chun li -yard, HhUP We have 
no other external evhlojice either for or against Shaksperes authorslii]*, as tlie play no doubt 
reutaind in the custody ot H(‘teher (d. Aug. -S, lG2o) ami liis ropn*s<*i]tatm\s, and was 
never available to the Editors of the First Folio. Internal evid(an*e can tlum alone decide 
the f|uestiou as to whether Shakspeie wrote any j)art of the play. I'lic na^ti ical evidence i.s, 

I think, conclusive, that there an* two hands in the play^ IVEr. Fleay and 1 examined it by 
the extra-syllable and stoi)t-line tests on the scheme which Mr. Hickson propo.s(*d, that 
Shakspere dosignd the umlerplot as well as tlie main part of the ])Iay, and wroh; Acts I.; 
Jl. i. ; in. i., ii. ; IV. i" (prose*); V. all but seejie ii. ; while Fletcher wrote the rest, 
as Hickson thought was shown by its weakness when compard with Shakspere’s [)ai-t, and its 
more frecpieiit use of the extra linal syllable. The doiible-(*ndiiig test and the end-.sto})t-liiie 
test, show, that while in the snpposd 1,121 8hakspero-lines in the play there are 321 with 
extra final syllabks or double emiings- that is, 1 in 3*5, and only 1 line of 4-measines--in 
the 1,398 Fletcher-lines there are 771 with double endings, or 1 in 1*8, nearly twietj as many 
as in the snpposd 8iiakspere, and 14 lines of 4-measures. Also in the supposd Shakspore’s 
lines the proportion of unstopt ibies to end stopt ones is 1 in 2*11, while in hletcheFs it is 1 
in 5*48.' See Appendix to Ac/c ^linkspt^re Soeh^tifs Transactions, 1874, where Mr. 
Spedding’s and Mr. Hicksons Papers are reja*inted. But the great question is whether the 
whole of the part assigned to Shakspere by Mr. Hickson or e\'en by Professor Spalding is by 
our great dramatist. 

The following s(4ieme shows W'horo Professor Spalding and Mr. Hickson, And the 
latest editor of the phiy, niy friend Mr. Harold Littledale-, agree, and wliere they 
differ : — 


Prologue 


Act 1., 

sc. i. 


Shaksi’Eke. Siialding, Hickson. Byce 
(: Bridal Song not Shakspero’s : Bowden, 
Nicholson, Littlodalo, Hargrovi*, Furni- 
valP^). 


sc. ii. 


Shaksi'eup.. Spalding (Shakspivo ri visil 
hv Fletcher : Byce, Skoal, Swinburm*, 
lattlodale). 

»» 

sc. iii 

., iv. 

Shaksi'ehe. Spalding, Hickson, Littlodalo. 

M • 

sc. v. 


SiiAKsi'KiiE. Spalding, Byei*, h Shakspori;, 
Hickson. 

Act II., 

sc. i. 

(prose) 

^SiiAKsi'EUE. Hickson, Coleridge, Litths 
dale. 

M 

sc.’ ii 

V. 

ill., IV., 

. vi. 

Act HL, 

sc. i. 


Shakspere. Spalding, Hickson ; most, L. 

ty 

sc. ii. 


•‘SuAKsj’KHK. Hickson (not Fletcher, Fur- 
nivall) ; Sh. toucht by Fletcher, Littl. 

yy 

sc. iii 

., iv., v.. 

vi. 


Fletciieu (Littlcdiilo). 


SiiAKscKuK and Fj.rtcheu, 
or FJot(4icr rovisd by 
ShakspcTc. Hickson. 

Fletchek, Littlodalo. 

Fletcher. Spalding, Dyce. 

Flkt( HER. Spalding, Hick- 
son, By CO, Littlodalo. 

•* Fletchek. Spalding, Byce. 

Fletcher. Sj)alding, Hick- 
son, Byce, Littlodalo. 


* Mr. Hargrove has kindly tabulated the proportions in Henry Vlll. and The Two Kohle Kinstinof 
from the figures in the ^iw Shakspere Socet^ffi Trsmaetiomt, with slight eorrections. But ho says they need 
revision : — 


Total number of lin^ 
Unstopt lines 
/ Light endings 
1 Weak endings 
Double endings . 


Henry Vlli. 


1 Two Nohle Kinsmen. 


iHhakspere. 

Tteteher. 

Shakspere. 

I'leteh 

V. 

U46. 

14(57. 

1095. 

142(1 


57o, or 1 in 2 03 

416, or 1 ill 3*79 

517, or 1 in 21 

271, or 1 in 

5-26 

I 46, or 1 in 26-6 1 

7, or 1 in 209 

50, or 1 in 21 

.3, or I in 

445 

1 37, or 1 in 31 

1, or 1 in 1467 

34, or 1 in 32 

1, or 1 in 

H2G 

. 380, or 1 in 3*16 

863, or 1 ia P7 

; 321, or 1 in 3*4 i 

771, or 1 in 

P9 


® See his reprint of tho quarto, and Pt. T. of hi.s rovivsod edition, in the New Shakspere Society books 
for 1876, and specially his most able Introduction, 1881. The text in the present volume; is his. 

* 1 cannot got ov'er Chuiicer’s daisies being ealld “smclloss but most quaint.” 4’he epithets se'om to mo 
not only poor hut pauper : implying entire absence of fancy and imagination. — F. “ Clhough hoar ” is as 
bad though. Still, “ Shakspero’s marriage-songs are none of them stiiking or unceaiventional ; they are 
not above the level of the greater part of this one. See J'he Tempest, lAL i.. As You Like It, V. iv.”— 
Littledale, Introd., p. 30. 

* Here Professor KSpalding and Mr. Hickson differ. 
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Aft IV., fic. i., ii. I FleT( heh. Spalrlin^, Hick- 

I son, Dvco, Littlodulo. 

„ sf. iii. ^SnAKspKKK. Hickson (touchtkv Kletchor, L.) I U'^i. etcher. Spalding, Dyco. 

Act V'., sc. i. (includes .Siiak^i'ere. Sp.'ddini,*-, Hickson, l>yoo. rlinos 1 -17 by Fletcher. 

WVbcFri sc. i., ii., iii.) (except lines 1 17, Skoat, Littlcdalc). Skt'al, Littl'edalo. 

„ sc. ii. Fj. etcher. »S2)alding, Hick- 

! sou, l)yoc, Littledale. 

„ sc. iii., iv. »Shaksi*eke. Spaldin!?, Hickson, kc. (Sh., 

with Fletcher inbTpolations, Idtllc- 
dijl('). »Sc. iv. (with Fletcher inter- 
polations. Swinburne, Littledale). j 

Epilogue Fj. ETCHER. Littledale. 

Professor Spnldiiig’s able “ Letter on Shaksjjere’s aiitliorsliip of yVte Two Xohle Kim- 
vW(2/i/’--.,publisht ill IS, ‘13, ainl re])riiite(l })y the Nt‘\v' Shale. Soc. in lS7b, with Forewords by 
myself, a lite of the author by Dr. J. Flill Burton, and an .able note Ijy Mr. J. Herbert Stack, 
— was tlie le;iding aiitbority on the play. Mr. Littledale’s Introduction to bis edition, 1881, 
now is. Tile Letter coJiviiieed Hal lam and Dyce : but these writers were not aware of a fact 
wliicb I did not find out till 1 liad become assurd tluit Professor ‘Sjmlding's better assigiid too 
much of tilt' play to Sbaksjiere — that Professor S))alding liimself had, with further rellectioii, 
modiljod liis own (‘arly judgimait, ami bad in 18H) (^EdiubnrtjJi Rrrif^w, July, No. 11:4, ]). 408) 
tletdard that liis opinion “ i.s not so th'eidtal as it once was,” and in 1847 i^Kdivhimjh Revmw^ 
July, 1817,' p. 078), thnt “ (lie (jue.stioii of Sbaksijore’s share in this play is really insoluble.'' 
Still (‘Very student of the play should read Professor S]>ahling’s vv el I- reason d, keen, and 
brilliant letter, as wt‘11 as ^fr. Hic*kson's artich) alluded to above. Prof{\ssor Spaldiilg con- 
trasts the broken and panst'ful versitieatioii of Sliaksjiere with Fletcher’s smoother eiid-stopt 
and (huibhM'iiding line.s. Ho buds in Tlw 70eo XoJth^ many of Siiakspere's images 

and his vtuy words, as well as the tuiergy, obscurity, abruptness, and brevity of liis late plays, 
\vbi](* ill otlu'r parts of the play lie shows that tJiere is the d ill iisei less, the am pi ifi cation, 
and didicacy of Fletclier. As instances of Shakspere’s meta[)liors he ipiotes “what man 
thirds his own worth V* “Lot us be widows to our woes,’' “Our kind air, to them unkind/' 
“Her arms shall corsht thee," “ uiipang’d judgment," 

“ Onr Reasons arc not proph<'ts, ^ ( live us the hones 

AVhen oft (Uir Fancies an.' ” (V. v). Of onr (had kings Ihut we may chajxl 

and the like. Then he finds in one jiait of the play the active imagination of Shakspere, 
hardly ever indulging in lengthened dt'seription, whereas in other parts or scenes are 
Fh ‘ichor's pioverty of metaiilior and lii.s romantic and pioturesepte descriptions. He contrast.®, 
too, Sluikspere’s treatment of mythology with Fletch(*r's, and shows the ditferenoe in the two 
}) 0 (‘ts. Then he contrasts Shakspere's tendency to retlcctiou, and his active nml inquiring 
tliought, liis practical worldly wisdom, the mass of general truths he puts into liis writing, 
with the want of these cliaract(‘risties in Fletcher. SJiakspere's faults of conceit and 
quibbles, too, with thm’r resistless force, lie contrasts with the slow elegance and want 
of ])ointediiess in Fletcher, wlio is also almost guilth'ss of plays on words. TJien he sliows 
liow ShaksjJerc^ differs from Fletclun* in liis persoiiiticatioii of (>rief and Time, 8trife 
and War, Peace and Love, Mercy and Courage, Keason and Fancy, itc. He also shows 
what a tirm gras]> of imagery Sliakspere has as contrasted with Fletcher, and again how 
the choice of tJie simple story must have lieen 8Iiakspeie'.s, wJio belongd to the old school, and 
not FletcJier’.s, who belongd to the new school of iinolvd and invented plots. Shakspere 
relied on characterisation and avoided spectacles. He kejit in this play the t^o moving 
jiassions of Love and Jealousy always in the front, which Bletcher could not Itave done. The 
harmony of its pai'ts was, too, an idea beyond Fletcher’s. Tlie .shrewdness and good 
.sen.se of the chameters were so likewise. And, on the whole, Profe.s.sor Spalding concluded 
tiiat Shak.spere w’rote the scenes assignd to himjn the table above, viz.. Act L, Act III., sc. 
i. ; Act V., except sc. ii. While reading Prof(*.ssor Spalding's eutlnisiastic and able argu- 
ment, backt by liis well-chosen quotations, it is difficult to resist his conclu.sion.s. But when 
you turn to the play and read it by yourself or aloud with a party of friends, then you begin 
to doubt. Profes.sor Spalding hiiii.st‘lf hesitated on further nffiection, a.s we have seen. 
He was from the first obliged to admit that in Shakspere's specialty, characterisation, the 

^ Here Profcjssor Spalding and ^Ir. Hick.<ion differ. The reader had better follow tho latest and ablest 
critic of the play, Mr. Littledale, in his Introduction to it. Ho ia a safer guide than Mr. Swinburne. 
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play was weak. He could not have denied that wlicreas in one part the character of 
Ck aucer s Emilia, the huntress seeking iic marriage-bed, is rigliily seiz(.‘d ; in another she is 
turnd into a kind of foolisli waiting-maid, not knowing which of lier suitors she loves, and 
fearing that Arcite may be wounded and get his ligui‘e spoilt : — 

“ Arcito may win i The spoiling of his figure. ( )h, what pity 

And yet may Palainon wound Arcite to | Enough for such a chance I ” 

If the student accepts the theory of Shaksi>ore’s taking anything like a half share in the l)lay, 
ho must yet allow that- }) 0 )‘tions of his work and conctridioii were afterwards spoilt by 
Fletcher. The comparison of Chanc<T’s Ktinjhi'ti Talc^ tln^ source of the play, with the play 
itself, is in no way to Chaucers discredit. Tlie fear expivssed in the PiMloguc that (-haucers 
lx)iu% might shake on hearing a possible hiss at the jday on its first produidion has a ciu-tain 
justification. That the play o]>ens finely with the woes of the three quetuis, that Palainon’s 
speech in the temple (Act V.) is very fine, one gladly admits. But there is nothing clso 
to match ChauccFs description of the foes ongage<l in the tournament, of the adornments of 
the building where it was held ; nor can the sketch of Emilia in the play be s(.'t fin- a minute 
besichi Chaucer's lovely ]>icture of Pnnilia in the ganlen. The repulsiveiiess of the under- plot, 
whose details are due to Fletcher, detracts terribly from the efiect of th(^ play as a whole. 
Tho under-plot, as ]\tr. Stack has noticed, is not interwoven with tlie main plot. It might, 
as ho says, ^‘be altogether omitted without afiecting the story. Theseus, Emilia, Ilippolyta, 
Arcite, Palamon, never cxcliange a word with the group of Jailer's Daughter, Wooer, 
Brother, Two Friends, and Iloctor. And Palamon’s only remembrance of the Daughter s 
services is, that at his su{>[)OS(*d moment of execution he generously leaves her the moneys he 
had no further need of, to holi> her to get married to a remarkably' tame young man who 
assumes the name of his rival in order to bring his sweetheart to her senses.” IVIr. Stack 
says also, I should incline to the middle opinion, that Shaksperc selected the suhjcjct, began 
the play, wrote many passages, had no under-plot, and generally l(‘ft it in a skeleton stat(' ; 
that Fletcher took it up, patched here and there, and added an under-plot ; that Fletcher, 
not Shakspere, is answeral)le for all the departures from C-haucer, for all tho under-plot, and 
for the revis(Hl play as it stands.” This was as far as any one could rightly go, 1 used to 
tliink. TVIy former feeling was hi substitute some ” for tlui word “ many ” in the passagi^ 
above, <ind to suggest that Beaumont or some one who modelled himself on the run-on lines 
of 81iakspere’s later time, as Fletcher did on the extra-syllable lines, wrote much of the 
work in this play assignd by Spalding (at first) and Hickson to Shakspere ; but I cannot 
resist, though I uiimllingly give in to, Mr. Littlcdale’s parallels and arguments. His In- 
troduction should be' studied and folio wd. 

On tlie source of the play, ^Ir. Harold Littledtile has kindly^ sent me tho following 
note : — “ The, Two Nohje Kimnien . — The source of the ]>Iay which has been reprinted in our 
volume under this na-mo is the Kuvjhiea Tale, in tJiaucer’s Cauterharif Tales ; and a 
comparison of play and poem will show liow closely the original story has been adhered 
to in the structure of the main plot. Unlike maiiy^ of the plays which Sliaks|)ere tooI> 
in hand, we have no evidence, beyond the vaguest conjecture, to suggest that this play 
has been based on an earlier drama on the same subject. We know that in IfiGG a play 
called Palvemon and Are j/te, by Bichard Edwardes, was performed before Queen Elizabeth at 
Oxford, but certain iiidi(.*ations make it pretty clear, though this play has iKTjrished, tliat it 
can have had little likeness to The Two Xohle Kinstnen, and may rather have resembled tlie 
Damon and Pyth^ts (Hazlitt's Dodsley, vol. iv.) of the same author. Wood’s account in the 
Athenai Oxonwnses mentions the play several times, but tho following passages, ctmimuni- 
cated to Nicholls, the historian of Elizabeth’s Progresses, by Mr. Outch, fi-oru Wood’s MSS., 
are more detailed, and clearly show that Ed warden’s play aiul the play' befoi-(‘ us must have 
ditfered so materially as to make it almost cestain that the autliors of the lattei- can liave 
known nothing of the former. Part of the play was ])erformetl on Sept. 2, 15CG, when 
a scafiblding fell, and three lives were lost. Wood continues: — ‘Sept. 4, loGG. At night 
the Queen was present at the other part of the play of Pahemon nnd Areyte, wliich shouhl 
have been acted tho night before, but defetTed becau.se it was late when the Queen came from 
disputatious at St. Mary’s. When the play was ended, she c*alled for Mr. Edwards, 
the author, and gave him very great thanks, with promises of reward, for his pains : 
then making a pause, said to him and her I’etimie standing about her, this relating to 
part of the play ; “ By Paleemon, I warrant he dallieth not in love when he was iu love 
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hidcod ; by Arcyte, lie was a. ri^lit martial kiiiglit, having si sweet eoiiiitenance, and a manly 
fsiee; by Tn'catio, God’s pity, wlisit a knave it is; by P(‘ritlioiis, tlirowiug St. Edwards rich 
doak into the fuiun’sd tire, which a stauder-by would have stsiycsl by the arm with an oath, 
be knoweth bis part, 1 w.iiTant.” In the said }>lay w.is sicted a cry of hounds in the 
(jiiadrant, n])on tlie trsiiii of a fox in tlie liunting of Theseus, with wliich the young scholars, 
who stood in the windows, were so mucli taken (su])posiiig it was n^il), that they cried out, 
“Now, now !- f]i(‘re, tlniio ! -lie s caught, he’s caught!” All wliich the Queen memly 
beholding, said, “ O, ex(‘ell(‘nt ! thosc^ boys, in v<‘ry troth, an? ready to lea]) out of the windows 
to follow tlio liounds I ” [. . . .] In the acting of the said play there was a good part 

performed by the Lady Aiindia, who, for gathmang her llowers prettily in a garden there re- 
]>resi‘nt(‘d, and singing sw(‘(‘tly in the time of March, received eight angels for a gracious 
reward by her Maj(‘sty’s command,’ ttc. I have given tlu^ foregoing account as fully as my 
limits would |)erniit, as 1 believe it has never hitherto beoi pointed out, and it eliminates 
Kilwardes’s ])lay from the possible sources of the 8haks])t*rian Drama. IJnfoi-tunately 
we hav(j imt such t^xplicit evidence on tliii remaining Jiossibjy* source of this jday. Mr. Dyce 
{Shiiksprrr. vol. viii., p. 118, ed. 187(i) says: *. . . we leaiai from llenslowe’s Diarjj that 

a ])ieco vn\\\](^\X PtdmHOih und Arsf‘tt Nvas acted s(*v(*ral times at tlu^ Newington Tiieatre in' 
loOd. \Di(frip j)p. 41, 4d, 44, (hI. SJiake. Soc.J Mr. Collier conjec'tunul that the last- 
mentiom‘fl ])i('ce may have Ihmmi a rifacimento of Edwards’s ]»lay, and that in 17)94 8hak(;- 
spearc may have introduced into Pnhanon. <uu1 Arsf'tt those alterations and additions whieh 
afterwards were emjjloyed by Fletcher in the play as it was ]>rinted in 1G.44.” But I 
suspect that the J^iUimou atnl Arx^if of 1594 was a distiiK^t ])iece from the aciulemical drama 
of 15()() ; and I cannot })ersuade myself that the “ Shak(‘sp(*anan ” portions of The Two 
Xohle Kins men were com{)Osed so <Mrly as 1594, — stain])ed as tluiy evmy where are with the 
manner of Shakes])earc’s later yeai’s.’ As this ])lay of 1594 has perished, we are unable to 
say ivlieiice the authors derived the under-plot : tiny liave no bint of it in Cliaucer 
{v. Knhjhtes TnJi\ 1. GIO); and they may cither have iiivtuited it, or elaborated it from the 
1594 play. The <juestion of authorship may be said to liav(i been com])etently pronounced 
on for the first time by Charles Lamb, followed by Coleridge, who both declared strongly for 
Sliakspere’s share in the work. I)<* Quincey also confidently su])[)ortcd tlu^ sanu) view. 
Against this array of opinion William Hazlitt stands forth ])rc-eminent. These writers 
proceeded, however, by no syst(‘inatic imabod of examination, and merely pronounced as tliey 
ftdt, that the hand of 8haksj)er(*, well known as it ivas to them, was, or was not, to be found 
ill th(» work. But the fii st systematic analysis of the work, in which the evidence is fairl}^ 
stated, was Profcssoi* Spalding’s Letter, tt’c.” — as noticed above. (On the Oxford perfoi*mance 
of Palmnum mul Arcyte, see my HarrisoiL p. lh^) 

§ 14. EnwAiin the Tiiibd. — T his play was publisht in 1590 witli tlie following title: 
The j Baigno of | King Edward | the Third : | As it hath bin sundrie times plaied 
about ' the Citie of l.<ondon. Loudon,’ [ Printed for Cuthhert Burhy, 1596.” It was 
entered in tlie Stationers’ Registers, on the 1st of J)cH*eml)cr, 1595.’ There were other 
editions of it in 1597, 1009, 1017 (and 1()25). The play was therefore well known and 
])opiilar. But it was not jait into any folio of Shakspere’s works, not even into the third and 
fourth, which containd seven New Piec(?s or doubtful plays ; and this, though Cutl'.bert 
Burhy was the publisher of two genuine Shakspere quai'tos, the first of Love a Labours Lost^^ 
in 1598, and the second (the first genuine one) of Romeo aud Juliet in 15U9, which were 
botli used for the Folio, the Loves Labours Lost one directly, the Romeo ,^and Juliet one thro’ 
its reprint in 1009. The play is not in Meres’s list of Shaksjiere’s works in 1598 ; and it is 
therefore certain tliat Edward 11 L was not known as Sliakspere’s tluring his life, nor was his 
writing it ever suggested till 1050, whtui T. Ooff, in his Cataluyue of Rlayes^ enterd [Marlowe’s] 
“Edward TL, Edward HI. [and lleywoffid’s] Edward TV.” to “Shakspere.” In 1700, 
Oapel reprinted and publisht Edward III. as “thought to be writ by Sliakspcre.”- There is, 

^ “(^itbort Biirby. Entred for his copie vnder tho hundoH of the wardens A book intitled Edward 
the Third and the Blacke Prince , their tvarres with klnge John of Fraunce .... vj'*” — Arbor’s 
TranserijUy iii. oo. 

- It must Ix) rememberd that ra])cl also thought tho noii-Shaksperc TUtut Andronieus genuine. As 
Fanner says: “(!apell thought Edward Ilf. M'as Shakspere’s lacaiiso nobody could write so, and 
Titus Androniem because every body could I Well faro his heart, for he is a jewel of a reasoner I ’* — 
Var. Shaksp.f xxi. 381. 
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ther^^fore, no external evidence in favour of Sliakspere’s iiiithorslii[) of tlui ]day. On tlie 
contrary, the external evidence is dead against that autliorslii}). TJu^ argunieiit for our poet 
having written the play must therefore jjroceed from within; and th(^ (pustiou is, what does 
the internal evidence prove ? A few wild, iiutriistwortliy folk contend tlint Shakspere wrot(' 
the whole play. Against them the internal evidence is clear. Tin* style is not his; and 
it is impossible that he at any time of his life can have been guiltv of ilu* faults this 
di*aina contains, at the siime time that he couhl have produced its bcauti(‘s. First, the 
play has no dnimatic unity. It is made up of two halves. Jt has two distinct plots, that 
of the King and Countess and that of the King and tlie Black Prince* and the war.s. 
The [dots are not interwoven with one another, after SliaksjxTe's invariable inannci- ; tin* 
first is a mere episode, and simj)ly sto[>s t-hcj action and pnjgress of the main [)lot. Secondly, 
there great want of chai*acterisation throughout the [)lay, exce[)t in tlie King and Countess 
episode; ail the characters talk in the same high, exagg(*rated strain. Thirdly, theie’s no 
humour, no wit, and no comedy. Pourthly, there ^s a high moj al tone forced on the notice of 
the audience and reader. Pifthly, there are such weak l)its as — 

“ soft, 1 hear the Tiiusic; of thoir drum.s, 

Ji}" which 1 guess that their approach is near.’' 

Sixtidy, tliero are absurdly inconsistent ami mixed metajdiors and similes like — 

“ The snares of French /Ur emmets on a hanJe I Fjntan^led in the net of thrir assault * 

Muat('r about him ; whilst ho lionUikty | Franli(‘'ly rends and bites the woven toil,” 

Like the i)rince’s — 

‘<Now, Audloy, sound those silver wings* of tliino, 

And let those rnilk-whib* mess<*ngers of time 
Show thy tiiiio’s learning in this djingerous lime.*’ 

(Are the silver wing.s, Audley^s moustachios, or words of jimdent wisdom, oi* wdiat- ?) 

“ Wither, niy heart, that like a sapless tree “ A slender point 

1 may remain (he map of infamp f ” AVithin the compass of the horizon 

As 'iw4T<* a rising hiddde in the sea, 

Or as a ht'ur fast chain’d unto a stake.” 

Seventhly, there are exaggerated and incongruous d(*scriptions. Take the descri[)tion of the 
sea-fight, — 

“Purple the sea; whosi. channel fill'd a.s fast Here flew a lujud, di.ssever’d from the trunk; 

With streaming gore, that from the maimed fell, 'riu^n* mangletl arms, and legs, were tossM aloft ; 

As did h(T gushing moi.sturt; break into As when a whiilwiml takes the summer du.st 

The eranny’d cleftures of the through-shot planks : And seattor.s it in middle of the air.” 

Recollecting that this is ]>art of a mariner’s spe<jcli, it will be. pevlnips a siillicient sjurimen 
of the bombastic show-ofi’ ])assages that abound in the play and are ipiite incunsi.stent with 
the speaker’s character, and which not even the Sergeant’s talk in MnabeiJt can allow 
us to consider Shakspere’s. One other instance 1 may cite whieli is worthy of Mai lowe’s 
Tamhnrlaim , — 

' “ What may T do Or that it wcu'o re.storativr, command 

* To win thy life, or to revenge thy di’uth ? A health of kings’ blood, and I’ll drink to thee.” 

If thou wilt drink’ th(‘ blood of eiiptivo kings, 

• 

There are [denty more instances of like kind in the play, though certain poetic janvi r must 
be allowed to the writer ; his tendency to show off is ellective wlu‘n [>ut into Audley’s 
mouth in Act IV., sc.*iv., the description of the French at Cressy, Ac.; yet any om^ who 
attributes all the stilted nonsense in this jday to Shakspero may Ik* safe‘ly written down ass, 
for this 0 ])inioii, however clever on other ])oiiits he may be. We eona*, tlieii, to tflo.se more 
moderate and sensible critics, who contend that tlie King-and-Countess Act alone is 

^ Delius reads ‘^string.s.” 

“ Perhaps the writer whs thinking of the Homeric eTrea irrepoirra. Silver rt'h r.s to the sweetness 
of Audley’s eloquence. JMilk- white messengers are his grov' locks which huvo brought with them ex- 
perience,— W. G. S. 



cxiv 


§ 14. DOUBTFUL PLAYS. ** EDWARD TIL** (1595-6) NOT SHAKSPERE*S. 


SJnikspeiVs. And I willingly grant them that the Act is worthy of the young Shakspere, 
and that it is worth an elibrt to try and secure for his early time so noble a figure as that of 
the tnuj English woman and wife, the Countess of Salisbury, to set against tin? Margaret- of 
Hf ury VL, or the more coloiu'Iess female cliaiacters of the other liistorical plays before Kirvy 
John. But one has to look at tJie evidences ; ami the first thing that strikes one is this, was 
Shiikspore, who was abort* all a dramatist, was ht^ likely to put cvt*n into another man^s play 
a whole act, twenty pages in the Tauchnitz edition, having nothing to do with, nay, stopping, 
the tiction of that play ? IS’ ext, was he who took all the facts, the groundwork of his 
liistorical plays from Holinshed’s anti other chronicles (though lie followed the old King John 
when he recast it), was he likely to go for any facts in the life of one of our heroic kings, 
Edward Til., to an i'higlish translation of an Italian novel, which turned the Earl and 
Countess of Warwick into panders to betray their married daughter’s virtue, and which made 
the Countess of Salisbury Kdward\s (lueen^H I cannot believe it. Further, is it likely that 
Avhen in tlie almost parallel scene, recast in Part ITT. of Henry T/., near the time when 
Edward III. was written,- is it likely that when humour was put into the courtship of 
Lady Elizabeth by Edward IV., humour should have been kept out of Edward III.'s 
courtship of the Countess, if IShakspere had anything to do with it ? Put it is argued that 
there an^ many echoes of Shakspere^s previous plays in the King and Countess episode, and . 
also many echoes of lines in this episode in Sluikspere’s after w'ork, while Sonnet 94, line 14, 
cpiot(*s from Act If., sc. i., here, its ‘^Lilies that fester, siiu*ll far worse than weeds.” 

I avlmit that Shakspere must have read and been impresst by this Act ; perchance he 
saw the play acted. But 1 Ciinnot admit that the Act is his. Admirable as many of its parts 
are, there is a continuous strain throughout it, which to me is not 8haksj)ere’s. Its style and 
want of relief, too, are n(»t his. Its want of connection with the rest of the play, its giving four 
pages of talk on the stage, where action is required, to the composition of the king’s love-letter, 
i.s not his. And 1 submit that it is not my duty to prove the negative ; it is the business of 
the advocates of Shakspero’s authorshi]> of this scene to prove the adirmative. We must not 
assume that there was no known author of Marlowe’s school except himself.^ There were, 
doubtless, one-play men in those days, as there have been one-book men since. As at present 
advised, I refuse to admit the episode as Shakspere’s. The story of the Episode is founded 
on Froissart 3, and the history of it has some interest, for, as my friend Prof. Guizot pointed 
out to me, Froissart* first bt'licved in Jean le Bel’s story that EdAvard III. had jised force 
and violated the Countess. Then when he came to England, he inquired right and feft as to 
the tnith of the story, and having found it, .set it down. But the story was <leliberately 
rejected by Shaksjiere’s authority, Holinsh(*d^, as it was afterwards by Barnes in his History 
of' Edward JIT.., p. 251. But Baiidcllo, the Italian story-t(dlei*, saw what an admirable tale 
it would nmke, and he re-told it”, but did all he could to s])oil it, with his long affected 

^ The writer of the Episode in Edward ITT. rejects Haiidollo’s pander-mother, and killing the Earl of 
Salisbury, and imikinj^ the Countess (^iieen. Ho also swoeps away a lot of Baiid»*llo*s rubbishing tiilk ; but 
hr* doubles the ( ^ountess's dagger. My friend Mr. W. (i. Stone, of Walditeh, and I are slowly preparing an 
c<litioii of the jday and its originals for the Now »Shakspero .Society. 

- Can’t the* King and Countess <'pis(jdo bo his ? 

2 T. DS, ed. 181*2. From him Grafton tells the story (without Bandello’s additions, of course) in his 
Chronicle, i. lioA, ed. 1800. 

* “Yous Jives hieii ehy <le.sHus oy parliT couinment li roys erigles fu enamoures do lo comtessft do 
Sallehrin. Touttf.sfoi.v, lez cronikez monseigneur Jehan le Bel parollerit de eesti' amour plus avant ot nmins 
convignablement quo je tuj doio fain* ; car, so il pl.iist a Dit‘u, je no ])eii.sse ja a encouppor le roy 
(rEngleterre, ne L; comt(*sse do Salliibrin, d(* iiul Aulbiin reproehe. Kt p<>ur nmtinuer I’istore et aouvrir 
le verite de le mat ere, pjir quoy touttez boniiez gf*n.s en soiont apjiisii t et saelu*nt i)Ourquoy j’en parollo 
ot ramontoy maintimant ceste .amour, voirs est quo messires Jehans li Hijiux maintii'iit' par cea cronikes que 
li roys angles asses villainiu ment usa. de ceste d.'uniiieet en eult, ce dist, ses volleiitez si eomme par forche : 
dont jo vous di, se l)ii*ux m’ait, quo j’ai iiumlt repainet et conver.s.se en Engleterre, en fostol dou roy 
principaurnent, et des grans seigneurs de celui p.'iys, mes oncaiues jo ii’eii oy })arl(.*r en nul villain eas ; si cn 
ai jo domande as pluisseurs qui bien le se(‘uisNenfcy se riens on euist este. Ossi je ru; poroie croire, et il ne 
fjiit inies a croin*, quo lings si haux et vaillans horns que li roys d’ Engleterre t>st et a este, so dagnaist 
eiisoimiier do deshonneriT line siimru* nohle iljimmo no un sii*n ehevaliir qui si loyaiiment fa servi, f*t servi 
tontte so vie : si quos d’ores en avant do ceste amour je me tairay.” — Froissart, ed. Luee. M.S. d’ Amiens, III. 
203. (Soe. ilo I’Histoire de France.) 

® Fabian and Polidoro Vergil admit the story. Brayton, in his Engia)uVs llcroictd Ejnstles, makes the 
Bluek Prince the wooer of the Countess. 

^ In La Scronda Earte de le NoviUe del llaudelJo ; Lucca, IM.B.LIJII., Novell.i XXXYIII., fols. 228-254. 
!rho (Jountess’s name is “ Aclii).s; ” her father is “ Kiedardo, Conte de Yaruccia.” The French version does 
not follow the original accurately. 
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love-iiuikings, reflections, and love-letters. He iu\ent(Ml IIk^ se(r. rtary and the letters ; 
^he turned the lady’s fatluT and mother into panders to lna’ ; hi* killed her liusbainl;^ ho 
made her ofler to stab herself, or bt* killed by th(‘ king; ajid ih.*n madi' the king ofler 
to marry her, and actually marry Jier : after which, as tin* Knglish ti anslation says, 
^‘shec WiiS conveyed up into a j)ublick ]»lace, ami ])roelam(‘d Qiui'ui* of Kngland, to tlie 
exceedinge gratulacion, and iova* inci-edible, of all tla^ subh'cti's (L 19i»). The Italian 
story was very freely translated by Boaistuau in his Jltstoirps /Vv/r/zV^/o.,, E.dr(tiHrs ties 
iEuiires [tdlieuKes dp Bmidpl, and this was englisht b}" William Paiiiti*!* iu his Palacp 
of PhdHtcrcy loTo, i., leMV(‘S 1<S2 to 191), the forty-sixtli novel. We may note in 

tlie play the double repetition of tin* leading idea of tin? King-and-(A»uutess seem* a man 

won from intendi'd ba.seiiess by the aj>peal a nobler nature ; lirst, Prince Charles of 
France by Villiers’s a])peal to him ; second, Xing John of France by his son ihaiice (fliarlos’s 
appeal to him. 

In no other play is there any real preteiua? that Shaks|)(*n' took part. The so-called 
“ doubtful plays,” excepting tlie two abovi‘ t]*eat(Ml, havc^ not a trace of him in them. 
I do not tliink that the substitutcvl piec(‘ by a diflerent hand in Sir TJunnns More, pp. tl4 -9, 
ed. Dyce, Old Shakesp. Soc., is 81iaksper</s, or that tin* l(‘av(‘s S. 9, of tlitj iM8. Hai'leian, 
7,J08, on which it is written, art^ iu Sllakspor{^’.s hand. (Some four years ago 1 took 
the opinion of the best iMS. men in the iMuseum on tin* lattm* poijit, and di.scusst tin- 
Shakspereanness of this part of the play with some of tin* best men 1 knew. W(* )ill agi'ecd 
that tJicrc was nothing neci'ssarily 8haksp«*r(‘an in it, though part of it w’as worthy of him.‘ 
(It wa« the Edioord ill, Xing-and-Count(*ss sc(‘ne over Jigain.) Pmt this portion of S\r 
Thotnos More is so far bett(*r than the rest of the ])lay, that J\lr. Spedding wishes to know 
wliat other dramatist than Shakspere could ha.vt* wj*itten it.) 

We liavo Jiow goin* through tin; series of Shaks]>ere’s works, have seen liim begin with 
those that suited youth, skits on the Londont‘rs’ fasliions and follh^s, showing his Stratford 
clowns oil the London stage, dealing with love* and its vagarii‘S, starting into fancy, 
incorporating all his country lore in Puck and his <*ompanions, iirst stepping on to the 
ground of Italian story in Thr (ipuffpiunt of VeronAf, then bursting into a fervour 

of passion in llonieo (iitd Jtdief^ and his early poems ; passing thence to liistory, to speak Ids 
mind to his countrymen on the disputes that rent Fngland asunder in his time. Then again, 
falling back with rtniewd })ower on Italian story, and lirst taking his due lead before all other 
men ill 'Hie MerehniU of Vpni<y\ then .sinking almost his histiay in tlie humourful comedies 
of Fahstatr and the brilliant plays of the Second P<*riod that succ(*('ded them ; then, troubled 
iu heart Jiiinself, as we see in his Sonuets, disa])pointed iu liis aflection for his friend wlio was 
his all, cast off by his dark mistress, passing the “ lu'll of time ” of whicli he .speaks to Ids 
• 

* Take the'hest hit, iMoiFs ri^Tnonstraiicc against the citizens' outhreak to turn out the aliens, i). 27 : — 

More, (rraiint them rrmoued, and graunt that What had you gott r I’lo tell you: you hadtaiiglit 
this your noyco How insoleneu and strong hand should jui vayle. 

Hath ehidde downe all the maiestic* of fngland ; How ordero shook! ho ipiclld; and Ijy tliis 
Ymagin that you .see the wretehod stralugers — patterne 

Their hahyes at their haekes, and their poor Not on [ .^oiu*] of you .shoold lyvo an aged man ; 

liigage, — other lutliaiis, as tlieir fancie s wrouglit, 

Plodding tooth’ ports and eosUs for transpor- With soalf same hand, sealf reasons^ and si alf 
tacion, ^ right, 

And that you .sylt ns kinges in your dosyres, AVoold shark on you, and men, lyke ravi iious 

Auethoeyty qiiyte sylenet hy your hraule, ^ tisheg. 

And you in ruff cf your eipynions clothd : <Jold feed on on [- one] aiiothei*.’^ 

It’s a strong man’s work as.siin.'dly. The picture of the plodding aliens witli bahirs and luggage on 
back, while tlieir oppressov.s “ sit a.s kings in your desires .... And you in raff ot your opinions 
clothd; ” that f^iark on you,” the later uplifting of the otliee of the king, and tin* leading the majesty of 
law in leash, to slip him like a hound, certainly justified my latt,* sweet-natured friend liiehard Simp.son in 
suggesting that these More iiLsm-tions wen* Siiakspore .s, and do ju.stifv 3Ir. Six'dding'g in-guing that 
they are so still, specially as the play was one of Shakspere’s company’s, and the alteration in it wa.s made* 
hurriedly hy direction of the ^Taster of the Kevels, tSir E. Tvlno}'. Ihit when we note that the allusions in 
the play fix it.s date to 158G, as Mr. Simpson acknowleilgd, when Shak.gi)ere was luobahly at Stratford, that 
the humour in the insertion is not distinctively his, that another .scene, the one between Lady More and hi r 
son-in-law and daughter, pp. 7o-G, ed. Dyce, is also much above the level of the rent of tlie play, and 
yet neither specially Shakspcri’an nor a later in.sertion, we are justified in^ ileclining to hold as his 
the first insertion on pp. 24-9. Mr. Simpson's letter on the question is iu 1 Noies and Queries j viii, 1, and 
Mr. Spedding’s in x. 227. 
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iViciul wlieii tliey wore rocouoiltMl again, and during tins time no doid)t giving to the world 
. trag(‘dies in which laid burden of life on souls too weak to bear it, in which 

lie let nobI(» ni(*n be drawn to tladr ruin by temptations from without, by suggestions from 
within, in which he showd ingiatitmh* e.ating the hearts of father and of child, in which he 
let lust lead its iiobh^ victims to their death, in which he showd all old-world glory and 
honour but a sham, in wliich at last he made Timon curse all mankind ; and then we 
saw him, no longei* wi(‘hling the scourge of vengeance, but jicting as the minister of 
reconciliation, j>assing from his tiiiuj of terror to one of ))eacc‘, and in Prospero, Posthnmus, 
Imogen, Hermion(‘, Qiuhmi Ivatharine, forgiving injuries for which of old he would 
have exacted death. And in this temper wc find him, after heaving tlie scenes of his 
trials and triumphs in J^ondon, enjoying as a boy again tlit) sweet sights and sounds of 
his nativ(* home. 

§ 15. In 151)2 we had to face the (|uestion of what Shaks[)ere had then written to 
]>rovoke tln^ sne(*rs of the dying reprobate, Kob(‘rt Grecuie, our poet’s j)redecessor, and 
perchance^ teaclier, in (comedy. And having once enttu'd on the subject of the succession 
of Shakspere’s ]>lays, and the means by which it was made out, we could not well leave it till 

we M woikt it thro'. It took us from 1592 to 1012, and gave us Shaksperifs mental and 

spiritual life during that time. Now we've to put together the few facts of his and his 

family’s outward life that still survive to us. 

I divide Shakspere’s life — like his plays into four Periods: (1) from his birth, in 
150t, tb his leaving Stratford for London in ]M‘rhaps 1587, tlie Home-Period; (2) from 1587 
to 1599, when he was taken as ])artner in the [U'otits of the Globe, tln^ Period of 
Struggle to Success; (u. 1587 to 1592, unrecorded, b. 1592 to 1599, rtxjorded) ; (3) from 
1599 to 1(3(.)9, or whenever else lu^ left London, the r(‘riod of Triumph or Assured-Success: 
(4) from his return to Stratford I(i()9 (?), to Ids death, ItiltJ, the Period of Kenewd Family 
Life, or i'(‘ac<*. 

II. a. The Plays I suppose to have b(‘en written by 1592 are Lorens Labours Loi<t, The 
Comethf of Errors^ Midstunnier-XighCs Dream The Two Uenllevieu of feroiuif Romeo aial 
a few i)assages in Tit as A ndromnts., and the 4\‘mj)hvGarden Scene in 1 Hevrjf VI . 
'^rh(‘se are the only records of his life during the tirst ])art of his Period of Struggle. Now fur 
tlie second jiart. 

II, 5. In 1593 began, no doubt, Sliakspere's visits to his publisher, Riclu^Vd FiehP, 
in St. Paul’s Churchjmrd", wluui Venus a ad Athm is was enterd in the Stationers' Registers, 
and publisht. It was the acting of Romeo amt Juliet, and the issue of the Venus and . 
Lucrece, that tirst brought Shakspere fame ; and a tradition, n^ported by Rowe as coming 
from Sir William Davtuiant, states that liord Southampton, to whom th(‘se,,two poems were 
dedicated, “at (uu‘ time gave him [Shakspere] a thousand pounds to go through with 
a purchase which he hoard he had a mind to.” Rut thougli the gift is likely enough, 
its amount has no doubt been (‘xaggerated, s(*(*ing what .£'1,000 meant then. '‘On the night 
of Leceinbcr 28, 1594 — one of a we<‘k’s entertainments at Gray’s Inn — Shakspere and Bacon 


' He was u fi'llow-townsmau of Shakspere’s; and the goods and chattels of his father, Henry Field, 
tanner, of Stratford, were valued hy Shakspere’.s father, John Shakspere, i/i 1592. [Old Shakcfipearv 
Socicty^H raptr.s, iv. ;5().) o 

2 St. Faiirs Chureliyard before the Firo was chi<‘fly inhabited by booksellers, .‘md several of the 
early editions of Shakspere’s poems and ])lay.s were publi.shed here. Vouui (ind Adonis, 1593, was to ho sold 
at the AVhite (TrcyhouiHl, wliere also ,J. Harrison ]uihlishod The Rape of Lunrer, 1594. Thb tirst edition of 
The Aterry Jf^iirs of If'indsor a[)peaied at the Flower do Ijueo and (hown, kc'pt- by A. Johnson; the 
Jirst edition of The Mvrehanf of Tenicn at tlie Green Dragon, hy F. lleyes ; the first editions of Richard 11., 
Richard III., and l\rst Rarf of Henry IT. at the Angel, hy A. Wise; the first edition of Troilas 
and CrcHsida at the S])ri'ad Kagle. over against the great noilh door of PauVs, hy R. Bonian and H. 
Whalley; the first edition of Lmr at tfio Pied Bull, hy N. Butti-r; and tlu; first known edition of 
TituH Andronicus at th(j Gun, near the litth? nor{h door of Paul’s, hy F. Wliitc. liaw published 
several of the cpiartos at the Fox.— 11. B. AVheatley, in my Harrison, p. cv., from Peter Cunningham’s 
London. 

* In 1593 I suppose Richard 11. to iiavc been written; and in 1593 4, the revising of The Contention 
and True Trayedy into 2 & 3 Henry Cl. with Richard III. In 1594 were publisht Lucrece, a second (‘dition 
of Venus and Adonis, and the- first of The Contention, on whieh 2 Henry VI. was based, and tho first of The 
Tioniny of a Shrew, the groundwoi’k of The Taniiny of the Shrew. WiUohie his Avisa, 1594, notices 
8haksj>ere’s Incncc, and Sir AVm. Harliert and Drayton evidently allude' to it, as Robert Southwell does to 
his Venus. (1 shall not note all the allusions hen*. For them, sec tlie second edition of Dr. Ingleby’s 
y'enturicof Traysc, by Miss F. T. Smith, given by him to the New Shakspere Society in 1879.) 



§ 15. SHAKSPERE^S LIFE AFTER 1592. HIS SON^S DEATH IN 159«. HIS FATHER^S ARMS. cxvii 


were no doubt present iu Gray’s Inn Hall together at the porfornmuce of the former’s 
Errors: “After such sports, a Comnin of Errors (like to Plautus his Menechimis) was 
played’^by the players ; so that night wa.s begun, and continued to tlie end, in nothing but 
cpnfu.siou and errors ; whereupon it was ever aftcrwai'ds calhul Thu y'ujht of Errors.'' 
{Gesta Graiorum, }>. 22, cd. 1(188 (in Dyce) ; Nichols’s Profjrrsses of (Jurvo. Elhaheth.^ 
iii. 2G2 ; Spejdding’s Lettprs and Lifp. of Bacon, i. 326.)^ “From a j)apoL* now before 
me, Avliich formerly belonged to Kdward Alleyn tin; ])layf‘r, our }) 0 (‘t a])p(\(rs to have 
lived in Southwark, near tlie Bear-garden, in P^9C,” says JMalom^ in his hojairji into the 
AiUhenticiiy of Certain. Pa] rs, p. 215. This paper having disappeard, om^ of the 
modern Shakspere forgers provided another of like kind in its place*, among the. Dulwich 
College ])apers, and Mr. J. P. Collier tainted it; but its sham was soon <let(‘cted. On 
August 11, 1596, as T have noticed under Kiny John, p. xli, above, Shakspere’s only 
son, Hailinet (baptisi‘d February 2, 1585), died, and was buried at Stratford, “ 1596, 
August 11th. Hamnet, filius William Shakspere” (Neil). That his son’s death must hav<‘ 
been a great blow to Shaksj)eie, as well as a father as a man wishing to found a fa, mil y, we 
cannot doubt. That ho had the ambition of being recognised as a g(‘ntleman in his 
own town and county js clear, ife was like Walter Scott and so many other l>ritish(*]-s in 
this, following the lieretlitarv instinct, poor though it is, of his Anglo-Saxon forefathei’s, that 
what constitutes a free man is the possession of land: Jand(‘d, frecy; landles.s, thrall. 
And though his father on January 2G, 1596, had by a deed, iu which he is desciib(*d 
as John Sliakespere. yeonatn, sold part of the ground belonging to his if(‘nley Street 
(or birthplace) jn-operty to G(H)rge Badger for .£2, we find in the Heralds’ College a draft 
grant of arms to this John Shak.spere, as a yenlleman, dated th(< 20th Oetoi)er, 1596, 
which, notwithstanding the doubt formerly thrown on it, Tlie fferald a)td Genealoyisl, Part 
Vi., pp. 503~5 (cited by Dyce, Shaksjpere, 1866, ]>. 21), inclines to think was executed. W(* 
know that then, as now, num rising or having rksen in the woi ld could, and did, buy arms 
for thcm.selves, wnth, often, forgd pedigr(‘(*s attaclit to them. Harrison says in 1577-87, 
pp. 128 9 of my edithm : — “ Gentlem(‘n who.se ancestoi's are not know<*n to come in with 
VVilliain duke of Normandie (for of the Saxon races yet r(*maini]ig we now make none 
accompt, much lesse of the British issue) doo take their beginning in Jhigland, after this 
mailer in our times. Who so(‘uer stiulieth thc^ lawes of tla; r(.*alm(‘, who so abidoth in 
the vniuersitiQ giving his mind to his booke, or prof(‘ssedh pliysickc^ and the libenill scienc(\s, 
or b(*side his s?*i uice in the rooine of a capteim^ in the warres, or good counsell giiuai at home, 
wdiereby his coininon-wcalth is benefited, can live without manuell labour, and th(*reto is abli* 
ami will bear the port, charge, and countenance of a gentleman, be shall, Jer nanne, ham* a 
cote and arms be.siowed vpon him by h<*ralds (who in the charter of the .same doo of custoim* 
iwetcnd antifptitiey (Tnd sernice, ami manic yaie thiny.s^'^) and thc;rtnmto, being mad(} so 
good cheajM*, be called, ‘ ma.ster,’ which is the title that men giue to c.squiers jind gentlemen, 
and reputed for a gentlem^in euer after. Which is so much the lesse to bo disalow(*d 
of, for that the prince dooth loose nothing by it, the genthunaii being so much subioct 
to taxes and publike ])aiments as is the yeonuin or husbandman, which ho likewise dooth 
beare the gladlier for the sailing of his reputation. Being called also to the warres, (for wdth 
the gouernrnent of tlie common-w^oalth he. medleth litle) what .soeuer it cost him, he wdll both 
airaie & arme hiinselfe accordinglie, and .shew the more manly couragi*, and all the tokens of 
the person which he repres{*nteth. No man hath hurt by it but himselfe, who ])craduenturc 
will go in wider buskeiis than his legs wall beare, or as our prouer^e saith, now and then 
lieare a bigger saile than his boat is able to susteine.” (Sir Thomas Smith borrow’d this 
jmssage.) * 


^ In 1505 waspuhlisht Thr True Trngcihj. which w\as altcrd into 'A llenrg TV. ; and in 159G, the third 
edition of Venus and Adonh. T heliovo lh:it King John was WTitUu in 1595, The Merchant iu ]5}h>; that 
27a* Shrew was revised in and 1 Ifenrg IV. written. • 

• Tho 1599 grant ao(’ordin}:*Iy sj)(‘:iks of the ancestors of .lohn Shakospnnro having 1 k'('ii advanct 
and rewarded for their services hy King Henry VII. (Folio /.//c, p. (>9.) lleraMs’ garninon, no doubt. 
That some actors had turud wpiires, IVu: fctnrn from Tarnassu.s (1002), printed IGOti, tells us ; 


“Fingland affords those glorious vagabonds. 
That carried erst their funlles on their hacks, 
Boursers to ride on tlirough the gazing streets, 
Swooping it in tlunr glaring satin suits, 

And pages to attend their masterships : 


With moutliiug words that better w’its have 
framed, 

They jiurchase lands, au<l now e.squires are 
made.’’ llazlitt’s Bodsley, ix. 202. 
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§ 15. SUAKSPEnF/S FATlfER'S ARMS. PURCHASE OF NEW PLACK 1507. 


Now tho “inoiiic” for tlio gnint of arms to John Bhak.sporo, thou known at Sti'atfoi'd as 
a “yeoman,'* ** can hardly havi‘ coirie from him. Without doubt liLs rising London son 
supplicMl it. And wlaai tlio s(H;uml grunt was applied for, and made, in 1099, l^lie liemlds, 
Dethick and Oaimleii, vNoiddn'l <puirtc‘r with Shak.s])er(^*s arms tliose of the Warwickshire 
gmitlefolk, the Ardcais of ra7 k Hall, Durdworth — Bnniae^ a fps.s chanjttjf or and azure — but 
gav(i instead, tla^ aruis of tlie mon^ distant Ardernes of Alvaidcy, in Cheshire- three 
crosaletH fitch ('r, and (t chtt'f' or, trifh a martlet for difire nee -^vho were farther away from 
Stratford, and not lik(‘ly to liave notice of the matter, or make any fiis.s about it. Moreover, 
th(*re is no existing ret^ord of the Arden quartering (7ver having been 7i.s.sumed l>y Shakspere 
or his family. On his niomnnent are the Shak.spcire arms alone ; and they alone are impaled 
on his daughter Susanna’s monument with those of Hall. Wlien he grew older, had his 
position, and married Ids younger daughter Judith to a Avine-dealer’s^ son, he no doubt gave 
up lh(i ainbilious fancy of liis earlier days. 

In or Ix'fon^ Kaster Tei’in of tin* oDth of Elizabeth, 1507, Sliaks])ere bought of William 
TJnderhill, for .£G0, N<iw Place", a house and grounds at the coi-ner of (the Guild) Chapel 
Lane, ami Cha|H*l Street lea<liiig <o the Grammar School and Church. The house was built 
by Sir Hugh Clopton, about 1400, bought by a ^‘Stnitford attoriU3y, William Bott, in 
1505, ami sold by hiin to Wm. TTiiderhill in 1507. In the note'' of tho tine levied on 
the sah» to Shakspert*, Cmhahill is (h»scribed as ycmros'Utt, a gentleman, but Shakspere is not 
so calld. Aiid as in tines tlu^ des(a*ij)tion of the ])roperty was almost always doubled'^, 
.w(! tind Jiere, as in the double garden and orchard on the sah* of tlu* birthidace property, 
that th(*re wt‘r(3 two l)arns and two gardt'us included. Shak.spert^ r(q)aired New Place. 
Jjong after his death a new hou.se was built, probably on its foundations, and of these a 
f(iw scraps can still be .seen, owing to Mr. H alii well’s care. (He got up a subscription 
to buy tin* ])lace.)*‘ 

Early in 1598 Shaks[)(‘re wanted to lay out more money in tlu3 neighbourhood of 
Stratford, and was nibbling at tlui tithes of which he afterwards bought a moiety or lialf-part 
in ]()()5. Abraham Sturhy, writing on January 24, 1597-8, from Stratford to a friend 
in Jjondon evidently Ri(!har(l Quiney% father of Shaks])ere’s futuixi wine-dealing son-iii-laM'* 
— says : — “ Tt .semetli hi him (‘ ur [=your] father ’), that our countriinan, Mr. Shakspere, is 
willinge to disburse? some monei u))on some od yarde land or other att Shottii or neare about 
us ; lie tliiiiketb it a veri fitt patterno to move him to dealo in tin? matter of our tithes. Bi 
tlu' instrnecions u can geve him theareof, and hi the fremh's he can make tliei’ofore, we thinke 
it a faire marki‘ for him to shoote att, and not iinpo.ssibh? to liitt. It obtained, would 
advance him in (lee<le, and would do us much good.” {IlaUucell, Octavo 172, Folio 140.) 
A Subsidv Boll, ilated October 1, 1508, .shows that a n.imesake (? no relation) of our poet 
was ass(?sst 15.v. id. on projx rty in the parish of Ht. Helen’s, Bi.shop.sgate, Loudon : “ Aflkl. 
William Shake.sjieave, v //.— xiij .v. iiij </.”) During a .scarcity of grain at Stnltford, “ Anoato 
of conic? and malte” there was taken — dated February 4, 1597-8, aiid among the dweller.s in 
Cba])cl Street Ward is eiiterd as a holder of grain, “ Win. Sl)ack(\sj)ert‘, X quarters.’' In this 
yc'ar too is the following cuitiy in the Cliamberlains’ account ; “ Pd. to Mr. Shaxpere for on 
iod of ston .... X <l.” As the repaii-s of New Place were probably going on, 
the poet, and not his lather, was jirobably the .sellcu* of the stone. 

In a datele.ss and unsignd letter, “To my lovyiige sonne Rycharde Quyney, at the 
Belle in Carter Leym^ delivcu* thes.so in London,” evidently written by Adrian Quiney 
of Stratford, and perhaps in 1598, Ls the following sentence: “ YfF yow bargen' with 
Wm. Sba .... or ie(?(?ve money thc^refor, bryngc? your money home, that yow nit*ye.'’ 
Next comers the only hdtei- written to Shakspere that lias survived to u.s. It is from 
hi.s friciiid, the abovc'-naiiusl Richard Quiney, asking for the ‘'loan of .£30: — “Loveinge 

* Pememhor that Cliaucor’s father, iinelo, and grandfathcT, were; wino-dcalers and taverners too. 

- So calld befon* it < ;iinc into Sliaksijenr’s h.ands. Early in the sixteenth century, when the Cloptons 
hud it, it was calld the <ir( at house. (Halliwell, Octavo hifc, p, IGG.) 

^ “ Exemplihcntion ” is tho toclinical word for it. 

** The reason giv(in rno as a pupil in chambers for this practice was, that the fine might include enough; 
one garden might have lu cu accadcntally left out of tho description of the property bought. Often, with 
arable land too, some pasture was thnjwii iu on spec. 

s In 1597 were publisht tho first or .siiuriuu.s Quarto of fiomeo and Juliet and the first Quartos of 
Richard IJ. and Richard 111. In 1598, second editions of Lucreev, Richard IT., Richard III., and the first 
of 1 Henry IV. and loveh Labours Lost. The latter play was written about by R. Tofte, in 1598, I 
suppose that 2 Henry IV. was written in 1597-8, and The Merry IViirs in 1598-9. 
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contreynuni, I am bolde of yow, as of a fimido, craweiiige yowr holpt* w/*tli xxx. li. 
vppon^Mr. Busliells and my secniytee, or Mr Myttons ^v^tll mo. Mr. Ros.swoll is nott 
come to London as yeate, and i Jiave cspeciall caw.se. Yow slinll Ifrondo me mucho in 
helpeing me out of all tlie debette I owe in London, I thanoke (bxl, muche quiet 
my mynde, w/nch woldo nott be indeboted. I am nowo toward(^s tlic (\)\vrto, in hope 
of answer for the dispatclie of my Buy.snes. Yow sliall mother lease oreddytt nor inonney.by 
me, tlie Lorde wyllingc ; ct nowe butt porswade yowi-selfe soe, as .1 liopo, and ymv .shall nott 
need to feare butt with all lieartio thanckofullnes I wyll liolde my tyme, and cont(‘nt yowr 
firende; it yf we Bargaine fart or, yow .shalbe the paie-m«cwto yowr solfo. my tyjiie bhkh^N 
mo hastene to an ende, and .soe 1 co?nmitt tliys [to] yowr care, hope of yowr ln‘lpi‘. j 
feare I shall nott be backe thys night ffrom the Oowrtc. Ila.ste. The Lonle be with yow 
tfc with us all. aiiic/^- ! llrom the Bell in Carter Lane, the 25 octubr 1598. 

‘‘ Yowrs in all kyjidenes, Byc. Quynev. 

^‘To my loueinge good ffrend and contreyman, Mr. Wm. Shackespere, del/dv^r tln^es.’^ 

On November 4, 1598, the •before-named Abraham Sturley writc.s from Stratford 
‘‘to Ills most lovinge brother, Mr. Biehard Quinei, att the Bell in Charter Lane att London 
• • . . TJr[=your] letter of the 25, of Octobr . . . imported . . , that our 

countriman Mr. Win. Shak. would procure us monei, which I will like of, as I shall heare 
when and wheare and howe ; and I prai let not go that occa.sion, if it inai sorte to ani 
indiflerent eondicions. Allso, that if monei might be had for 30 or 40/., a lea.se <ke. might be 
procured. . In 1598 came Mere.s\s praise of Shak.spere, and a list of his poems and 

plays, already noted on p. xiv, note 1 ; and in the same year Shak.spere acted in Ben 
Jonson’s famous comedy of Emrij Man in his llamonr} In 1598 al.so “The Tlu'ater built 
by James Burbage, wlieiv^ hi.s and his sons^ (or Shakspere's) com})any jdayd, was pulkl down, 
and rebuilt as “The Clobe ” on Bankside, Southwark, in 1599; and Shakspere, being 
a “ deserveing ” man, was taken as one of the “ partners in the prolittes of that they call tlie 
House ” (see Henry T., p. Iv, note 3, above), that is the chit'f actors' sharci, not including 
that of the Burbages as owners of the lease of the theatre from »Sir Matthew Brand. He 
got him “a fellow.ship in a cry of players” {JIandet, III. ii. 280), tho’ not “*halfe a 
share.” I take this a(lmission as a |>artner into the ])rolits of the New (Hobe as tlie start of 
a new Period in Shakspere's life. It marks definitely his .succcs.s in London better than 
his purchase of New Place at Stratford does.- 

III. The Third-Pei’iod of Shakspere's life, tho' I call it the Period of Assured-Success, 
opens darkly likp the dark Third-Period of his plays, that of his greatest tragcnlies. In 
January, 1601 (16(10-1), E.s.sex’s rebellion breaks out, and, for hi.s share in it, Lord 
Southampton, Shak.spere’s patron, is imprisond in the Towei*, wlnu’e ho stays till James I.’s 
accession in 1603 (see ]>. Ix.xiii, above). On Sejitember 8, 1601, Shakspere’s father, John 
Shakspere, was buried at Stratford. On May-day, 1602, Shakspere buys of Wm. and Jn. 
Combe, for .£320, a hundred and seven acres of arable land in the jiari.sh of Old Stratford ; 
and as he was not then at Stratford, the conveyance was ilelivevcd to his biother Gilbert.’" 
On September 28, 1602, Walter Gatley surrenderd to ►Shak.sptn-e a cottage, with its appur- 
tenances'*, in Walker’s Street, alias Dead Lane, Stratford, near New Place, Anri by a 
fine levied in Michaelmas Term, 1602, we learn that Shaksj)ere bought of Hercules Underhill 
for .£^0 a messuage with two bai*n.s, two orchards, and two gardens, in Stratford : the 


^ His namo stands fjrst in the list of tho actors at tho end of the plav in the Folio ccHlion of Jonson’s 
Works, IGIO. 

2 In 1509 came out tho pirated l\issionnfc Pilgrim, the fourth edition of Venus and ^Idonis, ;irid the 
second of I Henry I .and tho .second or genuine Quarto of lionun and Jidief. Henry was u rittfjn in 
1599, and 3fi(ch Ado and Vofi Like It by or in 1600. 1600 was the chief puhlishlng yrur of Shak.Mi)cre’H 

life. It saw issued a lifth edition of Venus, a third of fmere^h', fii.st of 2 Hntry IV. and Mne/i Ado, tirst and 
second of both The Merchant and the MidHuminer^Xight's Dream, tirst or imperfect < pan to of Jlrnry V,, and 
the first extant edition of 7'itns Androyicus. 

^ Shakspere scorns to have incn'ast thi.s property afterwards, for in a fino levied of it in Trinity T(;rm, 
1611, an additional “ twenty acres of pastim; land” are described ; and th.'it this was not :i fancy addition 
(p. cxviii, n. 4, above) appears from tho fact that “in a deed which hears datr in I0’)2, tin’s land is also stated 
to ho of the same extent.’* (Halliwell, Folio p. 165.) In the conv« yaJiec, ShaksjxTc is described as 

“gentleman,” and in the exemplification of the fine «f the Gatloy sale as gtnerfhsKf^ firriitleinan). 

^ It was copjhold of the ^Munor of Itowington. Tho yhaksperes c*f h’owiiigton were a different 
family. 
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(loul)ling was no doubt duo to tlio fancy addition in the note of the fine. In a most 
interesting play, 7Vfe from. I^minsHus, which is dated 1(>02, from its mentioning 

the Queen’s day (Hazlitt’s D<nlslcii, ix. 101), occurs the following testimony to Shakspere’s 
powtTs {ib. 194): Kamj). Few of the university, pen }>hiios well; they smell too much 

of that writer Ooid, and that writer iMfilatnorphoais, and talked too much of Proserpina 
k Jnppiter, Why, hero ’s our W'Wow SI takes pear e ]mts them all downe, I, and Ben Jonson 
too. (J that Ben Jonson is a ])estilent follow ; he bi’ought up Horace giving the Poets a pill ; 
but our fellow Shakespeare hath given liim a purge tliat made him beray his credit.’^ 
Bnrhaye. It’s a shrewd follow iialoed.”^ (Ingleby’s Centurie of Prayse, 1874, ]). 39.) 

On March 24, 1002-3, Queen Elizabeth died. Shakspero had written on her in 
Midsnmmer-NiyhVs Dream those delightful lines on the fair vestal throned in the west,” 
“the imperial votaress,” II. i. 157-164. She had 

“ Graced his desort, 

And to his laics opend her royall cure,” 

as Chetth^ says in Ins Enylamles Mournhnj (larinent, 1G03 (New Shakspere Society’s 
Allusion- Books, p. 98), she had been “so taken” by liis plays, as Ben Jonson said in 
his lines “To tlui Mmnory of Shakspere; ” she had so liked h\dstaft* that she had orderd his 
creator to show him in love (see The Merry p. liii), and yet, as Chettle complains, “the 

silver-toitgLMl Melieert” (Shaksj)ere) did not “drop from his honied Muse one sabhi teare.” 
His company no doubt exj)ected favours from James L, thro’ one of their members, Laurence 
Fletcher, who had acted IxToi'e^ James in Scotland, with the English actors who were there 
betwc(‘n OctobcT, 1599, and December, 1601, and who was granted the freedom of the city of 
Aberde(‘n on ()ctob(*r 22, 1601, as “ comedian to his Majesty.” Accordingly, ten days after 
James had reacht London, he, by Warrant dated May 17, 1603, licenst Fletcher’s (or Shak- 
spere’s) conijxiny “ thesis our servants, Laurence Fletcher, William Shakesj>care, Kiehard 
Bui’bage, Augustine Phillippes, John Hemmings, Henric Condell, William Sly, Robert Army n,, 
Richard (.V)wlye, and the rest of tlieir associats, freely to use and exercise the arte ami 
faculty of playing comedies, tragedies, histories, enterludes, moralls, pastorals, stage-plaies, 
and such other like . . . as w(*ll for the recreation of our loving subjects, as for our 
solace and ])leasure when we shall thinke good to see them, during our pleasure;; and tlie 
said conie<H<‘s, trajedi(;s, histories, enterludes, moralls, pastoralls, stage-plaies, and such 
like, to show and exercise publi((uely to their be.st commoditie, when the infection of 
the plague shall decrease, as well within their now usuall howse called the Globe, within our 
county of Surrey, as also within anie towne halls, or mout halls, or other cpnvenient places 
within the liberties and freedome of any other citie, universitie, towne, or borough whatso- 
ever, within our said realmes and domiuion.s ” 

Shakspere’s company was thus changed from “The Lord Chamberlain’s Servants” 
to “ The King’s Players.” But it is (juite clear from the AV arrant, and the Burbages’ Memorial 
of 1635, priutcil on p. Iv, above, note 3, that when the Warrant was issued the company did 
not play at the Blackfriars ’Fheatre, as that had been then for some time “ leased out to one 
Evans that first s(^tt up the boyes, commonly called the Qiieenes Majesties Children of 
the Chappell.” It is also cpiite clear that when, evidently after 1603, the Burbages bought 
back “ the lease remaining from Evans with our money,” Shakspero was still an actot’®, 
for the Bin-bages say they placed in the Blackfriars “ men players, which were Hemings, 
Condall, Shakespeare,” tfcc. I s(mji no reason to doubt that Shakspere remaind an«actor as long 
as he stayd in London. It is jxissiblc that his Sonnet 111, might have been written as late as 
1607-8 ; the later the better, I think, as .showing a reason why he ’d like to turn his back on 
London. The plague of which »James I.’s Warrant speaks, is numtioned by Stowe on pp. 
1,415, 1,425, of his ed. 1605. it stopt the King from riding fro\)i the Tower thro’ 

the City, as was customary before coronatidns ; the citiztms wen.* orderd not to come to 
AV’^estminster ; Wednesday, August 5, and every succeeding Wednesday, were appointed to 


^ In 1602 worn puhlisht the sixth and seventh Quartos of Vesns and Adonis^ the third of Richard III.., 
the first hotclit Quarto of Hamh f, tho first imperfect ono of The Merry lUtves, and the second of Henry 7\ 
All's Veil and JhHkh Ctesar I assign to 1601, Hamlet to 1602-4, and Measure for Measure to 1603. 

- 1 know some critics hold that Shakspere left London in 1604. But then they are such awful guessers. 
They put Henry VIII. in 1604 too. 



§ 15. SHAKSPERB’S RED CLOTH, 


TIE nUYS TITHES. 


be kept holy, for the ofrering of prayers “while the heavy hand of (iod, by the plague 
of ))f‘stileuce, continued among us;^* and between iJeoemboi- -Jib 1()02, and December 
23, 1G03, there died of the plague, 30, 57^^ souls.^ After the latter date Stowe does not 
mention the plague. It probably stopt gradually; must certainly l>(a‘u ov»‘r by March ; 

as, for the procession of King James, his Queen Anne, and son Henry, on .Mardi 15i, 1603-4, 
to the City of London, the King’s Players, jus pai’t of the Household,- mvvv (*aeh given four 
yards and a half of “red cloth ; and the first name in the list of nine ydayers is “William 
Shakespeare” (from “The Aocompte of Sir George Howne, Knight, INle.v^r of t lie (create 
Warederobc ” to James L- Az/eoioofm, April 30, 1864; jVrw Sh. Soc. Tnttut., ]S77 9,]). 11); 
and on April 9, 1604, the King’s Council wrob» a Letter to tlu^ J^ord Mjiyor of Loudon 
and the Magistrates of Middlesex and Sumy, directing them to allow the King’s (knnpany 
(or Shakspere’s), and the Queen’s, and Prince’s, “ publicklie to exercise their ]4aies in tlieV 
severall usuall howses,” ttc.'‘ Was Shakspere I’cvising Hamlet/'- the second or geiniine Quarto 
was publisht in 1604 — writing Mea^inre for Mfianare (the tone of tlie pljiy would suit a 
plague-struck city: see p. Ixxxi, above), and planning Othello during liis enfoived leisure v 
It is odd to turn from that ttrrible third Act of Othello, and learn that th(‘ next news 
of Shakspere is froih Stratford, jind shows the poet jus ji nuilster. (Folio Ijif\ p. 170.) 

' Between Mjirch, 1604, and the end of May, he had sold Phili]> Rogers, of Stratford, 
.£l 19.9. 10<7. worth of imilt, and laid Jilso, on June 25, lent him 2.9. J’he rogue Rogiu's Jiad 
only paid 6.9. of his dcht ; so Sliaksjiei'c sued him in th(» Strjitford Court of Rei^ord for 
the balance^ .£1 15.9. 10</. On July 21, lt>04, Shaksyxu’i^ bought for .£440 the renuiining 
thirty-t wo. years’ tenn of the moiety or half of a ninety-two yejirs’ lejise (gnnited in 1544) of 
tlie gr(‘a.t jind small tithes of Stratford, Old Strjitford, l»iKhoy)ton, and W<*Ieond)e, no doubt 
the same yiroperty tluit he’d been Jifter in Janmirv, 1597 8, and the conveyancf* is from 
“ Raydie Hnshande, esquire, to Willijiui Shjikesj)eare, of Stratford iq)pon Avon, gentleman.” 
it must liave been Ji good j)iirebase, as it Virougbt in .£60 a yej\r, that is, ]>aid 5 ]>er cent on 
the whole of the j)Uj*chase-money during the thirty-two year.s, ;nid bronglit back besides — in 
yearly insOdments of £38, wliicli could be re-invested as tliey came in -£1,216 for the 
£440.'^ Augustine Phillipps, of Shjiksj)ere’.s coiny>aiiy (set*. Hirhard 11., ]). xxx^, the Bur- 
bages’ Memorhil, p. Iv, n. 3, and James I.’s Warrant, y:). exx, jibove), by his will, dated 
May, 1605, leaves “ Wi]lij\m ShakesyDCjire a thirty-shilling yua'ce in gold. '^' (Gunpowder 
Plot, November 5, 1605.) 

^ “Also hy reason of God’s vi.sitjjtion for onr sinnes, the plague of Pest[ilen(e] there niigniiig 
in tho Citty of London and suhurhes (th<* Pageants and oth(*r .diowos of triumph, in most Kumy)tuous 
maner j3rep.'irc’d, hut not finished), llu5 Kinge rode not from the Touri* through the CHtty in royal maimer 
as h.'id l)(‘n<3 accustomed; neither were the Citizens yMUTnitted to come at \Vi'.slminst(T, hut forbidden 
by j)rocfamation, for fearc of infection to he hy that ineanes inerea.sed, for there died that weake in 
tho (h’tye of London Jind subin-hes, of all distiasos, 1103; of the jdague, 8-37. — Py). If 15 juid 1410 (tho 
second coujile so numherd). • 

“Wednesday tho 10. of August was by the ordinary apyioyiitcd t() he ke})t Holliday, Jind fasted, the 
church to bo frocpiented with j^raiers to almiglity tJod, Sermons of repcnlaTice to tho peoyile, jind (.harity to 
the poore to bo collected & distributed, and the like commanded to be. <ione wc'ckly oiiery Wednesday while 
the beany hand of God, by the ydague of j)esl[ilence] continued among vs. — P. 1410 (the second). 

“In thci foiTner yeare, to wdt 1002, tho yjlague of pest[ili*neej being grejit in Holland, Se.aland, 
and other tho low countries, and many souldiers returning thcuico into Kngland, the infection wjis 
jilso syDrc'd in diuers parts of this realnie; namely [ -c’KyieciallyJ, in tho Citic of London and lihi'riies 
thereof it so increased, that in the sy)ace of one whole yeare, to wit, from tho 23. of Ht'ciunher 1002, 
vnto the 22. of December, 1603, there died of all diseases (a.s wjis w'f‘(*kly accompted by the yjtirish 
clerks, and so •certified to the King), 38244, whereof, of the Plague, 30578. God make vs j^enitent. 
For he is inercifull.” -■ iP. 1425. 

- Shakspero’s ycurlj" fee was no doubt £3 6s. 8d., like that of J;imc.s’8 “Plaiors of eiiteilu(h's, 8.,“ in 
1614. (Lansd. MS. 272, leaf 27.) 

3 To this letter, after jMalon(3 saw it, wjis stuck a forged list — first printed by Mr. (.’oilier, as 
usuall, — of the King’,8 Players, with “ 8hakesi>earc ” second in it. Another forged pjissftge about 
Shakspere was printed by ^Ir. Collier in Mrs. Alle5'n’s letter of Getober 20, 1603; another about 
Tjodge was also printed by him, &c. &c. : see the books of my friends lilr. N. K. 8. A. Hamilton and 
Dr. Ingleby on these shameful matters. 

^ Neither of his uses of plague in TII. i., IV. vii., or peat Hence in V. i. 106, can he taken as an 
allusion. See my Forewords to Griggs’s Facsimile of Hamlet., (Quarto 2 (160-1), 1880. 

® But if we allow 10 per cent, for interest— as Hhakspero does in his will on his young(3r daughter 
Judith Quincy’s marriage-poition,— then the yearly balance of £16 w^ould only n^tiirn £512 for the £440. 

^ In 1605, tho fourth edition of JRichard JIT. was publisht. In 1607, the fourth edition of I^ucrece. I 
suppose Othello to have been written in 1604, Macbeth in 1605-6, I^eav in 1605-6, and Troilas and Creseida 
and Antony and Cleopatra in 1606 -7. 
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§ 15. UlS VA IJGHTKR MAHRIES. GliANDFATHER SHAKSPERE, FOURTH PERIOD OF HIS LIFE, 1609-10, 


In 1<J07, Sliak8p(?ro's eMcst <lau^Iitur, 8usanna, being then *24, niamecl, on June 7, 
14r. JoJin Hall, a pliysiciun at Stratford of large practice \ to tlie englisht notes of whose 
cures of i)aticuts — including liis own wife and daughter, himself, the poet Drayton, ic. 
— I liave befoi’e alluded, when stating my l^elief that Dr. Hall is to some extent embodied in 
(Jerymon of l^ericlfis. (Had he but cured Shakspere in IGIO instead of letting him 
die, w(‘. should have liad an interesting account of the success. Possibly some successor 
of Ireland and our Yictoriaii Shakspeie-forgers will produce an earlier cure of Shakspere 
from the tliousand notes of cases of which Dr. Hall’s translator sjieaks in his Postscript.) 
Oil December H, Shaksjiere's youngest brother, Edmund, “ player, was buried at St. 
Saviour’s, Southwark, close to the Globe Th<‘atre, and 20, v. were paid for a forenoon knell 
of the grtuit bell. ' Shakspere’s first granddaughter, Elizabeth Hall, the only child of 
her parents, was baptised on Eebruary 21, 1607-8; and on “ 1608, September 9, Mayry 
Shaxpere, Wydowe,” our poet’s moth(*r, was buried at Stratford. On October 16, Shakspere 
stands goilfather to a boy, William Walker- son of Henry Walker, of Stratford, chosen 
alderman January il, 1605-6 — to whom he afterwards left by his will “ 20^#. in gold.'' 
In 1608 died Thomas Whittington, shepherd to Kichard Hathaway, and by his will left 
unto the })Oor of Stratford 40^#. that is in the hand of Anne ShaxspcTe, wyfe unto Mr. 
^^^ydyam SJiaxs])oiv, ;ind is dm? debt unto me, being paid to mine executor by thtj say<l 
Wyllyam Shaxspere or his assignes.” In August, 1608, Shtikspere brought an action 
against John A<ldenbrooke for a debt. After several months’ delay a verdict was given 
ill Shakspere’s fa\ our for £6, and .£1 l.v. costs ; but as tlie diTendant couldn’t lie found, 
Sliaksjierc sued Addenbrooke’s bail, Thomas Honieby, for tlu‘ money. The latest date 
noted in the record is June 7, 1609.- 

TV. In or about 1609, after the Period of his great Tragedh^s, graudfatlicr Shakspere is 
supposed to have left London, for his new life at Stratford, his fresh delight in all its 
llowers and scenes, its sweiit girls and country sports. Tlieri‘ is nothing definite to fix 
the change to any one year ; but as Shakspere’s SoiuietH ami IWides wei’o both publish t, 
evhhjiitly without his leave, in 1 609 ; as a new tone — a new scent as of violets or sweetbriar 
— breathes^ from his plays in and after 1609; as the later ones arc loose in <lramatic 
construction, as if written away from tlie theatre ; as Shakspere must, before lie made his 
will, have sold or releast to his partners all his intei-est in the Globe and Blackfriai's profits^, 
and in his plays, we conclude that his leaving town dat(‘s from 1609 or therealk)uts'\ tho’ 
the first Stratford tidings seem against the notion. In Se])tember, 1609, Thomas Greene, 
the Town-(It.*rk of Stratford, says that a G. Brown might stay longer in his (Greene’s) house, 
“the rather because 1 perceyved I might .stay another yere at New Place. Greene may 
have l)een living there Avith liis “cosun Shakspere”; if not, Shakspere cani^it have settled at 
Now Place till later. By June 21, 1611, Thomas Greene is probably in his own house, 
as an order was made that tlie town is “ to rc^pare tlie churchyard wall at Mr. Greene’s 
dwclling-j)lace ” (Halli well’s IJiat. ef Xcw Jn a list of dona\;ions “colectcd towurdes 

vlie charge of prosecutyng tJic bill in Parliament for the better repayre of the higlie 
waies, and ameudiiigr divers defectes in the statutes already made,” dated Wednesday, 
September 11, 1611, the name of “Mr. William Shackapiae” is found in the margin, with 
uo sum to it. “This MS.,” says Mr, Halli well in his Polio lAfe, p. 202, “evidently relates 
to Stratford.” ^ 

The draft of a bill'" to ])e filed before Lord Plllesmere by “ Richard Lane, of Awston^ in , 

‘ “ This IjnjirnL'd Author lived in our time, and in the County of Warwick, where ho practised Physik 
many years, and in groat Fame for hi.s skill, far and near. Those Avho seemed hip^hly to esteem him, and 
whom by Gods blessing ho wrought these cures upon, you shall finde to he among others, Persons Noble, 
lxi(di, and Learned.” — Jame.s (’ooke, the englishor of Dr. Hall’s Cures. “ To the Judicious Reader.” Dr. 
Ifall left aiiothtjr book ready for the pnjss, be.sidcs his Cures. His widow sol<i them both to Mr. Cooke as 
another man’s MSS. {Curt's, sign. A. 3, baek. ) , 

- In 1008 were issued tl\e lirst and second QWrtos of Lear, the fourth of 1 Henry IV., the third 
of Richard If., ixml the third of th(^ imperfect V. I put down Coriolanus and Timon as written 
ill 1007-8. Milton, Clarendon, and Fuller were born in 1608. 

•* In 1609 w'cre luxblisht The Roumfs, the first edition of Troilns and Crvssidn (in two states, with 
differing titles, see p. Ixxxviii), the first and second Quartos of Ihricles, and the third and fourth of Borneo 
and Juliet, Shakspere’s pait of Rcricles 1 date 1608-9, and The Tempest 1609-10. 

^ Til 1611 came out the fourth edition of llatnlet, the third of Ter ivies, and the second of Titus AndronU 
cus. 1 suiipose Cymbeliue to have been wxilten in 1610, The Whiter' s Tale in 1611, ani the Shakspere part 
of Henry VUl, and The Two Hohlc Kinsmen (T) in 1612-13. 

* See Folio Life, p. 212. 



§ 15. FOUmil PERIOD OP SIlAKSPERKb LIFE, 


the covvnty of VVarwicke, e.s(|uire, Tlionia.s (Ireeiie, of Stiathud iippon Avon, in the 
county of Wiirwieke, es(j\iire, juul William Hhackspeare, of Stratfonl \ippou Avon 
aforesaid, in the said county of Wavwicke, gentleman;” undated hut seemingly drawn 
iij> ill l(il2, sliows Sliaivspere in a lawsuit about his share in tlie tithes which lie had bouglit 
in IdOo. Some of the lessees of the tithes had refused to jiay their shaie of a reserved 
rent of .€27 ld.s\ 4^/., and had thus driviui Shakspert^ and a few otiicrs to pay the? defxulters" 
share as well as their own, in order to prevent the leasii being forfeited. The draft bill 
states Shakspere's income from the tithes of corn and grain, wool and lamb, privy 
tithes, oblations and alterages as lieiiig .€60 a yeitr.^ If is brother Riclianl was laii’ied 
at Stratford on hebrnary 4, 1612-13. (m the lOtli of Mandi in that year Shaksp<a*e bouglit 
for ..€1 40 from Henry Walker, citizen and minstrel of London, a house- and a [licce of 
ground near the Blackfriars Theatre, “abutting upon a stre(*te leading down to Thidle 
Whartfe on the east part, right against the Kinges Maiesties’ Wardrobe.” But as 
Shakspere only jiaid €80 of the purchase-money, he next day mortgaged the })roperty 
to the vendor Henry Walker ^for the odd £60, and let the house, wliicli he mentions 
in his will, to Jolm Hobinson, tlui then tiaiaut of it. On June 20, 1613, the Oiobe 
. Theatre on Bankside, Blackfriars, was bui-nt down during a performance of Henry VJIJ., 
as 1 have noted above on pp. xiii, xiv ; and we can fancy Shaksp(‘re’s feelings on hearing 
of the destruction of the old house, for so many yi^ars the. scene of his triumphs. He 
must hav(^ boon glad to see its rebuihliug at one.c begun. In a paper dated 8e}>tember 
T), l()14, Shaksperc is nientioiKHl among the “ Auncient llreeholders iii the llields of Old 
►Stratford and Welconda*,” viz. : — “ Mr. Bhakspeare, d'homas Parker, JMr. Lane, Sir Fraunevs 
Smyth, Mace, Arthur (^awdrey, ami Mr. Wrigiit, Vicar of Bishopton;” thus, “Mr. 
Shaks])eare 1 yard land, noe common nor gi'ound beyond ( hispid I-busluj, nor ground in 
Sandticld, nor none in Slow-hill-tield btiyond Bishopton, nor none in the enclosures beyond 
Bishopton.” And by an agvc;enuuit, dutt^d (Jctidier 8, 1614, betweem Shakspere and 
William lleidingham, a joint-owner with him of the tithes before-meiitiond, Ih^plinghaiu 
covenanted with Shaksjicre to repay him all such loss as he should incur in respect of 
the (hicreasing'* of the yearly value of the tithes ludd by Keplingham and ShaLs[)ere, by 
reason of any enclosure or docaye of tillage intended in the tithalile lields by tlie said 
Re-plingham. To tlm <‘nclosui<i of the Welcombi* coiuiuou and hills, whence the best view of 
Stratford'iA to be got, the Oor[)ora.tioii was strongly opposed, -as so many writers of Tmlor 
time were to liki* enclosures, be<^aus(‘ they cared for tlicdr poorer neighbours - and the 
Oorpoi’ation clerk or lawyer, Sliaksjiere’s kinsman, Thomas (h’eeiie, was in London on tliis 
busintjss wluui'Jie made the following Memorandum • 

“l(jl4: Jovfs, 17 No. My coseii Shakspiiar ooinyng yesterdy to town, I went to see 
liim how he did. »He told me tliat they assured him tlu*y nient to inclose no further than to 
Gospel! Bush, and so up] v straight (leavyng out ])art of the Dyugles to the ttield) to the giite 
in Glojiton hedg, and takii in Salisburycs peeiti^ ; and that they mean in Aprill to surv(*y the 
land, and then to gyve satisfaccion, and not before ; ami he and Mr. JialH say they think 
tlicr will be nothyng done at all.” (Folio Life, p. 222.) 

About a fortnight after the abovt* date, says Dyco, Greene, having left Shakspere 
in London, returnd to Stratford ; where he continued his note.s : — “ 23 Dec. A hall. 
Lettres wrytten, one to Mr. Manuring, another to Mr. Shaks])ear, with almost all 
the company’s hands to I'yther. 1 also wrytte myself to my coseu Shaks]>ear the 
cop]>yes of all our acts, and then also a not of the inconvenyences wold ha})]>e,n by the 
inclosure.” , 

‘•The letter to Arthur Mainwai-ing (Lord Ellesmere’s domestic auditor) is still pre- 
served ; but the more interesting one lias jierished.” A page of Thomas Grt'iMie’s Diary 
survives, in which are the three following entries relating to Shaksjiere’s Imsiness and the 
enclosures : — 1. [16 f 4-15] “ 10 Jaiiuarii, 1614. •JMr. Manwaryng and liis agn‘cment for me 

i In lOri wt.Te piiblisht the fifth edition of Richard Ilh^ and the third (with Hiwwood’.s Poems) 
— no copy of the second edition is known — of The Taseionute Tlhjrim, In 1(313, the liftli Qiimto of 
1 Henry 1 1\ 

» See a wood-iait of what purports to he it in llalH well’s Octavo Lift, p. ‘217. The counterpart of tho 
conveyance (printed pp. 248-251) is in the (riiildhall Tahrary, London. Thu Mortgage id in tho British 
Museum show-room. An autotype of it can he liad at the Museujii for 2s. 

'■* MS. incrcasinge. Folio lAfe^ p. 221. 

^ No doubt the doctor, Shakspere’s son-in-luw. 
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§ iri. SifAKSPEJirS DEATJf, MA Y A, 1616, .ViJW' STYLE. 


UlS WILL. 


witli iny coseu Sliakspoam 2. [1014-1;*)] 9 Jaii., 1014. Mr. Rej)lyngham, 28 Octobris, 
articlo with Mr. 8hakspear, and then 1 Wii.s putt in by Tlmrsday. 3. [1015| 1 Sept. Mr, 
Shakspeare told Mr. J. Greene that I was not abli^ to beare the (*uclosing ot Welconibc.”^ 
(Folio XjA, p. 223.) 

In 1014 died John Combe, bailitror factor to the Farl of Warwick, and by his will left 
“ To Mr. William Shacks] xae, live ] rounds.” In th(‘ sanu' will is meiitiond “ Pai’sons close, 
Shake.s})eares*'^ clos(*.” This year too the Stratford Corporation, according to tlieir 
ctistoin when a stiauge j)reaclua- ])reacht before them, .sent a present of wine to one — a 
Puritan, no doubt — stopping at Shakspere’s house. The Chanib(M-lain’s account charges, 

item ; for one rjuart of sa<ik, ami on quart of clan^tt wine, geven to a preacher at the Newe 
Place, x\‘V’ On January 25, 1015-16, the fair co])y of Shakspe?’e\s Will was ready, but he 
put off executing it till March 25 — when he had some :ilter;itions made in it — after the 
marriage of lii.s younger daughter, Judith, then 31, who, like her mother, wedded a man 
young(H- than herself — tho' oidy four yeans now^, not eight— Thomas Quiney^, vintner and 
wine-merchant of Stratford, son of the Richard Quiney who in 1598 askt Shakspere to 
hmd iiim .£'30 (p. exix, above), and who died on May 31, 1602, while, bailifl' of Stratford. 
From tlie fact of Judith having ma.d(? her mark to a deed instead of .signing her name, it lic 4 ,s, 
been suf)j>osed that .she could not write ; but tliis i.s not certain, as niany folk well known in 
history, who (?ould write, have still put their marks to deeds. Susanna Hall could wiite 
fairly. Having executed his will on JMarch 25, Sliakspere died at New Place on A])ril 23, 

1 6 1 6, and was buried iji the clmnoel of Stratford Clmrcli on the 25tli. ' The only^ report as 
to tlie cause of his death i.s in the Diary (printtsl in 1839) of the Rev. John W^ard, who was 
aj)])ointe.<l vicar of Stratford in 1662, that ‘SSliakesj)eare, Diaytoii, and Ben Jonson, had a 
mej’ie ine(ding, and itt seems drank too liard, for Shakes] >ear died of a feavour there 
eontracted.” Mr. llalliwell ha.s in his Jliator}/ of iW//; Place .suggested another cau.se : that 
the pigstio.s and nuisances wjiich the Cor])oration books show to have existed in Chapel Lane, 
which rail the whole length of New Place, lired the fever .:>f which Shaksp(3rc is said to have 
died. Mr. llalliwell gives several extracts from the books, as — ‘‘1605: the Chamberlaines 
nhall gyveVarniug to Henry Smyth to plucke downe his ].)igges cote which is built nerc the 
chappie wall, au<l tlu^ house of ottice ( = privy) there.*’ {X*‘ac> J*lacc, \). 29.) 

Sifaksphre’s Will. — By Ids will, Shak.s])ere, like so many other unjust Eng!i.vlimen, in 
accordance with the unjust custom of their country, .settled almost all his property on 
liis eldest child, and gave the younger much less, lie bequeathed Ids daughter »Judith 
(Quiney) only : (1.) £150 — .£100 as a marriage portion (with 10 ])m’ cent, interest on it till 
it was paid), and .£50 on her releasing her right in Ids Rowington cojiyliold teneinent (in 
Dead Lane, p. cxix, n. 4, above), to her sister Susanna Hall. (2.) £150 more if she or any 
issue of lu‘rs should be living at the end of tliree years from Shak.s|)erc’s death, with interest 
theueon at £10 per cent, in the meantime. (If she sliould die without issue in three years — 
she livi?d till FeVuaiary, 1638 9, surviving her three children — Sh.akspere gave .£100 to his 
“niece [granddaughter], Elizabeth Hall,” and £50 to be investetl for, and the income fi’om it 
paid to, his sister, “Johaiie llarte,” during her life, the ju'incipal going equally among 
her chihlreii «t her deatli.) But if Judith Quiney survivd the three years (as .she did), her 
£150 was to be invested, the iiiter(*st paid to lier during her life, and the principal among 
her cliildren after hei’ <leath. Also, if her husband should setth^ on her and her issue 
lands worth the £150, in the judgment of Shakspere’s executors, they were to pay the 
liusband “ the said cl. li.” (the contraction for £150). Then Shakspere gives fds sister, Joan 
Hart, £20 and all his wearing ap])arel, and a life interest in the hou.so in Stratford whei'ein 

she dwelt, she paying Vld. a year rent for itw He also gave her three .sons, William, , 

and ^lichael, £5 each. Then came the small legacies : all his plate, except his broad silver 

^ Our Poet (lid not live to see the termination of this contest: it wnn not till 1618 that an order of the 
Privy (,-oiincil forbade all further attcmipt at enclosure (Dyco). 

- It’s in Hampton, bounded by Ingon Lane, leading on one .si<le to Snitterfiold, on the other to 
Strathu-d. (8ee the plan in Halliwell.) Nothing is known to conm^ct it with Shakspere. 

The name still (.‘xists in Stratford, and, I believe, is iirononnct “ Quin-ny.” But Dr. Hall wrote 
“ Quoeny.’* See p. xcviii, notci 2, 

^ These dates are Old Stylo ones. April 23 and 25 corre.'^pond to May 3 and May 5, New Style. See 
below', p. exxvi. In 1616, tho fifth Quarto of Lttcreee was publisht. In the 1615 Continuation of 
8tow(j’s Aumh by Edmund Howes, “ M. Willi. Shakespeare, gentleman,” is enterd among “ Our modeme 
and present excellent Poets which w’ortholy fiorish in their owne workes ” (p. 811). 



§ 15. SHAKSPERE^ii WILL, LOST INVENTORY, GRAVE, AND RUST. 


,t'xav 


and gilt bowl (which he gave to his daughter Judith), he betiueathed to tho said Elizabeth 
Hall ; £10 to the Stratford poor; his sword to Mr. Thomas Coinlie; £5 to Thomas Russell, 
ewinire; £13 Sd. to Francis Collins, of Wai’wick ; then for ring.s, 26 a Sd. each to 
Hamlett Sadler, William Rayiioldes, “ my fellowes John Hemynges, Richard Burbage, and 
Henry Cundell ; ” 20 a in gold to his godson William Walker, and 2Gs. Hd, to Mr. 
John Nashe. Then came tho main devise of the will : he gave his New Place (p. cx\ii), his 
tenement in Henley Street (}>p. ii, vi), his Stratford, Old-Stratford, liishopton, and 
Wolcombe tithes (p. exxi), his Blackfriar.s house ne.ar the Wardiobe, let to Robinson (p. 
cxxiii), and all his other In eclitaments, to his daughter Susanna Hall for her lih', and then to 
her sons successively in tail male ; and in default of sons, to his said “neec e” (that is, grand- 
daughter, eight years old), Elizabeth Hall in tail male ; and in default of such issue, to his 
daughter Judith Qiiiney in tail male ; and in default of such issue, to his own right htdrs. 
Then, by an interlined bequest, he gave his wife his second be.st bed with the furnitur(\ (She 
would be entitled to dower in his freeholds, and to freebench in his copyholds, if the custom 
of the manor gave it.) All the rest of his personalty, after j)aymcnt of debts, legacies, 
and funeral exjxjuscs, he gavp to his son-in-law, “John Hall, gent.,'' and his daughter 
Susanna, John Hall’s wife, and made tliem execiitoi*s of his will, the said Thomas Russell and 
Francis Collins being overseers of it— -to .see that the executors did their duty. — The will was 
witnesst by “ Fm: Collyns, Julyus Shawe, John Robinson, Hamnet Sadler, Robert Whatt- 
cott," and if the law wjis then as it is now, Collyns and Sadler^ lost their claim to their 
legacies by witnessing the will. The will is on three sheets of moderate size, signed by 
8hakspere.on the margin of the first sheet, at the foot of the second, ami about the middle of 
the third. It was proved on June 22, 1616, by John Hall, who alone acted as executor, j>ower 
being reserved, as usual, for Susiinna Hall to prove, when she wanted to. Tlio note of 
the proof contains the words “ (Inv. ox.)," wdiich shows that Dr. Hall (exhibited an Inv entory 
of 8haks})ere’s goods; and I long hoped that the Fire of London and tho rats and rain of 
and in the St. Paul's Cathedral rooms, where the 17th century Inventories long were, 
might have left this ShakKi)ere Inventory in one of the eight and twenty boxes in the 
Probate Oflice containing these Inventories. After I saw them in an underground room 
in Doctoj-s’ Commons, some ten or eleven years ago, I tried to g(‘t the Treasury to appoint 
a clerk to catalogue theses Inventories, but in vain, and so was obliged to have a turn at 
them myjelf in the spring of 1881. IMr. J. Chaloner Smith (the superintendent of the 
literary* Search I)ej)artmcnt) and C t(‘sted every one of the boxes in all its parts, giving 
about three houns to each box, but we could not tind one inventory of Shakspere's time. 
All but some two or three per cent, were of the date 1660 to 1700, though a few went u}) to 
17)30, and a few others down to 1724. We 'were forced to conclude that all *the early 17th 
century. Inventories were burnt in the File of fjondon. The only Tnvcntoiy wo found in 
any way relating to Shakspere was that of Sir John Baniard, the second and surviving 
husband of Shakspere's* granddaughter, Elizabeth Hall ; and in it the only entries that 
could Isolate to Shakspere’s land and New Place were “a Rent at Stratford-ujion-AAon 
iiij. li.," and “ old goods and Lumber at Stratford-upon-Avon, at iiij. li.” When the calendar 
of these Inventories is made, Hidy Barnard's will no doubt turn up. 

Over Shakspere's grave in the chancel of Stratford Church is a dark flat tombstone, 
with this inscription, which Dow dull says was “made by himselfe a little before his 
death " : — 

, “ Good frond, fur Josus .sake forboaro 
To digg the dv.st oncloasod heare : 

Blesto bo y' uiuii y‘ s^mres thus stouos, 

And cvrst he ho y* iiiovos my boiios.” 

On the left or north wall of the chancel, against the blockt-up liottom of the second 
window from tlui communion-table, is the monument to Shakspen', containing the 
celebrated Stratford life-size bust, evidently* cut from a death-mask ^ and said by 

^ If “ Hamnet ” and “ Hamlett ” SadltT wvre one and the saniv man, as I siipposf they wore. 

2 “ We may mention — on tho authority of llilr. BulehtT, tho vtry oourteoua clerk of Stratford Church, 
who saw the examination made — that two years ago Mr. Story, the great American sculptor, when at 
Stratford, made a very careful examination of Shakspere’s bust from a raised scatfolding, and came to the 
conclusion that tho face of th(% bust was modelled from a death-musk. Tho lower part of tho fact> 
was very death-like ; the upper lip was elongated and dntw'ii up from the lower one by tho shrinking of tho 
nostrils, the first part of tho face to ‘ go ’ after death ; the eyebrows wei o ut'ither of the same length nor on 
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§ 15. SUAKSPERE^S DEATH DAY—A PRlh 2:1 IS OUR MAY .3, 1616. 


ms DESCENDANTS. 


Diigdale {Li/ey DUin/, p. 99), to liavo been ‘‘made by one Gerard dohnson,” a well-known 
sculptor.* 

This bust and the Droes-Iiout (‘iigraving in the first Folio, ani the only autlientic re])fre' 
sentations of Shakspere. ^Fln; (Jhandos, JAdton, an<l other portraits^, and tlie Kesselatadt 
death-mask — fine though it is — hava^ no real evidence wdiatever in tlnur favour. The bust 
was originally coloure<i, but Malone stupidly had it all paint(;d white.'* Jt has, however, 
since b(‘eii rejiainted in the original colours : eyes light haz<d, liair and beard auburn, cheeks 
ruddy, sleeved doubhit scarhd, sb'eveless gown black, neckband and wristbands white, upper 
part of the cushion, umhu* the hands, gia^en ; umler half, crim.son ; edge-cord and tassels, 
gilt. The left hand rests on a jdece of white j)ai>er ; the riglit holds a ptai and rests on the 
cushion. The exjn’c.ssion of the fac(‘ is stolid and staring, llelow the bust is the inscription 
following - 

“ iNtlicio Pyliuin, geiiio Sorratoin, Mrtn Maronom, 

I’erra t(*,i^it, poi>vlvs iiuerel, OlyinpVH habet. 

“ Stay, passenger, why goest thov by ao fast ? 
l\ead, if thov eanst, whom oriviovs Doath hath ]>last 
Within this iinmvment, Sliakspeare, with whowj* 

Quiek Tiatvre dide ; whose name doth deek y* tombe '■ 

Far more than cost ; sic-h* all y‘ lie hath writt 
Ij(^'ivos living art bvt page to servo his witt. 

Ohiit An" Doi Uilfi, 

J'ltatis 5:^, dit‘ 2:{ Apr.” 

We must recollect that “ 23 A])rjl ” then was the saim* day that w(^ call tin* .3rd of May now. 
As Mr. dolni d. Bond says in liis I/and if Book, IHGtJ, p. xx^di., “ Somi^ writers have supposed 
that both Cervantes and Shakspeaia^ died on the same day, wliereas the fact i.s, that tln*re was 
ten (lays’ differeiioe between the dates of the death of the one and the otIn;r. Michael 
de Ceivantes SrWivedra, the author of Don, QiiLvolPy died on tlio 2.3r(l of April, Id 16, at 
Madrid, on Satnrdayy according to the Nt^w Style of writing dates in us(' at that tiiu(3 
in Spain, whicli style liad been adopted there a.s early as the yt'ar 1.382. (Year Letters C.B,, 
1616, New Style, 23rd of April, 161G, Saturday.) And MTlliam Shakspere^ ditMl on the 2.3rd 
of A])ril, IGIG, at Stratford-on-Avon, on 'f nesdayy according to the Old Style of writing dates 
at that time in us(' in England, the New Stylo not having Ix^en adojited in England at that 
time, and not until the year 1732. (Year Letters G.F., 161 G, Old Style', 2.3rd of Apiil, 
1016, Tuesday.) * > 

Sntui'day, 23i’d of April, 1616, New Style, corresponded with Saturday, 1.3t]i of Afa*il, 1616, 
Old Style, 

Tuesday, 23rd of April, 1616, Old Stylo, corresponded with Tuesday, .3r(l of May, 1616, New 
Style. 

TLmce it is shown that Cervantes died ton days before Sliakspeare.” And (^on’t let ns forget 
tliat on this Tuesday, April 23, (.)ld Style, or May 3, New, the great Oliver Cromwell enterd 
liimself as a student at Sidney Sussex (Jollege, Cambridge. 

Shakspere’s wife died on August 6, 1623, b(*mg .sixty-.seven years old. Tlis eldest 
daughter, Susanna Hall, died July 1 I, 1649, aged sixty-six (having survivd lier husband 
John Hall, who died Novembm* 23, 163.3, aged .sixty). His granddaughter Elizabeth Hall 
mariied first Tliomas Na.slie, on April 22, 1626, and (after his death on Ajiril 4, 1647), 
namely, June 3, 1649, a widower, John Bamard of Abington, Nortlianijitonsbire, who 
was knighted in 1661 ; hut she had no child by either Inisband, and she died at Abingfon, 

the same l('Vol; the depth from tlu: eye to the ear was extraordinary; the chtxks w,*re of difterent 
.shapes, the* left one being the more prominiait at lop. On the whole, Mr. Story foil certain of the 
bust being made from a death-mask.”- F. J. F., in The Aeinhmy, August 22, 1874, p. 205, (‘ol. 3. Mr. 
Woolner has since told me that he too has examined the bust, and is also (;onvinei that it was made from a 
death-mask. Chantrey^ the scnlptor, and Jlaydon, the ])ainter, <fee., had before (?xj)ros,st the same opinion. 
But, says Mr. Spudding, the death-mask was made to represent a live face, by sliokvng a pair r>f almond- 
shaped raisd lines on the top of the eyelids — to represent open <‘ye.s -and laying clay (‘noiigli up<.»n the iip 2 >cr 
lip to allow of the dead mouth being made to smile. 

^ iVIr. llalliwell supposes that Johnson didn’t work so lat(? as 1016, but that one of his sons may have 
cut the bust. 

** The het'ry, loose-looking picture in the so-called Birthplace is a special alxjmination to me. 

* 'ITieae lines have been written on this intense piece of ill taste {NvUy p. 66) : - 

Stranger to whom this monument is shown, I Whosi? meddling zeal his barbarous taste displays, 

Invoke the Poet’s curse upon Malone, | And daubs his tombstone, as he mars his ijlays.” 

* Yor sxthy since; y*=:thi8; y*=that. 



§ 15. SllAKSPERE^S DESCENDANTS AND HOUSE. § 16. SllAKSVEUE ’lllE MAN AND ARTIST, cxxvil 


and was }>iu*ied tliero on Fe])riiaiy 17, lG(>9-70. The tlireo toiuhstones of Sliakspere’s wife, 
(lH^ugliter Susanna, and her husband, Dr. Jn. Hall, lie by liis in tJu‘ chancel of Stratford 
Churcli. On Mrs. H:drs is the following epitaph, which shows that tlie daughter Jiad both 
the father’s wit and tender In'art : — 


‘ Witty abovo her r(‘xc, bat that *s not all, 

Wisi* to salvation was good iVlistrcas IJaJl : 
Something of Shakespeare was in that ; hut this, 
Wholy of him with whom she’s now in blisse. 
Then, passenger, hast ne’ei i tear 


To wcepc with her that wcjd with all : 
But wept, yet set herselfe to cluTe 
The/u up with comforts cordi;!!! ‘r* 

Her love shall live, her mercy ^prend, 
When thou hast iie’re a tear to shed.” 


Shc'ikspcre’s younger daughter, eTudith Quinty, was buried at Stratford on February 9, 
1061-2, having survivd her thrt'O .sons, Shakespeare, ba])tiserl Novtaiiber 2.i, 1(110, burie(l 
May, H, 1017; Kichard, baptised February 9, 10 1 7-1 y, buried February 2(>, 10;l8-9; 
Thomas, baptised January 2J, 1019-20, buried January 28, 1038-9. No entry of the 
burial of her liusband Thomas Quiney is in the Stratford register. Shaksj)ere’s sister Joan 
Hart was buried at Stratford on November 4, 1040. To Joan’s grandson, Thomas Hart, 
Lady Barnard, — who, with Ijer mother and lirst husband, had band tlie entail under 
Shaks])ere's will, — *left the H(‘nl(‘y Street or Birthplace liouses ; and these houses were sold 
in 1847, by descendants of tJic Harts, to trustees for the nation. New Place was sold, afba- 
Sir John Barnard’s death, to Sii- Edward Walker. His only child Barbara married Sir John 
Clopton, and she brought New Place back into the family of its old possessors. About 1720, 
Sir Hugh Clopton pulled <lown New Plae(*, and built a new house, probably more nr less on 
tlie old foundations. His son-in-law and (‘.xecutor, Henry Talbot, sold the proj)ei’ty to 
tlie llev. Francis Castrell, vicar of F)-odsham, C]it‘shire ; and this confounded man not 
only cut down in 1750 the so-called ‘‘ Sluiks])ere’s mulberry tree” in tla* garden, because 
folks wanting to see it botlierd him, but also iii 1759 pulld down Sir H. Clopton ’s fresh 
‘^Nc'av Place.” On the pro] )erty coming into the market in 1802, JMr. J. 0. HalJiwell got 
up a subseription and bought it, afterwards added to it the site of tln^ theatre built on part of 
tlio old garden, and other grounds adjacent, laid bare tlie foundations of tlie house, jmt the 
whole place into nice order, and in 1870 handed it over to tJic Corporation of Stratford 
for the use of the public, subj<‘(!t to visitors paying a small f(*e, as at the Birthplace. Tlu^ 
gratitude of every lover of Sliaksjiere is <lue to Mr. H alii well — however litth' tiny may 
think ot; liis critical power — not only for his excatioiis to si^cure New Place for the, nation, 
but aWo for his long searcli(‘s into tln^ records of Shaksjiere’s life, and for never having 
forgd a document or an emendation, though unluckily h(' has jvpvinted otlier folks’ forgeries, 
and at first declared them genuine. As he says, such mistakes as lui ’s made, liave at least 
been lionest’ones. 

§^10. The statement of my old aequaintaiiee Professor Ciaik, in his edition of Julius 
Cevsar, 1857, st*ill remains true, that 

After all the commentatorship and criticism of whieli tlie works of Shakespeare have 
been the subject, they still remain to be studied in their totality witli a special I’cference to 
himself. The man Sliakespeaic as read in his works — Sliakc sjieare as there revealed, ]iot 
only ill his genius and intelhH*tual power, hut in his ehaiacter, ilisposition, temper, o])inioii8, 
tastes, prejudices — is a book yet to be written” (pp. 8, 9). 

ITII some one has (arefnlly pickt out tlie extra-dramatic bits from liis plays, and 
combined tlicm witli the like bits in his poems, we cannot have his ])icture complete. Ihit 
we know enongli to get a fair notion of him. His boyhood and young manhood 1 have 
already skfitcht, on jiages iv— ix. The latter was that of his own ideal, as so happily 
pictured by my friend Miss O’Brien, in her article on “ Shakspere's Young j\I.cn ” ' (and their 


^ She says on “ Shakspere’s own idcvil of young manhood” . . . “First, as to the animal natures 

of those young heroes of his, it is notiec'ahlo what physical perfection they arc all siijiposcd to • • • 

His young hero shpuld, as a general thing, ‘ laugh merrily * like Valentine, ‘ t at and drink heartily, 
walk manbillv, and only look sad when his pursrf was empty.’ lie shoiihl he ahh' to climb walls 
with Romeo, wrostli* with Orlando, fence and fight pirates like llamlc'l, or swim through the stormy 
waves like Ferdinand; and Ik* should enjoy doing it. Shakspere seems to have revelli'd in the creation 
of these healthy, and consequently fearh'ss, young follows. FiuthiT, lie seoms to lay stress on their being 
natural, unaffected, as if to him aftVidation indicated a w'oakness somewhere in th(^ man s character i • 

we have hints in the description of Parollos, wuth his ‘scarfs and haniierets,’ ‘his soul in his clothes, 
(cp. Cloten) which show us Shakspere’s amused contempt for such creatun'S. . . . Shaksjiero seems t# 

value very highly a decided capacity for friendship between men . • . This friendship is shown 

118 in many forms and varying degrees of intensity. There is the deej) and devoted kind ; . . . there is 

every shade of genial sociability. . . • Clearly his model young man ought to be able to got on 
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§ 16. THE MAS SHAKSPERE'S CHARACTERISTICS. 


5 classes) in TJip WeMmiustfr tor October, 1870. His outward history is that 

of so many thousands of his coiinti vnieii. Born and bred in the country, he comes iy> 
to London poor, and gradually makes his fortune there, keeps an eye always to his 
country-home, lays out his hist money there, makes his father a gentleman, and then 
liiniself retiies to be a country gentleman in Stratford too, leaving l>ehind him the city, the 
source of his fortune, tla^ scimk? of his triumphs. He, as is usual with self-made men, wants 
to found a family, and entails liis landed propei’ty on his eldest daughter and her child, leaving 
the yoiing(?st daughter but .£^100, marriage-portion and all. As to his likes and dislikes, he 
dislikt women’s sham hair and face-painting \ men’s absurd dresses and frequent changes 
of fashion’-', and thcii* excessive word-play and quips”; he also dislikt jealous wives^, scented 
effeminate men (Hotspur’s courtier, and Osric, itc.), Puritans'*, courfiei’s’ pretensions**, 
ponqious justiees\ presumptuous ofHcials**, and affectations of all kinds ; the tickle multi- 
tude’*, child actors, t^Iowns saying more than was .set down for them, ranting actoi’s^’*, and 
dramatists" ; and, actoi* and ])laywright tho’ he was, liking the applause with which the 
well-gract actor left the stage {Rirhard If.., V. ii.), he still felt that his business lowerd 
his moral nature, and l(*ft its stsin on him. (Sonnet 111.). No wonder, if the general 
run of writms and actors was like Marlowe, Peele, and Greene. Shakspere used the 
poor rather as material for fun. to amuse his richer patrons with, than as folk witli whom 
lie felt. He doesn’t show much sympathy with ’em, not so much as Chaucer, I think ; 
but his representations of 'em arc all in gootl part, and, like those of Chaucer and Dickens, 
makt^ his iie-irei*s tliink kindly of the men they laugh at. Shakspere also couldn't bear 
the enclosure of commons near towns. Ife, like the other Elizabethan dramatists, doesn’t, in 
his j>lay, show much home feeling. He and they have hardly any of the modern feeling as 
to the English honic.^" ’Twas hardly possible tlien : Paul’s Walks, the theatres, the taverns, 
were the leading features of the London life of Elizabeth’s and James’s time ; and tho’ hints 
of ha])j)y home-life are given here and there in Bhakspere — “sat at good men’s feasts” 
(J,*? Yon JAh' It, if. Aii.), and, oddly enough, in the Homan plays — just as in Sir Thomas 
.More’s hous(*hold, in Piiilij) Stubbes's Life of Jiis .sweet young wife, who read the Bible 

so hard and was always asking him to explain ti‘xts yet it was not till the Puritan time 

that we get the Lucy Hutchinson, the Lady liussell, the foundation of the English home, to 
which the cavalier spirit, when ])uritied, was to add lightness and grace. Tho hardness 
of early English home-life is seen in the Paston Letters, in the Italian Rdation of Rnifkindy 
in Lady Jane ( Tilly’s bringing up, kc. (See the Forewords to my Jiabeed Book, itc.) In 
connection with this want of home-life, there seems to me in Bhaksperc some want of 
sympathy with chihl-nature.'” Admirable as his sketches of children’s characters are, 


with other p<*o|)h . Thnt he slionLI ho cipahlo of really falling in love is almost a matter of course. It was 
not a matter of course, in thosi' days or since, that the love so represented should be the pure and 
honest thing it is with these young heroes. Passionate, ardent, outspoken, it is always straightforward, 
frank, and li<mv>urahlo, in both the lover and the object of his love, in any c*haracter held up for our 
admiration. . . . Shakspere’s young h<*ro must be a gentleman too, in the host senwi of that indefinable 

Ma)rd. Our poet elearly belie\'ed that blood and birth made a good deal of difference, fully agreeing 
with Spenser, * that geiitli? blood will gentle manners breed.’ . . . But whether the polish was 

to be innate or aeipiired, at all (.*vents it must be there before tho young man’s character would be 
agreeable to Sh.ikspere. It is lud enough that the young hero should he daring and gallant, generous 
and true, he mu^t also have something of cultivation and grace as well. . . . One point, howevey, 
should not be overlooked in connection with these young m<m. With all tlicir sociability, their fnendship 
and hospitality, it is remarkable how little allusion there is to anything of a rollicking, drinking style 
of conviviality. . . . Healthy, bravt', naiunil, genial, constant in friendship, noble in love, well- 

bred, cultivated, and self-restrained ; such are the main jaiints which we can disco vi r of »Shakspere’s 
ideal young man. We would not say that them might not bo something higher, that we might not 
wish for some (.‘.xamph^ of i-eal Jierm’srn and stilf-sacrifiee ; but the world is not made up of h(*roes, and 
Shakspere did not seem to fed called upon to draw the exceptional people.” 


abov<‘, j). XX, and note 2 there. 

- I’ortia, in The Merchant, p. xliv, above, &c. 

” See above, pp. xix, xx. 

^ Adriana and the Abbess, in the Error. s, II. i. ; 

V. i. 

* Tivclff h - Nff/ h t . 

® Lear, V. ii. lo, 17 ; Much Ado, p. lx, note 1. 

^ Merrf/ Wn'r.s ; 2 llenrjf JY. 

Mr. Spenei'r. Miss O’Brien also notes the little there is in Shakspere of mother and daughter (cf. 
Juliet and hi*r inothiT, llermione and Perdita), us if he was not sure of the ways of women together. 

He likt tludr boldness and pluck. Op. Edward TA^'.’s and Coriolanus’s boys. 


** llamlet, IIT. i. ; Measure fyr Measure, H. ii. 

*•* 1 Henry IV., end; 2 Henry IV., indue.', 
Julias Cfpsar. 

Hamlet, 111. ii. ; TroUas and Cressida ; Corio^ 
Ian us. 

Quotations from Marlow'o’s Tamburlaine and 
Kyd, ill 2 Henry IV., II. iv. 



§ Iti. Ti/A’ MAN SHAKSPKRl!:. 


HIS NATURE. 


BEN JONSON'S LOVR FOR HIM. 
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ix, is rather their parents' feelings for them, tlian the childrim themselves, that he st^ems 
to care for. Shakspere was, too, like most Tudor Englishmen, too fond of kings and queens. 
But in his time they were mistaken for their country. (The modern (Jomtist, also, j\idging 
8haks[)ere as a A^ictorian, not an Eliza! )etlian, finds that lie had no high pur])os(‘ in his life, 
set up no high ideal in his plays ; that he ridiculed the poor to })l(.*ase tlu* l ich, ttc. ttc. 
These objections si‘em to me out of time and place.) 8hakspeiVs love for tlie country is one 
of his most striking characteristics : liis kmiwledge of, and d(dight in, its dowers and jdants, 
its liirtls and beasts, liorses and dogs, its clouds ami sunshine, its pastoral life and fairy lore, 
its sports, its men and iiia* lens, he puts into all his plays. A thorough landsman, lu^ never 
speaks of the sea with pleasure. ‘ Loving Nature even more than Chaucer, lie is no student, 
no book-reader, in the sense tliat OJiaucer was, tiiat even Ben Jonson was. No redei tions of 
other ;neu's work shine thro' his every second lino :is in much of Chaucer, ile studi(‘s men 
and women, as he does Nature, at first-hand, not senamd, and reads mainly, 1 ^•x])(‘ct, 
for material for his work, in the intervals of his busy active life. Baptista Mantuanus, 
Ovid, Plautus, of the classics — perchance all in translations - certainly Plutarch’s Lives in 
Nortli’s englisht version from Aniiot's French one ; Chaucer, Ceoige Cascoigiie, llolinshed’s 
Chronicle, Lyly’s Painter’s Cohere, of Plmsnrc^ and other colh'ctions of 

•Novels, Greene’s Prose Tales, Alontaignes E.s.says, are the main liooks we trace in his works. 
The English Bibh* he seems to hav(‘ known well (see Bp. C‘has. Wordsworth’s liook on this). ^ 
Of all the arts he lovd Alusic next to Poetry — what lovely tender passages lie has written on 
it !’ — tluMi painting; then statuary. Full-blooded, impulsive he must have Ixam,"’ and full of 
life. He Ukt Ids cakes'" and ale, and took enjoyingly the pleasures sensuous and sexuaF that 
the fates provided. ( It is alisurd to try and make him out, in this regard, a Milton or 
a Wordsworth. The unne(‘ded double-ententes, the broad jokes, in his early ]>lays, his 
Venns, c\:c., show that he had the allowable enjoyment of his time m an amusing splash 
of dirt. But it is all wholesome coarseness; and he has far less of it than his drauiaiic 
contemporaries have. ) 

But with this full-blooded, strong, intense nature, with an overllowing store of humour, 
geniality and wit, Shakspere combined the utmost sensitiveness, the tendoest, humblest, 
devoted, womanlike love for his friend. AVJiat can be mon^ ))eautiful — weak tho' it may 
seem to some- than his aflection for his AVill of the Sonnets ] These are tla^ |»oems 
that explain to us his contemporaiies’ name for him, “gentle Shaksp(‘re,” “gtuitle Wdll 
these, the work that show us whence sprang his strong hold on tlu* rough l)lustering 
^ Ben Jonson, and drew from Ben those expressions of atlWition which - -notwithstaialing 
theii* “ buts -are his own true^st title to a place in our hearts : “ 1 loved the man, ami do 
« 

* From iny friend Mr. Joseph Kni'^ht. As also Sliakspere twice makes the sailor’s half-la 'iir <*’lasN a 
landsman’s hour {Ah' a WtU. 11. i. 108: 7’mpc.v/, v. 22il), we maybe sure that lie was nevt*r at sea for 
any time. — B. Nieholson, yw' Nh. Soc, Trims. ^ 1881, ])]>. 12-8. 

^ See Mr. Knshton’s hook on this, and Note, ]>. cxliv, helow. His horrowinf^s’lu* took “ hy snvrrei^nty 
hf nitturc.’’ — Coriu!., TV. vii. 80. 

*•* See. too, iny Foivwonls to Shiiksprre mud Hohj Wriff M.'ircns Ward and (’o., Is., 1881, and nolt* 
below, p. cxliv. 

^ Atn'chavt of Vrnh’t\ V. i. ; Tivelfth-Xight, I. i., 11. iv., &:e. ; Julies (%rsin\ I. ii., kc. kv. 

® This was a note of tho time. Cp. Sir P. Sidney’s threat to drive his dagger intii his fat her'.*> secret ar\ , 
if the latter read his letters. 

» ® The saffrond eakes with raisins in, that wore eaten with the ale in Kliza!>eth's time to malo ih. ile 

taste better. See my Jlarriiou, p. Ixxi. 

7 “18 Mandi, ItiOl. Vpon a tyme when Burhidge played Richard III. there w.as a eiti/eii gr ne 
SCO fan* in liking with him, that bidoro nIkm* went from the play shei* apjiointed liim to eomi* that night vnto 
h(T by the name of Richard the Third. Shakespeare, ouerhearing their conclusion, went hetoir, was 
intertained, and at his game ere Burhidge came. Then message being brought that Richard the 'J'iiinl was 
.at the dore, Shakespeare caused roturne to be made that William the (’onqueror was bet’on* Richard 
the Third. Shakespeaje’s name AVilliam {Mr. Tousr (Manningham’s liUiry, castrated, p. ‘Jlh Camden 
Society.) See too the 2nd Group of Sonnets, p. Ixxi, uind note 2, p. liii, above. The Airs. I)avenant 
story is in Aubrey’s MSS., in the Ashmolo ColbH-tion, in the Bodleian, and in (Mys’s MS. Collections for a 
Life of Shakspere. See 2nd ed., i. 123, note 7. 

® ** .7)r Nhuks^h’nre nostrat. — Aiujustus in Ilat{crium). — I remianber, the ])layers }ia\e olten meiitioneil it 
as an honour to Shakspenre, that in his writing (w-hatsoever hr* penned) lie m xer l»lott(‘d out a lin*-. 
My answer hath hec»n, ‘Would ho had blotted a thousjind ! * Which they thought a inalevoliiit sptceh. 

I had not told posterity this, hut for their ignorance, who chose that eireumstam i* to commend theii 
friend by, wherein he most fault(*d; and to justify mine own candour: for I loved the man, and d(» 
honour his memory, on this side idolatry, as much as any. lie was (indeed) honest, and of an open and 
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lioiionr liis nieinory, on this sithi idolatry, as much as any. lie was indeed honest, and of an 
open and nature; had an excclhait pliantasy, brave notions, and gentle expressions’' 
(Discoveries, p. 74-7, col. 1) : and * 

“ Triumph, my Jirituin ! thou hast om* to show, 

To wlioiu all sernos of Etirope, hoinajjfc? ow(i. 
lie was not for an af^o, hut for all tiiiu* I 
And all the Muses still were in their juime, 

Wlujn, like Apollo, he cairu' forth to warm 
f )ur cars, or like a Meu-eury to charm I 
Nature hcrsidf wa^'- proud of his dcsin^ns. 

And joyiid to wear the dressiu;^*- of his lines! . . . 

Yet must I not give Natui '' all ; thy art, 

My genth’ Shaksp('are, must enjoy a j)art. 

For though the ]»uet\s matt<‘r, nature he, 

His art doth give the fashion .... 

IjOoIv, how the father’s face 

Lives in his issue, even so the race 
Of Sluikspeare’s mind and manners brightly 
shines 

(From Hen Jonson's poem in the Folio of 1623, ^‘To the Memory of my beloved Masto^r, 
William Shaks])ear(», and what he hath left us.” — Ben Jonson’s Works, p. (>03, col. 1.) 

Full(‘r says of Shakspere ; ^‘^Many were th(^ wit combats betwixt him and Ben Jonson, 
which two I behold like a Spanisli great gallioii and an English man-of-war. Master rTonson 
(like the former) was Imilt far higher in learning, solid but slow in his performances ; 
Shakespean^, with the Fnglish man-of-vvar, lesser in bulk, but lighter in sailing, could 
turn with all tides, tack about and take advantage of all Avinds, by the quickness of his wit 
and invention.” (Worthies, p. 126, sign. A.a.a, ed. fob, in Djjce, p. 70.) Aidmy had heard 
that Shaksptn’o ‘^was a liandsome, w(.*ll-shap’t man,” ‘‘very good (^ompnny, and of a very 
readie and pleasant smooth witt.” His kindly reference to his dead rival Marlowe in 
As YoH' lAke It, I have alroa<ly notist, y.). Ixi, and Chettle’s testimony to his early worth, 
y)yr xi, xii, note 7, end. Aiid wlio can read Ids }3lays without feeling that in all that ’s fi*ank, 
and generous, and lu'autifnl, all that ’s noble, and to reverenct and loved in their characters 
and them, there is a y)art of 8haksperc himself ? (rrant that in his had charactei*s there 
is somewhat of him too, that he had yielded to temyjtation, })assion, felt ])Oswbiliti(‘S of 
crime; but yet liow greatly the gotxl outweighs the ill ! how surely w(i fta*! that the ideals 
8ha,kspere er(^ate<l, he strove to r(‘ach, and tliat all that was true and right eanie to him as to 
its home ! In religion, ho was in) doubt an orthodox Christian of his day. (See j). exliv.) 

As a dramatist, a, poet, Shakspere, like Chaucer, started late, and rip.ined late, though 
earlita- than the older makt‘r. Chaucer’.s first poem, the I'itt/, must have been written when 
h(' was nearly twenty-eight, his Proloijne wlieu lie was forty-eight. Shakspere’s first y^oein, 
his Voiifs and Adonis, the fii-st heir of his iimuitiou, when ho was twenty-nine; his first yday. 
Loves Lnhottrs Lost, when he was twenty-four or twenty-five ; his OtladJo wlien lie was 
forty. OhaiuHT ln^gan in sadiu*ss, and Avorkt tlirough it into the sunshine and liumour of 
his merry Tales, hut jiasst at last into complaints against Fortune, poverty and ill liay 3 . 
Shaksywe startcMl with fun and farce, and jiassing through liis early tragedy and histories to 
his brilliant sunny comedies, yilnngcd into the gloom and terrors of the tragedies of liis Third 
Period, but enKU'ged, to end, in sunshine and in yicace. What strikes me most in Shaksy^ere 
is his magnificent j)ow(*r and ease. True yioet as Chaucer is, and much as I love him (my 
work for him shows it) ; true ])oet as Marlowe is — let Miss Lee speak his y^rrtise^ — it seems 

free nature ; had an (*xccllcnt phantasy, bravo notions, and gentle oxj)rnssions ; wherein he flowed 
with that faoilitv, that somitinies it was necessary he should be stopped: tinfftamhiamhin (ref, as Augustus 
saifl of Haterius. His Avit w;is in his own power; would the rule of it had been sp too I Many times he 
fell into those things, could not cscRpe laughtfT : as* when he said in the person of (.^esar, one speaking to 
him, ‘Ca\sar, thou dost iiie wrong.’ Tic replied, ‘Omsar did never wrong hut Avith just cause,’ and 
such like ; which aati'C ridiculous. Ihit he redeeinod his vices with liis virtues. There Avas eA''cr more 
in him to he praised than to b(‘ purdoned.” (Discoveries; in Works, oA, 18118, p. 747, <iol. 1.) On the 
detractor’s hut, Chaucer’s Fevstt/Is Tuh says, under Envy : ” “ And this synne / of hakhitynge or 
d('tr«ci‘ion / hath cr/ teine speces / ns thus ^ »Som man preiseth his neighehoro by a wikke entente /. [494] 
for he inaketh alw(^y a Avikked knotto atto lasted endfi /'. alwey / he maketh a aVT / atte laste ende / that is 
“Signe of m<ioro blame / than worth is al the preisynge.” 

1 “To wliata pitch of gi’eatness Marlowe’s genius might have reached had he lived to attain 


In his Avoll torned and true filed lines . . 

Sweet Swan of Avon ! what a sight it were 
To see thee in our wat(T yet appear, 

And make those flights upon th(i hanks of 
Thames, 

That so did take Eliza and our Jamc's ! 

J3ut stay ! I see thee in tlu' h(‘inisi)h(’r(‘ 
Advanc’d, and made a constellation there I 
Shine forth, thou Star of j^orts, and Avith rage, 
Or iiifiiu'iicc, cliidc or cheer the dreojiing 
stage, 

AVlii(‘h, since tliy flight from h(uic(‘, liatli 
mourn’d like night, 

And despairs day, hut for thy volumes light.” 



§ IG. SUAKSVFHE AS POET AND DRAMATIST. HIS CHARACTERISTICS. 


rxxxi 


to me tliat Sliakspei-e can take tliein l)otli up in liis right liand, and all the other Engli.sli 
poets in liis left, and walk off with tliem without feeling tht'ir wt‘ight. This strength, this 
ease of doing all lie wants, and liaving power in reserve ; this ability to swing voii right away 
on whatever tide of ]>assion, pity, terroi*, joy, humour, wdt, he choos(‘s to laise, [ find in no 
one else in like degre^e. Then comes Shaksperes cliaracterisation, j)voc(MMling fVoiu tliat quick 
eye that saw the eagle’s sJiaking wings, tkc., in the VenuSf from that sensibility which 
was affected by every object in Nature, every emotion in Man, like a photogia})h(‘r’s "plate is 
by every ray of light ; that sympathy that enabh^l Shaksperc to feid witli and for i^very 
change in the physical w rid, every motxl in the sjdi-itual ; that intensity with which 
he could throw his whole strong, tender self, into his characters ; that insight, that i magi na- 
tion penetrative, wdiicli sliowd him what was at the heart of every man and thing widi wliich 
he dealt; that power of realisation which enabhid him to embody his comaqitions, his st»idi(*s 
from’ life, as themselves r(‘ally living beings. Then comes the wmnderful varh'ty, the many- 
sidedness of the man. With all natures he is kin. From Caliban to Titaiiia, Miranda ; 
from Bottom to Theseus, Prospero ; from Parolles to Hotspui', Henry V. ; Doll T(*nrs]i(*et to 
Isabella ; Mrs. Quickly to Yplumiiia, he ranges with ecjual power at will. Ti-ne that 
ho knows men, but»adoi’es women- -his reverence for women (even if nniinly ideal only) is to 
• me the most lieautiful trait in his character — true that he always analysers and lays bar(^ tin* 
weakness(^s and sins of tln^ one sex, while of the other, only Cleopatra and Cressid doc's la* 
dissect', as Chaucer does the wife of Bath, when he disjdays her ; the 7'est of his heroiru's he 
lifts into angels, yet k(*e])s them all sweet loving women still.- Yet liow fni* he is to 
his charac.te7’s ! Tago and Edmund are his only pure* villains ; a7id for both wt‘ a7 (‘ shown 
excuses in the causes for their ci’imes. The 7icarest man to them, Tlicliai'd Jll., has 
his excus(i too, in his bi7*th ; and he loves his father, and sidfers in his irsth'ss bed aiul 
his conscience-st7'ick(‘7i awakening. Witli Shylock, Macbeth, our hearts feel. I'Jnm conu‘s 
the love of Nature in all Shakspe7'e\s work, — but of this 1 hav(^ sjmken abov(‘, p. exxi.x ; not 
Wordsworth himself was full(*r of it: it was in cveiy fibre of his being. I’Jien tlie 
])rcsence of a spii’it of active* and enquiring tliouglit through every page of his writings is too 
evident to iv(|uii’e any jiroof. . . . He has impressed no other of his own mental 

qualities on all his characters : this quality colours eveiy one of tluan.'’ (Sjialding’s Lrffrr, 
j>. !20.) Then the deep wisdom and I’eflective j)owei% sjiecially in the Third and Fourth- 
P(*riod pkiys, so often shown in shoi't }>regnant scaiteiices that w'(*igh and glist(*7i like 
gold. Tlien the I’ich and lovely fancy of the early poems and plays, carri(*d on, tlio’ subdued 
and chastend, to the last. Then the delightful humour and fun ; Shakspere’s evident 
enjoyment of it ; tlu^ boy’s hea7*t in him to the end, as Autolycus shows, 'rinai his brilliant 
wit, his a]7t7if‘ss of (‘j)itliet, and mastery of language. Then the manliness and healthiness of 
his wovk — notwithstanding its occasional eoa7’se7iess of liis time — his .souml judgnu*nt 
and strong coinnTon-sense. His k7i owl edge of human natim*. His conviction that breakers 
of law, natui’al and jnoi’al, must and do suffer for their sins. His int(*rweavi7ig of fancy a7id 
farce, pathos a7id C07nedy, of tragedy and humour. But where shall J stop? Who shall 
number all Shak.s])ere’s atti-ibutes '? All lovers of him know dozens mon* than J have 
mentioned in this pool’ summary ; and all of them arc but the agents of that imagination 
which made him the greatest poet of the world. (Note his siiccial originality in comedy. 
Hardly any of his chitd‘ folk in it are from other men’s sketches.) 


perfect manhoyd I cannot tell. All I know is, that when ho died at the ago of thirty yours lio was 
the greatest dramatic poet whom England had yet seen (a greater poet, J dare to say, thuTi Slrikspcro 
was at the wimo date) ; and that in power of imagery, in majesty of thought, in d('i)th of pussioiiuto 
feeling, ho c.xcolled all who had written before him, and all ((•von Shakspero) wlio wrot*- during nis 
lifetime. His short life and brief pciiod of greatness remind me of the story told of the strungcr allileto 
who — w'hen the of Greece were assembled to view the game of quoits, and w« re wut filing with 

delight and admiratioft the feats of strength achieved by thoir youth — strode down from the mountains, and 
taking the quoit flung it without effort further than it had ever yet been thrown by any man ; and 
then, while old and young gazed on him with wonder and with envy, turned and left tliem and was seen no 
more.” — ifh. tSoc.*8 Trftna.^ 1875-6, p. 289. 

This so pleasant enthusiastic praise hid(;s all Marlowe’s faults, his rant and tawdriness, his strain, 
and want of naturalm'ss, ehaiactorization, humour, &c. But ho was no doubt Shakspeni’s teacher in 
tragedy and blank verse. 

^ We may add Mrs. (iuickly, perhaps, of non-hcroincs. Whom else ? 

2 liady Macbeth, (ionoril, Began, he has uusext. 



1(1. SHAKSPEKE AS VRAMATIST .tiVD MAS. § 17. A VISIT TO STRATFORD. 


in tin* oonstriiotiou of his draiiuis, Sluikspore^s weakness seems to me to spring from his 
stivmrtii. That was characterisation. Gi\e him a story that afforded him scope for develop- 
ment of cljai‘act(T, and he didn’t care much for a ])lot ; he didn’t attend enougli to the maxim 
that a play must aot itst‘lf. Sec on what loose threads of dramatic continuity plays like the 
/>/vv(,>y/, Klufj John, Iftnu'i/ r., Wint^^r^s Tale, tfec., are strung. As Prof. Spalding 

has ])ointed out in his able L^tUn-, pp. O'J, (id, Shakspero belongd to the old scJiool of 
dramatists as regards plots : any old well-known story would suit him, for he knew he 
could make* the diy bones live; but the hold of his works on the stage as acting plays 
has loo.send from tlnur want of i>ett(‘r plots. It is odd too in how many of his plays 
the climax is reach t before the fifth Act' : tliis is due to his impetuousness ; and to the same 
cause is owing his frcvpient inconsistency in details : see llamUi, }). Ixxvi, note 1. To 
the Leading' ldea-of-(‘aeh-Play notion, so .sti*ongly insisted on by many (Ternian critics and 
their Knglish followers, I do not take, in the sense that Shakspere tuitertaind it consciously 
before h(', wrote a Play. Tte never sat down to write a play as a parson writ(‘s a sermon, on 
tlui evils of avarice- ; nor did la*, in my belief, according to the doctrine of S(mie critics, sit 
still till old JaiiH's Burbage or his son Kichaixl or Cuthbert ,came to him, and said, “Now, 
Shakspen*, vfo, want a tragedy this <lay fortnight : soim^hing stirring, you know. 8 u])[) 0 se 
you tak(^ ilaiidet, in which the hero’s always doing nothing and making excuses for it 
— .splendid subj(^ct for a drama, for actum, that ’. -You cook it up, and mind you bring 
it lioim^ to time.” I believe, on the one hand, that Shakspere soon became king and teacher 
of his company — his own fellows mast have known the tliffereuce between him and other 
men, and lookt up to him with pride, — and that he produc’d them comt'dy when he liked it, 
and tragedy when he lik(*d it, without asking tlnau for orders. On the other hand, I 
conceive that Shakspere, according to the mootl he was in, either heard a fresh story, or 
recollected an old om*, which siiit(‘d his m<x>d, and gave him a chance for dev(*loping 
(‘haracter ; then ho threw himself into the circumstances and })eople of the story, made such 
changes in thv^n as he thought fit, in accordance with liis idea of his ]dot and eacdi of 
his characters, ami then develop! tin? whole. If one character dominated the whole play, as 
in Othello, See,, then the play had a leatling idea; if one character didn’t dominate it, as in 
The Merchant, then the play hadn’t any leading i(h*a, except the one leading ev(*ry [)lay, that 
of exhibiting human emotion and character. Shakspere cared for life, and didn’t bother 
liimself about subj(;ct, object, idea, teleology, S:c. | 

Altogether “a rnaidy man” (as (^Jhaucer says) this Shakspere, strong, tondcT, hu’mouiful, 
sensitiv(% impr(^s.sionable, the truest friend, tin? ,foe of none but narrow minds and base. 
And as we track his 'svork from the lightness and fun of its rise, through tlie fairy fancy, the 
youthful passion, the licli imaginings, the ardent ]>atriotism, the brilliant siirishiiie, of his 
first and second tinn\s, through the t(‘nder aftection of his Sonnets, the whirlwind of passions 
in liis Tragedies, and then to tln^ lovely sunset of his latest pliiy«, what can wc do but bless 
liis iiaim*. ;uid be thankful that he came to be a deliglit, a lift and strength, to us and 
our children’s childj’en to all time -a boiul that shall last for ever b(d-ween all English- 
speaking, English -reading men, the members of that gieat Teutonic brotherhood which shall 
yet long lead the world in the fight for freedom and for truth 1 

§ 17. ‘Go to Stratford-upon-Avon, and see the town where Shakspere was born, and 
bred, and died ; tin? country over which he wand(*rd and playd when a boy, whose beauties 
* * 

* The real climax is ^^eiirrally in thf third Art, as in OthvUo, Julius (’ccsur, S:e . ; a weak fourth Act 

ofttiii follow's; then a stron^^cr lit’th. In Macbeth the true climax is the murder si'one jii Act If. In 
Jiichard IlL, the first Act, with its wc»oin<; of Lady Anne, pales everyth in.£»: that , follows. (^Ir. Irving 
has gra.spt tlu? character of liiehard admimbly.) It is cl(*ar to me too that Shakspere, in writing his plays, 
followd his own impu!se.s un to their length, and not the mere? players’ recpiiromeiits. The timers given for 
plays, by his conteniporarie.s, are tw’o, twaj-and-a-half, and three hours. Allowing 800 lines for an hour, 
none; of Shaksptu'c’a important play.s but Macbeth (2,108 linos), the Tempest (2,002), Dream (2,174), and Julius 
Cfpsar (2,478), ean have been acted without large cuts, wliieh in Hamlet (3,9IU fiiuis), and Jliehord the 
Third (3,010), must have slasht oil a third of the xd-ay. James Wright, in hh Hist. Jlistriouira, 1690, 
p. I (Hazlitt’.s Dodsley, xv. 400), says: — ‘‘ Shakrsja'are, a.s J have heard, w'as a much bettor Poet than 
PliiycT.” Tradition says that Shaks])ere acted the tThost in Hamlet, Adam in As Yau lAke It, Knowadl in 
Ben Jonson’.s Erenf Man in his Humour. Quarto 1, 2,143 lines, took 2o- hours to act on Ai)ril 

16, 1881. 

2 The only i)lays I recognise as iw( idental-purx)Ose ones arc Richard II. and John. The only dhect- 
purpose onts ai’o Love's Labours I.ost and Julius C/esar. 

* K(*printed, like most of ^ 19, from my Gerviiius Introduction. 



§ 17. A VISIT TO STRATFORD. § 18. OBJECT OF THIS IXTRODUCTION. 


cxxxiii 


and whosf‘ lore, as a man, he put into Ins )>lavs. Go eitlier in sju int^, in April, when the 
greatest ]>oet was born in Nature’s sweetest time,” and lot .Sii*. \\'is(‘ (“ Shakespeari' : 
his Birtliplaeo and its Neighbourhood,’^ p]>. 44. »to.) toll you how <^vei ything is full of 

beauty” that you’ll see; or go in full summer, as I did one Saturday afternoon in July, 
1874. See tii*.st tlu^ little low room wliere tradition says Shakspoix* was born, tliough 
his father did not buy the house till eleven years after his birth' : look at Iht^ foundation of 
New Place,” walk on the site of Shakspere’s house, in the garden w1h)S(‘ soil he must often 
have trod, thinking of his boyhood a.ml hasty marriage, of London, with its trials and 
triumphs, and tluj woiiden ho liad created for its deligiit ; follow his body, past the* school 
where he learnt, to its grave in tlie Avon-side church ringd with elms ; s(‘e the worn slab 
that covers his bones, with wife’s and dauglib'r s besid(‘ ; look up at the bust wh id i ligures 
the case of the brain and heart that have so enricht the world, which shows you more truly 
than anything else what Shakspcrc was like in the flesh ; try to stM‘ in those hazel (‘yes, f hus(^ 
death-di’awn lips, those ruddy ohe(*ks, the light, th(^ merrinumt, the tendm'ncss, the wisdom, 
and love that once w(‘re theirs ; walk by the full and (juiet Avon’s side, where the swan 
sails gently, by which the eatM(( feed : ask yourself what word sums up your heelings on 
these scenes ; and answer, with me, ‘‘ Peace ” ! 

Next morning, walk u]) th(‘ \V\‘Icom])(‘ R(»ad, a<*ross the old common lands who.sc* 
enclosing Shaks])(‘re said h(^ “ was not able to be.ir;” when u]) Rowley Bank, tuiai round; 
see the towm nc'sth^ urid(‘r its circling hills, shut in on tln‘ left by its gnuai wall of trees. 4’h(‘ 
corn is gohhui l)eside you. M(‘on Hill m(‘(ds tlie sky in your front ; its shouhW slants 
sharply t'o the spires of the church wlmre Shakspeio’s dust li(?s : away ou the right is 
Broadway, lit with the sun; below it, the ridge of Hoomtu' Hill, y(dlow for harvest on 
the right, passes leftwards into a dark lielt of trees to th(‘ chureli, tludr hollows filld with blue 
haze. Tu this nest is Sha,ks])ere’s town. After gazing yonr till on the fail* sceme l)efor(‘ you, 
walk to the hoat-place, [)add](‘ out for th(‘ l)est view of the (‘Im-framd chureh, then by 
its rivor-borderd side to the sliH'am ladow ; gt‘t a b(‘a-ntiful view of the tower through a vista 
of trees beyond th<^ low' w'aterfall ; then pass ])y eattle, hdlf-kneo d(u^]) in the shallow's, 
sluggishly wdiisking th(ur tails, happily ehowing the eud; go under Wier- Brake Ikiidv, wdursc* 
iretjs droop dowji to the river, whose w'o(xl-pig(?ons gret't you with eoos ; j)ast many grouj»s o£ 
grey willow’s, with showers of w'ild-ros(‘s Ix'twven : f(‘athery re«‘(ls ris(.‘ besidi' you, birds 
tw'itter ,j>l)Out, the sky is blue overhead, your boat gli<h‘s smoothly down strt?aui : you 
feel the svve(‘t coiit(‘iit with which Shakspeve must hav<^ lookt ou the scene. Later, you 
wander to Sliottcry, to Anne Hathaway’s cottage, wh(‘r«* }M‘rchance in hot youth tin* potd 
made love. . Tluai you ride tlnough Gharl(‘Cobfs tall-elmd ])ark, and sec^ tlu^ d(‘er w])os(‘ 
anc('stors he lUJty have stolen ; on to Warwick, with its castle rising grandly from Avon 
bank ; *hack to Stratford, with a glorious vit^w from the hill, on you]- Ic'ft in yonr homeward 
ride.“ Evening comes : you stroll again by tin* riverside. thi*ough groups of towjisfolk 
pleasant to s(‘e, in well-lo-do Sunday dress. Prom Cross-o’-th'-Hill you look at tlu^ tine view 
of church and t(wu, hackt ])y the Welcoml^e Hills ; through VViei* Brake-' and ri])(‘ <M)rii, 
you w alk to the h!-idge that brings you to the op])o.sitc level ])auk of the sti-< am. 
Then you lie down, cliattiug of Shak.spere to your friend, while loveis in ]>airs pa.ss 
lingering by, and tin? tw'iliglit come.s. Tlum again you say that the peace ot tin* 
place was tit for ShakspeivAs end, and that the memory of its quiet b(‘auty will m xcr 
away fnmi your mind. 

Y(‘s, Stratford will help you to understand Shaksperv. 

§ 18. Ri has been my privilege to set tin? torch of Shakspere’s gcaiius to sonu? young 
mind.s, and to s(h* them kindle at its touch in a way that it has been om* of the great 
jdeasures of my life to witness. It has been my privilege, too, to bring for the lii-st tinu* 
before some life-long students of Shak.sj)ere, the (jrder and succession of hi.s works in tlieii* 


’ ITo itiffi/ have routed it before ; but T expect that the former house, in Ilonlev Street, in which John 
Shak.spero (hvolt, would have a hett(*r (Jaiin to hn “ the hirthplaee,” if it were now known.^ 

* If you can, J 2 :ct on to ruind Kenilw’orth, where Shakspero may liave seen LeiceHier’s pageants before. 
Elizabeth, in l57o (8«jo my edition of Captain f'w, Ballad Society), to us(j 'm Midsummer •‘J^ighCs JJrcatn, 
Heaven forhid that ho should have tumd the great mason Captain into Bottom ! 

The young Stratford folk call tlioir Sunday-cveniiig stroll through this w'ooded hank, “ Croing t(» 
Chapel.” That their devotions interested the attenckints, I can say. 
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§ 18. KVlDKNCh: FOR THE i^UCCESSION OF SHAKSPERE'S PLAYS. 


;jfni(lual <lev(^l()|)iiieiit of power, iuid lK‘auty, and wisdom, together with the oneness of these 
works through all their growth, and thus to give these students a quite new interest r.nd 
deliglit in tlui gi'eat writer they had so long loved. I hope this Introduction may be of like 
use to a larger nuinlan* of j>eoj)le now. 1 am certain that the hktc study of isolated jdays 
must give way to the study of them as parts of a whole, and in relation to the other 
pa its, as well as singly ; that the study of Shaksjiere's works must be mttde like that of the 
works of every other gnnit artist, ]>ainter, musician, &c., like that of the Creator's works 
- -natural and scion titie, and in the order of the maker’s making. And I claim that the 
method I have pur.sui‘<l is that of the man of .science, coinjjarisoii, noting of dillcrences 
and identiti(‘s of exjiression, subject, character, mood, and tein])er of mind ; and that this 
method and its lesults do bring a fresh element of certainty into tla^ order of KShakspere’s 
[days, and tlu^ groups into which they fall. The evidence of this order and grouping 
hits come to me gjadually and unexpectedly ; and it is all undesigned evidence. The first 
thing that struck na* on reading Gervinus was the absolnt(3 necessity of a Fourth Period for 
the latt‘st Grou[> of Plays, just as oiui had been wanted for (.’haucer. Next, on a second 
reading of tlu^ plays, came out the connecting link of the Errors or mistaken-identity fun 
between the three l arliest [days. Then came the conviction — started by ]VIr. (now Professor' 
Hah‘s’s cliat to us at the New KShakspere Society — that Mr. Ilalliweirs discovery of the 
allusion to Jtt/lfts Causur by Weever in KiUl, was justified by the internal evidence of 
the play',; and on working the subject out indej)(*mh‘ntly many months afterwards, I 
was sur[)ris(*d to find how strong and how many the links between JtfJhfs C(nsar and 
wei’c (several of these aie given above at ]». Ixxv), and that the former’s place 
was clearly before I/n/nh^f, and not after Jfmsttrp. for Measure^ as 1 had jiut it in my 
tii-st tabl(‘ ((Jervinus / tUrodfictAon, [>. xliv.). Then at once showd itself the link of likeness 
of character; Brutus, Hamlet, Claudio, Angelo, all unlit natures for the task set them, 
all failing under the burden laid on them. N(‘xt came the position of the .Poems. Following 
Gervinus, and many criticisms in jirint and out of it, 1 at first jmt the I'piUts and J(lo7nH 
down as Shakspt‘re’s i^arliest work (Gerv. Ini rod.., p. xliv.) ; and while under this notion, I 
'.indertook to edit this ])res(‘nt volume of Shaksjiere. I wrote the introduction to the Vtinus^ 
and thought 1 had [sM'suaded myself that it really was Shaks|H.ae’s first work. But on 
turning to Lords Lnhonrs Jjost ami the Erntra after it, the absurdity was too a]iparent ; tlie 
poem cl(\aiiy btdongtl to th(‘ Passion Group, wliich was prepared for by Thr Two (Lottlrineii ; 
and, my youngest bi otlier’s death ocfmrring just at the time, J. gave u}> my editing, and askt 
Messrs. Gassell to take Professor Delius’s text, non-copyright oiu;, as the liestfor theii* book, and, 
as in duty bound, his order of the Plays. ' Then, T liad at first }>ut Khnj John in the First 
Period, from its dramatic weaknos.s, its climax — if John’s death can bt^ so calld — having 
nothing to do with the motives of the play. But its variety of well-drawn cliafacters, 
its riclincss and jiathos as conqmred with lUclmrd. III.., its links with Thr. Mprclnvnl., soon 
conviiict me that it must he of the Second Period, and with Mervhint from the 

Life-Pica Group. Thr. SJn'ew wus dillicult to place ; but the kinship of Grumio’s humour to 
Falstatf’s, flui admirable drawing of Petnichio’s character*, showd that it mu.st be close 
to, tbongli before, 1 Jlmrfj IV, : and so on. It is by one’s mistakes that one learns. 
Of course this method can be ridicided by any little fool — April or otlier — who wants 
to raise a laugh, just as metrical tests have been : “ there’s a man and a woman in The 
TenijwM And the Drmin; tlun-efore they are next to one another; ‘the’ and ‘a’ are 
in all the jilays, therefore tlu'y were all written the .same day,” cfec. But it must bo a poor 
method or man tluit ’s j>ut down by 


^ Till tlum I had hccai struck cnly by the contrast of the characters of Brutus and Hamlet. On 
Stuik.s}>i‘n*\s possibh;, though not probable, use of Appiaii in his j)lay JhIIhs 6Vm/r, see ladvs, p. cxlii. 

Tlio strong tcmiJtation to put Measure for Measure nextyH/’jf T had instinctively resisted from 
the first. 

^ It differs from mine in some points. 1 have not lookt to see which. Every reader must judge 
for himself, after work and thought, whether either or neither of us is light. 

♦ Every reading of plays near one another, brings out fresh links. Only last night at 2 Henry 1 V, 
my fritmd and colleague, 3Ir. F. D. Matthew, noted that Pistol’s song-quotation (? when [lutting 
on his bools, 134), “Where is the life that late I led?’* V. iii. M3, is Potriichio’s when pulling 
off his boots in The Sht'eWf IV. i. 135. It was no doubt a popular air that Shukspere himself sang at 
this time. 



§ 18 . A CHAUCER PARALLEL. THE LINKS BETWEEN SUAKSTKliE'S PLAYS. 


“ A bpii il, 

Whose inlluemx' is begot of tliat loost; 

Which shallow laughing hearers give to iuuls.”-— X. 1. Losf^ V. ii. 8l‘J-8;31. 

Students must, too, have a certain knowledge of the succession of Shaks|)(*i“o’s plays, in order 

to appreciate tlie value of the evidence. May I again refer to a mistake of mine and 

a happy hit — to illustrate this] When trying for the order and groups of Chaucer’s 
Canttn’hurjj Tales, I could at first find nothing better than to follow my l)(‘sl MS., the 
Ellesmere, and our best old editor, Tyrwliitt. But on siuiding up iny schenu* to the 
only man in the world w. o knew anything about the subj(jct, ami had long workt in 
vain at it, Mr. H. Bi-adshaw, the sight of my mistake at once (uiabled him to set me 
and himself right, and to settle at once and for ever the order of th(^ Tah‘s. So in Chamrt i ’s 
Minor Poems, I had followed the best leader and argument I could find, and piintt*d 
tln^ Dethe of Blanche first. Then Mr. Bradshaw told me he had never been able to get. 
a place for The Coiaplaint to Pity. On a careful reading of it — never till then given ! 
saw it was Chaucer’s first original poem, before? the Pdanche, and that the latt(?r allud(‘<l 
to his love-sickness ^ explained h\ tin; Pity.^ Mr. Bradshaw’s knowhalge of Chaucer -un- 
/^qualhl it is, in these points — made him agree in this tirstness of the PUy^ But a man with 
very much sligliter knowledge? of Chaucer details, Mr. IMinto, could not agree — In? hadn’t 
had the special training to cnahlc him to — and he made tin? comical suggestion that Chaucer’s 
illness was due to the want of cash", of which the poet complains in Ids V(*ry lat(?st poem. 
Now tlie critic 1 want for the oi’der and groups of 8hakst)ere’s plays is a, Bradshaw, and not 
a A I into ; some one — a friend 1 hope — who hiows ; who can sfiy, ‘‘That play or grou[' 
must come out of your wrong place, and go into my right oin*, there ; ” and whom one 
can gladly, delightedly, thank for setting one right. Eor in tli(*s(; small, as in greatcu* luatterH, 
it ’s — 

“ What di’liglits can (‘(pial thoae I When one tliat lovc's hut knows not, roups 

That stir tho spiiit’s inner (loops j A truth from one that lov(\s and knows I ” 

In Mtmuriuin, .\li. 0 12. 

Chaucer was right in ]mtting his (derk’s “gladly wolde he lerin^,” biTore the “ gladly 
woldo he teche ” : the learning ’s ever so much ph*asanter. Why won’t the men of tin? 
level of /iliiinyson, Spedding, Paten*, Symonds, Dowden, lngi*am, do mor(*. for us at Shak- 
sfiei'c] Wooden-heads, and pert know-1 it ties, we ’ve had in ])lenty. But we ’want the imui 
• w ho see. 

The plays about the place of which there is most doubt, av(* the Dcmat'^ — wliieh, after 
formerly shiftiqgj after the Two (xentle/nen, I perha])s wn-ougly movd back again— -77/c Shrew^ 
and Trtrilas, sjiecmlly the last.* If they are in theii* wrong places now, jiml g(^t movd to their 
right ones, I have no doubt that a numb(*r of links of like jdirases, tlionghts, suhjeets, characters, 
Avill be perc(?ivd between them and the plays lying m*xt them, i believe, nay, assert, that 
doNvn each side-edge of every one of Hliaksjiere’s fdays are s(i\eral hooks and eyt's of s[>ecial 
fiattcrns, wdiich, as .soon as their play is }ait in its right place, wnll fiial a set of eyes 
and hooks of the same pattern on tho adjoining play to lit into. This was oddly the 
case with Jtdiiis Ca>sar when p\it into its right place before llaaiJcf. And the only 
exce[)tion to the rule is, where an entirely new oj- dith?rent sidject likt? this J alias (\rsar 
is *stiu-tcd, after such a succession of comedies as closes Shaks[)ere’s Second Period : in 
this case the links, the hooks and eyc.s, on tho left edge of the new play, may be wanting. 
Note too, thht, as in conjunctions, we have both cojmlative and disjunctive ones, so in 
links we have both* bonds of likeness and contrast, as I have shown uiuhu- IFamhl, j). Ixxv. 
TIie.se links — almost always und<?sigiid ones — I contend are only what must naturally (*xist 
between works written by the same man nearly at the .same time of his life and in the 
• 

^ This poem alsoexpbiins tho cause of the grcjit prftpondiTanco of nielancholv lliAvarlcd-lovo poetry in 
Chaucer’s early time, us contrasted with tho prevailing hninouroas poetry of his 'J’hird l^ riod. 

- Characteristics of JlntjUsh Tocts^p. 10. “ Matrimonial pangs ” Mr. lilinto has sim e suggested in his 

article in tho Encyct. Britan., which contains somo great blunders. mi* 

3 Tho Temple-Garden scene in 1 Hrury VT. was no doubt written somo time behu’e bliakspere s part of 
2 & 8 Henry VI. ; but 1 had to tnmt tho whole quadrilogy togctlicr. • i v i ^ i 

^ Professor Powden puts Tro ilus nont Atrasure for Measure. He is no d«)ubt justihed by tlie metrical 
argument. I accept his judgment on the point in preference to my own. Un the wdsdoin in Troilas see 
Notes, p. cxlii. 
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§ ]H. Mli, SPEimiNG ON THE CllANiiEiS OF HHAKSPERE'S NATURE AND ART 


siuiH’ mood. bVoin evideuc(‘ of like kind, (•oiiij»aring the general tone of the Four Periods 
of Jiis works, I liold that .S]iMksj)eii‘’s plays, when lookt at broadly in their siicmssive 
Perioils, represent his own jirevailing b.*m])er of mind, as man as well as artist, in tlie 
siKiceeding stages of his IdV*. tempers and moods, as they change in HJiakspere’s 

Ponr Po]*io<ls, are but thos(» of natun*. >h‘. Spedding - alas that I liave now to say the 
late : he died Marcli 9th, liSSI^vvlio ol>j(‘(!ted to part of my views, yet said : — 

“ Along with the resemblances b(*tweeii the writings of the same man, tliero will 
also be dilfermiees ; dilferenees (*orr(jsponding to changes in liis tastes, humours, habits, 
fortunes, and numtal i-onditions. In his earlier youth, farce and deep ti’agedy may probably 
divide his atleotions between them. As his mind expands and ripens, the broader luimours 
of farce and the simj)ler horrors of tragedy lose tl»eir attraction, and give place to tlie richer, 
chaster, and more <l(dicat(^ Immoui- of high comedy, and tlu^ deeper mystei-ies of ^tragic 
pa.ssion. As advaiiiujjg years cool the blood, and decreasing activity makes the ))leasures of a 
(piiet life more attractive than those of a stirring oiu*, it is probable that the writer’s taste 
will incline to the calnuT and more soothing kind of pathos, in which the feeling is too 
profound and tenden* for wlnit is calh^l comedy, and yet the li.nal impression too p(»aceful for 
what is calhul tragedy. Tastes .so (;]iaiiging would no doubt induce Piianges both in tlie 
olioic(^ of subjects aiul in the tri^atmcnt of them ; and looking through your ii.st of Shak-' 
spere’s plays in tin? order of tlieir dates as determined u]>on independent grounds, the 
succession is jnuch what we might (without inventing any extraordinary spiritual trials 
ill his ]^livale life to account for the changes) liave expt^cted. Take your Four Periods, 
and you will find that the differences in choice ami tn^atment suit \’ery naturally with the 
natural changes in a man’s mind as lie grows older; and that the whole .seri(?s will divide 
very well into four gronjis. Between twmity-fonr «aiid thii ty, Shaks))en‘ had a young man’s 
tastes, both in tlie light and the lieavy line — a taste for merriment and absurdity and ingenious 
conc(‘its and .slang and bawdry, in the liglit lino; and for love, in tlie ‘ sighingdike furnace ’ 
and bowl-and-(lagger stage in tlie .serious. After tliirty lie lost bis relish for these puoi'ilities, 
aimed at a liigher order of wit and humour in comedy, and a higher moral staiuhird al- 
t()gctht>r ; whih^ for tln^ true elements of liuman tragedy he turned to history. Five or six 
years of such work led him upwards into a still liigher region. In comedy, though the vein 
was as rich as ever and as full of enjoyment, yet the pathetic ehunent springing from 
the tender and sm ious feeling with which he had come to regard all human tliiii;gs became 
mon? and more predominant, and so prevailed over the otlau’ in tln^ general effect, tliat 
Jiis later works wliich (*iid ha])pily arii hardly to b<^ called coimaUes. 1 snpposi*. nobody ever ^ 
thought of MmsotT. for ^[ra^o^r^‘ as a comedy, thougli everybody in it <*xci'})t Lucio is 
liap]>ily disjxised of, and the efli‘et of ///.v sentence is rather comic than otherwise. All^s Wdl 
is allied to tragedy rather than comedy, by tlie pity and serious interest with w‘hich we 
follow the fortunes of the lieroine : and in s|)itc of the numbcj; and perfection 

pf th(^ comic scenes, and the wonderful liveliness and mpidity and variety of incident and 
action, is nevertlndess to me one of the most jiathetic plays 1 kno\v — and would draw 
tears far sooner than Romm and JnliH. So Shakspere may be .said to have taken leave of 
comedy projicr in Th^- Merrij and to have grown out of it hefon.^ he was forty years 

old. In tlie meantime his exorcises in tragedy proper had led him into the region of the 
great jiassions wlii(;li disclose the lieights and de]iths of humanity — a region which was 
destined to heconic and remain Ids own. These ])assi()us, — for the henefit of the tlicatre, Che . 
glory of Burbage, tin? ainu.siunent and instruction of the play-going public — and partly it 
may be for the satisfaction and relief of lii.s own genius — lie brought, by means of such 
.stories as he could find, suitable for showing them in action, ujion the stage. And to 
this wc owe JIamUf Macbeth^ Othello^ luear^ and tlie rest ; which occujned the ‘ unhappy 
Third Period.’ I should like to have a period of unhappiness like that. [No doubt] The 
Fourth (jlroiip follows naturally enough. He Avas forty-four years old ; lie had made money 
enough ; ho had retired from business ; he ha4 passed the period when the mind takes 
pleasure in Adolent agitations ; and he employed Jiimself upon such subjects as suited — 
or treated the subjects wliicli lie found so jis to make thorn suit — the autumnal days : — 
Witness The Wiot^fs T(de and The Tempest. 

“ Classing the jihiys according to their general charactei-, I find that they rail naturally 
into these broad divisions, and that they have a kind of correspondence with the divisions 
which are observable in the life of man. But if you want to separate these natural divisions 
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into subordinate groups, according to the particular feature wliich tlistinguishcs each, it seems 
to me that you must have as many grou])S as there ar(> plays. Tlu‘ distiuguishiiig feature of 
each would depend upon many things besides tht^ author’s .stat(' of mind. It would de[)eiid 
upon the story which ho Jiad to tell ; and the choice of tJie stoi y would dcp(Uid upon 
the reipurements of the tJieatre — tlie taste of the juiblic, the popiilmity of tlie diflerent 
actors, the strength of tJie company. A new 2>art miglit be wanted for Ibirhagi^ or Kompe. 
The two boys that acted llermia and Helena [and llosalind and Cilia] tin* tall and 
the short one, — or the two men wlio were so iike that tiny might be mist a, k mi foi* each otlit'r, 
might want new pieces to ajiitear in' ; and so on. The stories wtmld be seleeloi] f»-oni sucli as 
were to be had (and liad not been used up), to suit the taste of the frt'ijuenter.s of the 
theatre ; and the chamcteis and in{;i<h*nts would be according to the stoiies.” 

Tf then the broad divisions are. those of Nature, if th(*y are a j priori probabh', and 
the succoission of tlie jilays in eacli Period can be made out — as 1 ha.ve shown it can bi.', witli 
a close aj)[n*oach to certainty - by a combination of all tlie evideiict^ from without and williin, 
how can we lielji asking ourselves what snialhu’ groujis tln^ ])]ays of each Period fall into ! 
how can we help n^fusing to admit the evidence under our noses that, for instanc(‘, 

CcesaVy Hamlet, and J/easiirf^far Haasare are most closely allital by th(‘ unlitiu^ss of Ih ulus, 
Hamlet, Claudio, t^:) bear tlu.^ burdiiii put on them, while Othello and Marhrth, tlio’ liki; llu* 
first grouj) in the unfitness of their heroes’ nature for the strain put on them, are yt‘t luoic 
closely linkt to one another liy their lierot^s, und(‘r tlie intluenee of tlndr ipiick woiking 
imaginations, yielding to temptations from without and from within ? And so on. Next, as 
to the (pn^stion how fai* we ar(‘- justified in assuming that Shaksjiert^ put his own* fi'elings, 
himself, into his own plays. Some men scoin the notion, ask you (riumphantly which of his 
chai’acters i*eproseuts him, assert that he himself is in none of them, but sits apart, serene, 
unruflled himself by earthly passion, making his pu])pets move.- J lH‘lie\ (‘, on the contrary, 
that all the dee^pi^st and greatest work of an artist,-~play wright, orator, ])aintt‘r, ])oet, itc., — 
is based on pei'sonal o.xjierieiiee, on his own emotions and jiassions", ami not m<‘rely on his 
observations of things oi* feelings outside him, on which his fancy and imagination work. 1 
find that Pra Angelu^o, whoso angel -jiictu res breathe calm into you as you walk up to 
them, and lift you into heaven’s own serene, makes you smik* at his (hu'ils. 1 lind that 
Wordsworth cannot paint passitm, but that Michael Angelo can. I lind that Mil (on’s 
Satan has Milton’s noble nature perveri(‘d — is no devil, do. but that Dantt* can ])aint 
hell, becj^use he ’.s felt it. Shakspere tells me he’s felt hell : and in his Othello, IMaelndh, 
Lear, (ioViolaiius, Tiinon J s(h> the e.vidfmce of his having done so.‘‘ llc) tcdls me how la* 
loved his friend, as with woman’s love?; and in his Antonio — tl nice repeated- -his Helena, 


^ Cp. Vioili and Si-lmstian in Twelflh-yiijht, and the two pairs of Antipholu.'^tisaiid Droiiiios in Thr Errors. 

‘ They taki!-T:li(! Fourth- Period calm of Ih-os])ero, reacht thro* tiial and sturiii, a.s tliat of Shakspi re’s 
whole life, even hi^ “hell of time.” Tt is a strange mistaking of this lifo-ful, nerve-fnl man. 

^ The rovix'ed doctrine that the; main object of poetry is to please, amuse, secans to me too oon- 
temptilde to bo discusst. I'don’t hcliove the mere wish to ]»Iease, ever ])rodueed anything hettia’ than toys. 

* I look for the Shaksperc of each Period — good part f)f him, at h'ast— to the character or op])o3ite 
characters wdiom he has dniwii with most sympathy in it; to Valentine (and Uonu'o h) in the First 
Period; to Henry V. on the one hand, Antonio on the other, in the Second Period; to Uamk't on 
the one hand, Othello on the other, in the Third Period: to Prosporo in the Fourth. I can’t believe 
that Shakspore had much of the wily TTlysses the calm, self-seeking (tho’ rep('nlarit) Plnobarbiis in 
him, tho’ they may reim^sent, for liis Third Period, the self-eoutrol that Btmvolio does for Ids f'irst. 
Mihile he kjicw with Romeo wliat th<‘ eistacy of love was, with Antonio what the s(df-sa(rilii-e of life 
to friendship was, with Hamlet what will-weakness, with Othello what jealousy, with Cloriolanus, with 
Timon, what ingratitude were; though with liis nerve-fiil sensitive frame, his yieldings, Ids faltcrings, 
his mauvais r/Uf^rfs d'henre wore many, yet his healthy nature imlld him thro’. And as I’rofessor Howden 
says, (xcorge Chapman’s lines fitly rt*present him : — 


“ * Give mo a spirit that on life’s rough sea 
lioves to have his sails filled with a lusty 
wind , 

Even till his sail-yards tremble, his masts 
crack, 

And his mpt ship runs on her side so low 


That she drinks water, and lierkci l ploughs 
air ; 

There is no danger to the man tlial knows 
What life and death is ; there' ’s net any law 
E.xeeeds his knowledge; m ilher is it lawful 
That lie should stoop to any other law.* 

[Byron'' s ('oHspiraey, Act JII. end.) 


“Such a master-spirit pressing forward under strained canvas was Shakspore. Tf the ship dipped and drank 
water, she rose again; and at length wo see her within view of her haven, sailing under a large, calm wind, 
not without tokens of stress of weather, but if battered, yet unbroken, by the waves.” 



••xxx.viii 


<} 18. SUAKfiPKRK HIMSELF IS IN UlS PLAYS. 


§ 19. THE BEST SHAKSPBRE BOOKS. 


Ihh Viola, T see his own devoted Ioa e rod ectcnl. He tells me what his false swarthy mistress 
was : and in his Cleopatra I see her, to some cxUmt, embodied. Tradilion tolls me of 
the merry meotiii^j^s at the Mermaid, an<l the wit-combats there ; and in the Falstaft-scenes at 
the Boar’s Ht^ad, <fec. <fec., I ho(; these imaged. The early plays show me what Shakspete 
was at the beginning of his career -how comparatively })ooi* in nature, and merely sharp and 
witty, 1 see him grow in knowhdgo and experience of life from P(jriod to Period, almost 
play to play, enriching hims(*lf with the society of giacious Elizabethan ladies, and courtly 
men, fighting the deepest (jue.slioiis whicli puzzle the will, getting convinced of the sternness 
of the Monil Ruler of jiiankiiid, of the w'(‘akiiess of lii.s own nature, of the suffering that sin 
brings;^ 1 see him laying bare his own soul as he .strips the covering off other men’s ; and I 
ceo him at lust passing into at-oneness with God and man, into fresh delight in all the glories 
of the outward world, and the sweet girls about him in his Sti*atford home. Then content to 
sleep. And [ rofus<" to sejiarate 81iaks})ere the man from Sliakspcre the artist. He himself, 
his own natui'e and life, are in all liis plays, to the man who has eye.s, and chooses to look for 
him and them there. 

But still let those, wlio rej<.*ct this view, note tliat all I have said of the succession of 
Shaks))(a-e’s Plays is independent of it. Only let them stiply the works of Shakspere 
chroiiologi(^aI]y, as they do tlios(i of Baidiael, Turner, Mozart, ilandclv Beethovtai ; and 
let them lielp to ])ut down the idiotic hcljde.ssness and confusion on the subj(*ct that have 
hitherto bcoi so jaevalcnt in England, and which .still make many men turn angi*i)y on you 
wJien you fry to get them out of ’(*m. Let them also insist, that 8]iaks]>(ae’s I’oorns be 
studied with his PIay.s, as Chamber’s Minor Poems must bo with his Tales. Neither 
man (ian be known from IMays or Tales alone. 

(1 owe an aj)ology to my readtus for the sliglUness and inequality of parts of this 
Introduction. Most of it lias becai draggd out of me when out of suits, in a ITamlet-like 
mood of putting-off, and amid the pressurci of other work. All the play -part was dictated to 
an amanuensis, from old notes and recollections-, and under constant injunctions to bo short. 
But the intended tl irty-two jiages liave grown to four times their length, and yet much that 
should have been said remains un.said. I have not had tiim^ eitber, to work out fully 
the links between the play^s, — witli the help of the Variorum edition or a Concord aiice’' — or 
§ IG on 8hakspere. llow poorly tlie words I have used, represent him or my own feeling for 
him, 1 painfully feel. Htill, that they wdll lielp beginners at least, teachers and students of 
long standing, who have tliciuselves learnt from wliat I have written, have; assurd me ; and 
T know, when I b(‘gan work at SJiaks])ere, how mucli I wanted such an introduction to him 
as is given here. My best tliaiiks are due to the friends who have lookt ov(U* thcvse sheets, 
and added tlie .suggestions to which their names are jmt.) 

§ 19. a. The best books to li(*lp the student to understa-iul Sliaksperc’s mind, growth, 
and purpose, are Gervinus’s (knumeiitaries ” (14.*#., Smith and Elder); Dosv den’s “Shak- 
Hpe re, his Mind aiid Art,’* and Primer, 1^?, ; Mrs. Jameson’s ‘‘ CTTaracteristics of 

Womeu,” that is, Sliakspere’s women — an entliusiastic and b(*autifiil book Kuut- 

ledge) ; Watkiss Lloyd’s ‘‘Critical Essays on the Plays” (28. (></., Bell and Sons); S. T. 

‘‘ Sl)ak(\s[)eare Loctui’es,” etc., from vol. ii. of his “ Biograpliia Litoraria” (.38. Gc^., 
Howell, Liveipool).^ Then, if you wish for more books, Hudson’s “ Sliakes])care, his Life, 
Art, and Chara(rt(u-s ” (of his twenty Jive greatest plays) (2 vdls., 128., Ginn, Boston, U.S.. ; 
Sampson Low, etc.); Schlegers “Dramatic Art” (38. Gc^.) ; CJlrici’s “Shakspere’s Dramatic 
Art” ( 78 .), and fLin “ Charactei’s of Shakespeare’s' Inlays ” (28., Bell and Sons),*^ 

For the originals of the Plays, llazlitt’s “Shakspere’s Library ” (G vols., 21.v., R(*eves and 
Turner), and T. P. Ckiurtenay’s matter-of-fact “Commentaries on the Historical Plays (2 
vols., Colburn, 1810), are indispensable?, c. Glossaries, ttc. : Dr. Alex, v^chinidt’s excellent 

^ “ We still have here.’’ - -Marbeth^ T. vii. 8. 

. * If in any there are hits from iinrieknowledffed .sources, this arises from forgetting, not intention. 

I hav(* never used oitht'r for th(‘ purpose, (‘xcejjt in the case of Lucrcec. 

Add Prof, Spalding’s Letter on 'The Two Noble Kinsmen and the Ohaiacteri sties of Shukspere’s Style 
(N. Sh. Soc.). George Bell and Sons aro bringing out a fuller tniition of Coleridg(?’s SliaksptTO criticisms. 

'' Professor Do wdon, who has bct'ii through all the (.Jerinaii coininontators, thinks Kroyssig’s Vorlesnnm 
gen ithcr Shakespeare (a big hook), and Shakespearc-Fragen (a little book), the ho.st popular introduction 
in German toShakspere. Prof. AVard’s llistonj of J>ra malic Lileralnrey 2 vols., octavo, gives a general view 
of the whole 5 sub je<*t, and will ho found s(irvieeahh». Air. Hargrove siiys that he has found “All*. Fleay’s 
Handbook useful, despite its gross defects.” The student must not adopt its “ more vagary “ that Ben 
Xonson re-wrote or toucht-up Julius Ccesar ! 



10. THE BEST SHAKSPERE BOOKS. SHAKSPERE REABiyQ.PARTTES. 


SJiijyi^ospeare^ (20.s\, Williams and Norgate) gives ief(a’(‘i]('os to all tho senses and 

ooiistructions of every word in the Poems as well as the Plays, bat nut (jiiotations of all the 
passages. It arranges the r<‘fei‘enccs under their .senses, and tin' parts of s]^eech of the head- 
word. Mrs. Cow’deri Clarke’s “ Concordaiiec ” to the Plays (25.^.) gives a rpiotation for every 
occurrence of every word not a particle, preposition, auxiliary, itc., hut inix(\s words spelt the 
same way, and diUcrciit parts of s])eech and meanings. Mrs. FForacH' Howard Pui-ness’s 
“ Concordance to the Minor Po(mis” (Ih.v.) gives a quotation foi every use of ev(‘rv word, and 
prints all tho Minor Poems too, for handiness of refercjice. Dyce’s “ (Ttoss;n*y ” (last vol. of 
his Shakspere), and Nares’s general Elizjibethan “(llossary” (2 vols., 2 l.s\, A. It. Smith), 
are most useful, il. ^r? uynar and Metro; Dr. Abbott s “ Shakesperian Ciannuar” 
Macmillan) is indispensable, but lias some bad inissoansions. W. Sidney Walker’s three 
volumes of J?liaks])crc Text-criticism (Ih^., A. K. Smith) are excellent; J)r. Tngleby’s 

Shakespeare. Hermeneutics ” (10,s*., Triibner) interestingly defends the Folio tc\xt against 
raJ?li tmiendations. The late C. Ikithurst’s capital litthj half-crowoi volunu' on the (‘ud-stopt 
and unsto])t line, — “ Changes in Shakespeare’s Ve.rsilication at ditferent Periods of his Life” 
(2.S'. 6(/.f J. W, Parker and Son) — is unluckily out of print, e. Pronunciation : buy ^Ir. 
A. J. Ellis’s Fftrly English pronuiici.atioii with Special Refertmce to Cdiaucta* and Shakc- 
speai’c ” (four Parts, 40*’., Asher and C<». ; or Part 114. only, the Shakesp(‘are Part [pp. 
yi7-lK)], lO.^f.). Get also Ily. Sweet’s “History of English Sounds” (D. Or/., Truhner). 

J‘. Eor Text : liavc the “Leopold” or the “Gloho” edition (Macmillan, Or/.), hecauso 
its lines arc. num])erd, ajid for sound text ; but do not ruin your eyes by reading tlio 
“Globe.” Foi* reading, get a small 8v'o. ch’artypo edition like Singer’s (10 v’ols., 

Bell and. Sons). (let. (if you can allbrd it) M r. Furness’s admii*ablo Variorum edition 
of Romeo (tnd Juliet and Macbeth (Ihy. each, A. K. Smith); lla'mlet^ 2 vols., and Lear; 
(tlje other ]days will slowly follow) ; and, for t heir notes, Messrs. (?lark and Wright’si little 
ClUcVi^udou-Pa'css edition of plays from 1 **. Or/, each (their 8vo. ( ^anihridgc; (‘ditioa 

with most valuable full collations, is out of print) ; and Craik’s Julias (\vsftr. The 
littbj Rugby editions of the plays are very good, and not so dryasdust us tin* (.Harendou 
.Press ones. INlr. W. J. Jdoife’js Annudean school editions, d.v. dr/, a ]>lay, are tlu^ betjJ/.fllld 

)^iAOW. 

g. Get Ml’. Jolin H. Wise’s cbarmiiig littl(‘ book on “ Sliakespeare : liis lb rtb place an(?' 
its NeigbbourEoofP’ (l^s, (irf., Smith and Fld(’r) ; and ^ir. Roach Smith’s “Rural Life 
of Shakespeare” (3*’. Or/., Bell and Sons). And certainly buy a copy of Booth’s admirable 
Reprint ^of the First Folio of 1623 (12.s*. 6r/., Glaisher, 265, High Holhorii ; with tho Quarto 
of “Much Adoe,” for L^.); or C3iatto and Windus’s little photograph-process fac-simile 
(lO^f. 6r/.), but buy a magnifying glass to read it with. For tho facts of Shakspere’s Lifo, 
chronologically arrangd, Mr. 8. Neil’s clu’ap little “ Shak(\sp(’are : a Critical Biogra])hy” 
(Honlston au(r^V right) is a handy book, though it is confused, like all others, except (I 
suppose) Dyce’s*hist, by the forged documents publisht by J. P. Collier and P. Cunningham. 
On tho “Sonnets,” getihe best Isjok yet written, Arniitage BrowiAs (Gs., A. R. Smith) for 
the allegoiical view of them, Mr. R. Simpson’s “Philosophy of Shakespeare’s Sonnets,” 
3^. 6r/., Trubnor) ; for useful information and a mistaken theory, Mr. Gerald Massey’s book — 
the edition sold off at 5.v. (jV/. (Reeves and Turner). — Of course, subscribe a guinea a year to the. 
New Shakspere Society (lion. Sec., K. Grahaine, Estj., care of Triibner and Co., 57, Ludgato 
Hill, London, E.C.), read its Papers, and work its Texts, specially the parallel ones. 

♦ Get one or two likely friends to join you in your Shakspere work, if you can, and fight 
out all your and their difficulties in common : worry every line ; eschew the vice of whole- 
sale emendation. Get up a party of ten or twelve men and four or six women to r('ad the 
plays in succession at one another’s houses, or elsowliere, once a fortnight, and discuss each 
foi’ half an hour after each reading. Do all you can to further the study of Shakspei*e, 
chronologically and as a whole, throughout tlie nation. 

§ 20. The fohowing Metre and Date Table is re-arranged from Mr. Flcay’s Metrical 
Table ^ in the Xew Shakspere Society's Traasastionsy 1874, p. 16, with dates revisd from my 
Table in my Gervinus hitrodaction, pp. xxvi.-vii. 

1 Now out of print. The book on the Sonnets has yet to ho written ; and T hope Professor Dowden ’ll 
do it. Dr. Grosart means to comment on them in his Life of Lord Southampton (11. W., for Thorpe’s 
W. H.) ; but he is not a safe guide to follow. 

The figures in this need verifying, but are given for what they may be worth. T have eorrected a fow 
mistakes in the “ total ” column. See the later tables in Dr. Tngleby’s Shakspere^ Man and Booky Pait H. , 1881. 



§ 20. MISTltE AND DATE TAItLE OF SHAKSPERK’S PLAYS. 


IMETUE AND DATE TADLE OF SHAKSPERE’S PLAYS. 


N) ^ e ' >■ i 7. 
h? iS Si 1 ^ 


e; vm 




S ' S i 5J1 ! 


I.-1'LAV^S OF FUiST (UYMINU) PEKIOJ). (M^Mercs, ms.) 


Love’s L. Lost 2780 I OSO WJ 1028 -.1 ' :i2 
roiii. of Errors 1777 210 I I.W ;S0 
Mhlsmn. N. J). 2171 111 H7H 721 liW OO 
T. (lent, of V. ,2000 IO'MjIO 110 - 15 

Horn. amlJul. ,:1002 105 2111 180 -i- 
Uichard II. .. 2011' - 2107 527 - 
Richard 111. ..ijOlOi 55 170, - — 


92.30 71 IIOI ' I 12 12 


1.37 01 : — !i09 i 3 8 9 
29 158 — j - 5 3 

203 10 , 18 , 815 32 

: 118 02 28 i - 10 20 10 

118 12 ; — II 17 20 

. 570 — - . — 20 39, 13 


! I 12 13 — ! 1 1.598 ' 1.598 m 1588 

i 3 8 9 ! — 1023 1591 M 1.589 

5 3 — — lOtM) 1598 m; 1590 

. 815 32 8 I 5 1023 ! 1598 m 1590 

10 20 10 I?' 0 1.597 159.5 m 1.50I 

.1117,20 22 .33 /1597 ? 1595 m ? 1.593 
2039, 13 i 23 10 ,1597 11595 M, 1591 


1588-9 Love’s L. Lost 

1.589- 91 (’oni. of Errors 

1.590- 1 IVlidauiii. N. 1), 
1590-2 T. Gent, of V. 

1.591- 3 'Rorn. and Jul. 
1.593-1 Rirhard II. 

1591 .Richard 111. 


Kiriir.rohn ..2570' 2103 1.50 

of Vcnic(^ 2705 073 1890 93 31 

1 Henry IV. .. 31701101 1022 81i — 

2 1 leiiry IV. . . 13116 l.SOl) 1117; 7 1! 7 

Merry \Vivc.s .3018 2703 227. fi9| - 

IRwyV.^ .. .3.379ji53j'l678[ lOlj 2 
■Mfich do. 8:c. 2823 2106' 613 40' 18 
As Yon Like Iti2901 11181: 92.51 7l,i:i0 
T w e 1 rt h-X i^dit 208 1 1 7 1 1 , 703| 120, 
AII.S Well ..(2981iU53!l231j 280 2 
(1- L.\\ 011.1.590)1 11 1 i 


IL-HLSTOniES AXD COMEDIES OF SKOOl^l) PERIOD, 
210.3 1.50 : -- ; .54 12 1 — j - i 1 9; 4 1 11 2 jl023 I 1598 Mi 


.54 12 I - i i 1 Oj 

297i 4 I -- I 1 ; 810' 

GO' 4 -- i — 1017 

203 [Pistol 011.1 313 
i .32|Pistoi 39 1.J - - 3 

• ¥* 
129 22 ' — I — 2^ 7 

211 ' 10 j — j 2 310 

152, 8 21 

223 8 ' 11 ! — 7.31 


2 jl023 1598 Ml 

14 1(>002 1598 m 

1.3 1.598 1.598 m 

6 1000 1.598 m 

.3 1602 H‘»02 

23 1600 1599 

4 1600 1000 

5 1023 1000 

i 10 1023 1602 

I 11 102.3 


'1.59.5 (King John 
1590 ; Mei‘. of Venice 

1.596-7'* 1 Henry IV. 

1597- 82* 2 Henry IV. 

1598- 9 Mt'rry Wives 
15993 Henry V. 

1.599-1600 Mneh Ado. &c. 
1090 3 A s You Jji ke It 
10013 TwelfMi-Xight 
IGOl All’s Well 

(L.L.Won.l590) 


I1I.-TRAGEDIES AND COMEDY OF THIRD PERIOD. 


Julius Ciesar.. 
Hamlet .. .. 

MeasureforM. 
Othello .. .. 
IVTaeheth .. .. 

KingJucar 
Antony and C. 
(.’oriolauus .. 


i2i78 1C, 52211 .31 - i 1 309 
.303111208 2190! 81 - ' 60 I 508 
2809'I13M.)71 73* 22 0 : 338: 

33171 541 2672, 80, 25 l 610 

2108 1.581.5881 118 129 — ! 399; 

3332i 903i22,38| 71 - 83 .567' 

3002 : 255i27GI 42 - | 6 r>13j 

3400l 829!2521| 12 - > 1 7081 


' 60 i 508 1 86 1. play] 120 .5.3 55 
0 : 338: ~ ! !10,29 66 


i9:6o: 71 
8i28i 43 
lKi.34 116 


6 

16 

1C2.3 

11 

47 

1603’* 

5 

47 

162.3 

13 

78 

1022 


1 18 

162,3 

92 

.50 

1608 » 

3! 

G1 

1623 

i 19 1 

12 

1623 


1601* Julius C’opsar 
1002-33'Hamlet 
1003 Measure for M. 
1604 'Othello 
1005-4531 Macbeth 
1005-03 King Lear 
1606-7 lAntony and C. 
? 1607-8 iCuriolanus 


IV. PLAYS OF FOURTH PERIOD. 


Tempest.. ..)2062i 458il4.58| 21-196 476i[5t 1. iiiasq.l i 2' 16} 47 I 5 | 11 1 1623 i? 1014 1 1610 Tempest 

Cyniheliiie .. 33-^0 C:W2585| 107! - 32 } 7201841. vision] ! 8,15| 31 | 18 i 12 Il02,3 1611 1610-12 C\vmheline 

Winter’s Tale 130761 841 1825,. 0! - I 67 I 639l[32 1. chorus]i 8 lli 19 t 13 I 16 11023 I 1611 I ?1611 \Vinter s Talc 

V.-FIRST SKE’rCHES IN EARLY QUARTOS. ' 

Rom. and Jul. 2066 261:1 151{ 354, - I 28 I - I -- ' 7 26, 30 ( 21 • 92 |m i 1595M ?1591-3 iRom and JuL 

Hamlet .. .. 206SI ,509,1462 54 43 - 2^ [,36 1 play]. ,13L;>} ^6 37 30 |lW3» 160J-,P, Hamlet 

Henry V. .. 1072i 898' 77 h 30 I 101 - “ “ i 1 2o' ,3.) , 31 ! 1;> |1600 i 1593 1599* flenry V. 

Merry Wives 13951 1207' 148' 40 38 [fairies] lo! | | — I— ' li — I 5 ( 4 1^2 . 1602 1598-9 iMerry VVTves 


Titus Andron. 2525 43 2.3,38 1441 

1 Henry VI. ..2093 12379 311 

2 Henry VI. ..30,32 1182.502 122 


3 Henry VI. 
Contention 


’True Tragedy )210I ! 


2901, - |2719 1.55 
19.52 381; 1.571; II 


VI.-DOUBTFUL PLAYS. 


] - 

1.54: - 


- 1 8( 9 1 9 

12 1600 

1600 


110 - 

— 

— i 5; 5! 4 1 7 

12 1623 

1592 

i 

25.5; — 

— 

— ! 8 25! 15 . 21 

12 1623 

— 


1 346; — 

— 

- 1311} 14 ’ 11 

7 1623 1 

— 


51' - 



— 14! 16 1 .32 

44 1.594 

i 1,502 


148 - 

1 1 

— 14,211 29 1 38 

34 1.595 

i 1,592 


1588-90} Titus Andron* 
1592-4 |1 Henry VT. 
1.592-4 2 TIenry VI, 
1.592-4 '3 Henry VT. 
1.586-8 f5onl(‘ntion ' 
1586-8 True Tragedy 


VII.-PLAYS IN WHICH SlIAKSPERE WAS NOT SOLE AUTHOR. 


Tam. of Shrew 2671! .5161971 109 15 1 - i 260. 
Troilus and 0. 3486(1186202.5 190 ~ ' 16 441 

Timon of Ath. |2.3,58| .590 l.5(;0! 184 18 : - ' 2.57 

Pericles .. .. 2380 418 14361 225, 89 i - : 120 

Two Noble K. 27,34 1792468 51; - j a3 1079 


49 I 4il8l 22 i 23 


9:l9i 16 J 17 


Henry VIIL . J2754I 67?l261.3l 10'- I 12 'll9.5 [16i:Pr..Ij;p.l! 2!19i 18 i 3 j .32 llG23 ' I CdlH I 'IGIB* iHenry VTli. _ 


.5 

43 

1623 

160.0 

1609 

37 

1623 

- 

18 

I 6 O 91 

1608 


16.34 


,32 ! 

1023 



1.596-7 iTam. of Shrew 
1G04-^ [Troilus and Cl, 
1607-8 (Tirnon of Ath. 
1608* Pericles 
1612 Two Noble K. 


Poems ])nblisht:— Venus and Ad<mis^ 150,3; Luerere, 1504; Passmiofe Pihjrim, 1599; Phoenix and 
Tarih (in Chester’s Loven Mnrt}jr)^ 1001 ; ISonntfs^ ICOO, witli A T.nvvps Ctnnplaint, 


^ Euterd cue jear bcifore at Stationers’ Hall. 


Euterd two years before. * May be lookt*on as fairly certain. 



NOTES. 

P. i. — This is Professor Dowclen^s grouping of the Plays : — 

1. PKE-SlIAKSrKKKAN GKOI'T. 

(Touched by Shaksporc). 

I (Wood and flro), 

2. M AKUOWK-SlIAK.SIMatE GltOUl*. 

Early 2 & :i Hcnrn I ’l. (Ma?*Iovv('’s /,rcscm'p). 

History. liichdril III. (Marlowe’s injltunce). 

:k Eaiu.y Comedies 
/.ore's Ldhvui's I.ost. 

Errors. 

7'iro UcntU-wcn. 

Mf(/stiiHiner-J\’i(//if's Dr nn. 

1. Eakia' Tuagedv. 

Romeo ntul Juliet. 

f\ MlDDl.K JllSTOKY. 

Riehord 11. 

• • Kiuu John. 

(>. JMlDlil.E (^)MEl)Y. 

Jllirrhant of VenJe«‘. 

7. LA'PKii llisToiiY (History and Comedy united). 

1 2 l/eiin/ ir. 

lEnru V. 

S. fiAI KK C(LMKI»Y. 

(iroup (fi\ ItouKh and boisterous comedy. 

No Shreic. 
sadness. JMerru \l'h'vs. 

(/>). Kelined, joyous, lomanf ie Tic'o XohVv "Kinsmen. 

(3hserve I hiiv(‘ early, tniddle, and later History; early, iniddhs and later Comedy: and 
early, middle, and latcT Trag<‘dy ; and the idays might well he read, not only right through 
in ehroiiologh.il order, hnt also in those thrtu' lines chrono logically - 

(.^omedy. Tragn-dy. liistory. 

u a (f ^ 

h b h 

c c e 

P, Ixix. Lolil J}((C 0 H . — The ith^a of Lord Bacon’s haAdiig written Shakspere’s plays can 
ho ontert-jund oidy hy folk who know notJiing wliutever of (dtlier writer, or tin* crackt, or 
who enjoy tin* })aradox f>r joke. Poor Miss Ihdia Bacon, who starteal the notion, was no 
donht tln n mad, as sh<‘ was afterwards pi-oved to be when shut up in an asylum. Lord 
Palmerstou, with his Irish humour, naturally took to the theory, as he would have done to 
the sy^^'iHon that Benjamin Disraeli wrote the (^ospel of 8t. John. If Judge Holmes's 
book is not meant as a practical joke, like Archbisl)oj[) Whatcly’s Ilisforic Donbf.,% or [)ro()f 
that Napoleon nevea* Jivd, then lie must bo set down as charact(‘ristic-))lind, like some men 
are colour-bliifd. 1 doubt wlu*ther any so idiotic suggestion as this authorship of Shaksian-e's 
works by.^Ba(N>4<1uid ever been made before, or will oA cr ])0 made again, witli regard to 
either .Bacon or Sliaksperc. The tomfoolery of it is infinite. * 

P. I XX. — .Professor Do wden says 'Fhe first possible break in the Honnets 

is at No. ; the sc^cond possible (I don’t say actual) one is at No. 7-! ; tlie third possilde 
one at Ob. With 100 begins a new series, after three years from the first Sonnets. Beauty, 
Time, OHspring, Yc*i’se, (roodness, TiOVC,- - tliese are tlu^ toj)ics of the Sonnets. How shall 
beauty eoiKjuer time'? First, by hrfird (early Sonnets). Well, if you won't beget, then 
1*7 Versr.. Jhit in the end. Lore as Lovr is fhe, one eternal thiny., and tins love is founded on 
the* virtue of the soul, not the beauty of the face (last of the series, 12.')). That is the <m<l of 
the whole matt(*r.” But see now Professor Dow'den’s new edition of the Sonnets, with 
notes, spe( a aHv working out the connection between Sonnets 1 120 (Kegan Paul tt (k).). 
Get also Dowden’si shilling Shaks])ere Primer, Macmillans. Armitage Brown divides the 
Sonnets into six poems, each with its envoy: L, Nos. l-2f): U., .27-00; III., o(>-77 ; 
IV., 78 lOl ; Y., 102-12G ; VI, 127-152. He thinks 153-4 do not ndate to tho mistress 
of 127-152. 

P. Ixxiii. fFeeve/s Lines . — Professor (xuiz^t, in a note of February 3, 1877, suggested, 
tliat as speeidies of Brutus and Antony over Ciesar’s body were in Af)pian s Ctvd Wars, 
Hk. II., ch. cxxxvii. -cxlvii., and that book was englisht in 1578, I should look wliether tlu* 

1 P.S. — I have siiico in<;t with a most estimable lady, -full of useful j)mctic-aliti«‘S, a student of Hacon 
from her youth, who l)oli(*vos that he wrote Shakspere’.s works. This belief F t an only n^gard as a lament- 
able d(’lusioii, arisirg frtun imperfect knowledge of Shjikspero as s(‘en in his works, ihit my aequaintaneo’s 
collections of the parallelisms of thought and exprnswsion in Shak.spcrc and Bacon are full of interest and value. 


Musifuil Twelft h -Nif/h f. 
sadness. Much Ado. 

As You IJkc Jl. 

(Jaques the link to Ibo lu'xt group.) 
Discordant (e). Earnest. All's ]\\U. 
sadness. Bitter, dark. Measm e for Measure. 

Ironieal. Yroilu.s and (’re.ssida 

t^Nbiib I place here). 

9. Middle Tu.vc;ei>v ( 'rraK«‘d.\ of reilection). 
Julius Casar. Error and inistnrt um‘, rather 
Jlitnilel. than pasHion and crime, 

10. Later Tragedy Trailed v of pas.sion). 
JeuioiiHj' and murder. O! hello. 

Anibiiion and mnrd(‘r. Moebelh. 

I'lKratitude and jairrieide. Lear. 

Volnplnoiisne.s.s. Antony and (Jleopalra. 

HaiiKhtinesK (alienation from 

count ry). Coriohnius. 

]Viisanthroi»y (alienation from 

humanity). Timon. 

{Tinion is the climax.) 

11 . Bom.vncks. 

.Sketch Marina (1st Tempest). 

TeniiJr.st [Tempest again). 

Cymheli nr. 
printer’s Tale. 

12. Fragments. 



cxlii NOTES: APPUN ON CJESAR'S DEATH. GRANT WHITE ON **TR0JIUS AND CRESSTDA.” 


s|)(‘rc}ios wore in the euglisht version, as Wot^ver might have alluded to it, and not to Shakspere’s 
piny. On turning to the anonymous translation of the first books of Appian, publisht by H. 
liiniu'nian in lo78, 1 found tliat though a very long .speech by Brutus was given, yet' that 
was a day before Antony’s sJiort spo(‘ches to the people over the oorj)se, Vliile Antdny's 
eai lier spoi^ches to the Senate were inuoli longer. There was no such sharp (jontrast between 
tlie two oratoiV speeches as Shaksponj makes, and Weever alludes to. Moreovtu*, the 1578 
engli.sht Appian can never have been a popuhir book, and must have been somewhat out of 
date when Shakspere wrote liis ]>lay. Weever’s allusion must have been to something 
fr(^sh in folks’ minds in IGOl, and to .some long and striking speeches that at once followd 
Brutus’s, and were ainid at it, like Antony’s in the ])lay w(‘ro, and not to tlie .short “ plaine 
sjieeches .spoken agayiist tin? Soiate,” ite., and others to the ])eoplo, in the (‘ugli.slit Appian. 
But while I am cl(‘ar that AVecver’s allusion ^^'as to Shakspere, and not to A])pian, 1 am 
none thr less grabiful to my friend Professor (biizot for having pointed out, as .Mr. Watkiss 
Lloyd ha<l befon^ <lone in 1850 (Crlt. AW., 1875, p. 401), one of tlie po.ssible sourct^s, in 
Appian, of our gr(‘at point’s fajiious scene and speeche.s. As the 1578 Appiaji is very rare, 
I print(*(I tin; corps(* spcHiclies from it as the fourtli Ai)pendix to the S/iaksperii^Socif^tf/s 
Transdciions, 187.5-(I, Part JI. ^ 

P. Ixx.x, 1. 2. — Clrvarly. - Thi' following not(i was crowded out ^n setting : I Siiy 

‘ clevo’ly,’ without foj'getting the scandalous injustice of it. But the.se fellows’ prying 
irritated JIamlet, like I'oloJiiu.s’s did. He could ^’^et somebody ckse tt) kill ’eJji ; and at the 
moment gladly seizd the chauet^ of carrying out his before-forfiad re.solv'e. It was the noise 
behind •the airas over again. And, as on that occasion, Hamlet again puts on heaven 
the imirdcrs he commits: ^ Kveii in that’ — snj)plyiiig him with his fit .er’s .seal — ‘ wa.s 
Heav’n oidiiiate.’” — V. ii. 48. 

P. Ixxxiv, note 2. The late Prof(\s.sor J, Wilson (Christopher North) lookt on Jagu’s 
speccli about Othello’s e[)ilepsy as a. mere lie. Dr. Fngleby agrt3es. 

P. Ixxxviii. Troiltis and Crensida . — ‘‘ Troilns and Cressida is Shak<.*sp(3are’s wisest play 
in tlie way of worldly wisdom. It is filled choke-full of seuteutiou.s, and, in most cases, 
sliglitly satirical revelations of human nature, uttered with a. feliiaty of })hj*a.se and an 
iui[)re«.siveness of metaphor that make each one seem like a Ix^am of light shot into the 
recesses of man’s heart. Sucli are these : — 


‘ T n th(3 reproof of chance 
Lies th(3 true proof of men..’ 

‘ The Avoimd of peace i.s surety ; 
Surety stxnire ; hut modest doubt is called 
The beacon of the wise.’ 

‘ What is aught, but as ’tis valued r* ’ 

‘ ’T is mad idolatry 

To make the .service greater than the god.’ 

‘ A stirring dwarf wo do allowance give 
Before a sleeping giant.’ 


‘ ’T is ciTtain, greatness once fall’ll out with 
fortune ♦ 

I^Iust fall out with men too ; what the"(kfv^in’d 
is, 

lie shall as soon road in lh(‘ eyes of others 
As fold in his own fall; for men, like butter- 
flies, 

Show not their mealy wirh., but the 
summer ; ^ 

And not a man, for being simply man, 

Hath any lienor.’ 


Besides passages like those, there are othei’s of which the wi.sdom is iiuixtricably interwuveii 
witli the occasion.” ... * 

“ The undramatie character of I'roiJuji and Cressida, which has been already mentioned, 
appears in its stiuicture, its pei^onages, and its [mrpose. . . . There is also a singular 

lack of that ]>eculiar characteristic of Shake.sj>care’s dramatic style, the marked distinction 
and nice discrimination of tlie individual traits, mental and iiioml, of tin*, vaHous personages. 
Ulysses is the real hero of tlie play ; tlie chief, or, at least, the gi-eat purpose of wliich is the 
uttemneo of the Ulyssean view of life ; and in this j)lay Shakespeare is -Ulysses, or Ulysses 
Shakespeare. In all ids other plays Shakespeare so lost his personal consciousness in 
the individuality of his own crt‘ations that they think and feel, as well as act, like real men 
and women other than their creator, so that we cannot truly say of the thoughts and feelings 
which they express, that Shakesjjeare says thus oi' so ; for it is not Shakespeare who speaks, 
but they with his lips. But in Uly.sses, Shake.speare, acting upon a mere hint, filling up a 
mere traditionary outline, drew a man of mature years, of wide observation, of profoundest 
cogitative power, one who knew all the w(\‘ikiie.s.s and all the wiles of liuman nature, and 
who yet remained with blood unbitter(^l and soul imsoured — a man who saw through 
all shams, and fathomed all motives, and who yet was not .scornful gi his kind, not misan- 
thropic, hardly cynical except in pa,ssing moods; and what other man was this than 



NOTES t PKOFESSOE OJtANT WHITE ON ** TROILUS AND CRRSSIDA.^ 


Mini 


Sliakesi^eare himself? Wliat hail he to do when he had passed forty years, but to utter his 
own thouglits when he would find words for the lips of Ulysses ? Aufl thus it is that 
Troihis u)ul Cressida is Shakespeare’s wisest play. If wo would know what Shakspere 
thoisght of men and their niotiv^es after he reached maturity, we have but to read this dmma ; 
drama it is; but with what other character, who shall say? For, like thf^ world’s pageant, 
it is neitlu'r tragedy nor comedy, but a tragi-eomic history, in which lht‘ intrigues of 
atnorous men and light- o’dovcs and the brokerage of pandei*s are mingled with the delibera- 
tions of sages and the strife and the de^ith of heroes. 

“ The thoughtful readt^r will observe that Ulysses pervades the serious parts of the play, 
which is all Ulyssean in its Miought and language. And this is the reason, or rather the fact 
of the play’s lack of distinctive (Oiaracterisation. For Ulysses cannot sjieak all the time that 
he is on the stage ; and, tlierefore, the other personages, such as may, s|)eak Ulyssean, with, 
of course, such personal allusion and peculiar trick as a dramatist of Shakespeare’s skill 
could not leave them without for dilferonce. For example, no two men could he more unlike 
in character than Achilles and Ulysses, and yet the former, having asked the hitter what he 
is reading, he, uttering his own thought, says as follows with the subsequent r(*ply : — 


‘ U/j/fts. ^ A strange fellow la^re 

WriUis me : That man, how dearly ever parted,* 
How mucli in having, or witliout or in, 

Ganiiot make Ijoast to liavo that which ho hath, 
Nor feels not what lie owes^ hut hy reflection, 

As when his virtues shining upon otliers 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the tirst giver.’ 

, * Lc.y gifted, endowed with parts. 


* Achil. This is not strange, T’lysses. 

The boanty that is borne hero in the? face, 

The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others’ eyes ; nor doth the eye itself, 

"J’hat most pure spirit of sense, behold itself, 

Not going from itself ; hut e)’o to (.*y(< opi#osod, 
Salutes ejich other with each other’s form ; 
lA)r 8po(‘ulation turns not to itself 
Till it liath travelled, and is miiTor'd there 
Where it may see itself. This is not strange at all.’ 


Now^ tlics(3 specidu’s arc made of the same metal and coiiuMl in the same mint ; and 
they botli of tlunn liave tlie image and supei*sen])tion of William Sluikespcare. No w'ords or 
thoughts could be more unsuited to tliat bold, blo^xiy egoist, * tin* broa<l Achilles,’ tlian 
the re]dy ho iiiak<‘s to Ulys.ses ; but here Shakespeare w'as inendy using thi^ Oreik champion 
as a lay figure to utter his own thouglits, which are pei’fijctly in oharaidiT with tlie 
son of Autolycus. Ulysses thus flow%s ov(*r upon the whole smious part of the. play, 
Agame mnitf i, Nestor, tineas, and the rest, ail talk alik<‘, and all like Ulysst‘s. Tliat 
•Ulys'STSCli!}!?!} iks for Shakespeare will, 1 think, be doubted by no roadtir wlio has reached 
the second I’cading of this })lay^ by the way wliich J have pointed out to liiin. And why, 
-Indeed, should Ulysses not .speak for Shakespeare, or how could it be otlier Ilian tliat be 
should ? The •man who had written HaniJef^ King Otlirdlo^ and J/re7w//, if lie wished 

to find yj^sos*J<td only to turn bis mind’s eye inward ; and thus we have in tins drama 
Shakespean's oiiV piece of introsjiective w’ork.” Let Shakspere ’s worldly wisdom of 160G 
be in Ulys.ses. *His .spimt of the Fourth Period is not. God forbid tliat U I^^sses, - -not 
Prospero, -and (b'essid, i/ot Imogen, Ileriuione, Perdita, should give us our hist ini[>r(\ssioii 
of Shakspere ! I give up the tlieory of two dates to Troilus find Cressida. 

P. (ux, note G. Miss Hickev defends the (jituini for daisies as an archaism, like 
Milton’s “ quaint enamelld eyes,” and quotes, — 


And thiai hyi^omcth the grfuindo so proiidc 
That it W'olu lift VO a jicwe wbroudo, 

And maketh so qiu‘}J'nt his robe, and fain*, 
That it had hexv^s an hundred payro.” . . . 


“ There sproiigc the violete al lu w'o, 

And fresshe pervyuko ryohe of howo. . . 

Fill gaye was all the groundo, and qnnpit, 
iVnd poudved, as men had it pi'yiit.” . . 

liomnunt of the Kosvy p. 61, cd. U. Jb'll. 


P. cxiv. Edward 111. Fi’oissart and Jean le Bel. — Mr. W. G. Ston(‘ writi's ; — 
‘‘ Frois.sart follows Jehan lo Bel almost verbally in his account of Edward’s visit to the castle 
of Salisbury after the retreat of the King of Scots^ He adds the chess game between tlie king 
and counti'ss, and the story of the ring.' At the luid of clui]). 50, in which the visit 
is related, Jidian lo Bel promises the .story of the Vouiitess’s \ iolatioii. F’roi.ssart alters this 
into a promise to give a descri])tion of the tourAiment held hy Edward lor love of the 
countess. Jehan lo Bel, in cliap. (H, also descrihes^ie touriiaiuent in much the same terms 


* In the Amiens 



NOTES: MR, STONE ON EDWARD JIi: 


SHAKSPERE’S RELIGION AND ROOKS, 


as Froissart uses. In chap. Hf), 1<* Bel narrates tliat during the absence of the earl in 

Brittany, Fid ward paid a s(.‘eond visit to the countess on the ])retoxt of inspecting the 
defenc(‘s of the country. The cuuiit(*ss received liiin, althougli unvvelcoiuo, with courtesy. 
The* king renewd his suit, }»ut faild. WJien tJu^ night was come, and lie knew the countess 
was in lu r cliamb(;r, and evtuy one in the castle was asleep, Jh^ rises, and ordering his 
cluiinberhiins not to disturl) him, goes to the countess’s room, wlna-e, after closing the door 
of tlie (jrft'(/fi-rohe, in or<l(‘r to pi*(;veiit her ladies from coming to Ina* assistance, hi? stops her 
mouth and elfects his purpose. The n(‘xt day he returned to Bondon without a word, 
cocroKssv' cc qn'il nrnit cotntnis. After this the king goes to Brittany, 

and returns to England witli the Eai’l of Salisbury. The earl on jvaching liis honii; 
is received by tlj* countess with eonstrainiHl cheerfulness, but wlicn they i-etire ibr tliii 
night she tells liim tin? whole story. lie says that he cannot remain in England after 
tills dishonoui- ; she shall have half his lands for h(?r support and their child's whom he 
commits to her care. They lament togethiu*, and the carl departs for London, taking with 
him his son. He appeal’s i)efore the king, ainl after reproaching Ed vvai’d foi* his ingratitude, 
and pj’iMlieting that it will bi? an eternal Idot on his name, the earl commends his young son 
to the king's pi-otection, and leaves the ccairt. The earl entei’s into the si?i’vi(?e of the King 
of Sjiaiii, who was then at war with the King of (Jramida, and dies at the sii^ge of Algesiras. 
Jeha.n supposes that the countess did not long survivi? him. M. Polain, the editor of Jehrn 
le Bel, says that his jiartiality for Edward wovdd have led Jehau to exjuvss any doubts 
he fi?lt about this story, and that it is confirmed by the chronicles of Flaiidiu’s.” 

r.,cxx. SJtifhp^^rp^ one of the meane'' folk^ taade a King's Player. In IGOI Gil]>ei*t 
Dugdah? says, in his Time Trbnnp/Htnt, of James 1., “not onely to the inditlereiit of worth 
ami tlie worthy of honor, did he freely doale about thiese causes [gi\'ing honours tb gentlom6?n 
and lords], but to the meane gave grace, as taking to him the late Tjord Chainbm-laine’s 
Servants, now the King’s Actors ; the yu(?ene taking to her the Earle of Worst(U’’s Servants, 
that are now her Actors; the Prince, their Sonni*, Henry Prince of \Vah‘s, full of hojie, 
tooke to him the Earle of Nottingham his Servants, who are now his Actors ; so that of 
Lords Servants, thiy are now the Servants of the King, Queime, and Prince.” — Nichols's 
Progresses qt'J (ton’s /., i. lid. 

P. (‘xxix. Sli(iksj)ere's Books. The chief of these are given in the account of the sources 
of each play in this lulroductioii. 1 divide Shakspere’s books into his trade- or ])lot-oncs — 
thosi? that he used directly for his business, as the Memvekmi, Cottfentlon, 2'rae Tragedy^ 
Trouhlesotne Raigne^ A Slirei(\ Jloiinshed., Plutay'cRs Jyives^ Italian story-books, 
leisure or occasional books, from which he took bits only, the Bible, Marlowe, Montaigne, 
Lviv, Harsnet, J 100 Merrn Tales, ifec. Sec my Forewords to Marcus Ward's Shaksperc^ 
and Holy Writ, 1881. 

P. exxx. Shitkspere's Religion. He de(;lares his belief in immortality \yhe]\^he speaks 
for himself in his Sonnet I Ki, his i-emonstrance with his own soul — 

“Si> slialt thou feed on Beuth, tluit feeds on in(?n. 

And Jkuth once dmd, there ’.v no more di/inrj then." 

^Vgainst this we cannot set Jus saying for Prospero, “ Our little life is rounded with a sloop,” 
not only becausi? that is a sleej) from which men may lie waked, but because Prospero's 
dissolution of “tin? great globe itself” implies a reference to Revelation xx. 11, and xxi. 1, 
where “a newe heaven and a newe earth” an? to take the place of those that “were passed 
away,” and whose “ [dace was no more found,” and because Prospero's dc'claration that 
“Every third thought shall be my grave” surely means that he lookt on this life as a 
preparation for a future one. At the same time no ono can fairly put ^town as Shakspere’s 
own belief all the biblical and superstitious utlerances in his characters’ moutlis in his plays. 
His dramatic voici?, of course, does not always speak his own beliefs. Yet such is his 
“ saturation with the Bible story,” so thoroughly does it “seem as much jiaH of him as 
his love of nature and music, bubbling out of him at every turn,”^ that I, with some 
reluctance, conclude that he held in the 'main the orthodox layman's belief of his day. 
See my Forewords to Bhakspere and Holy Writ, Marcus Ward, Is. 

d FREDK. J. FURNIYALL. 

Fehimary l\, ISH, (Partly Revised* Jan. — July, 1881.) 
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^Ijafespere's Will. 


JN THE PROBATE HEGISTRV, EOMEHSET HOUSE, LONDON.^ 


VicESiMO quilito die [Januarii] Martii, anno regiii domini nostri fl.tooni, nunc regis Angliae, kc., 
(lecimo quarto, et Scotise xlix’, annoque JGId. 

' 'l\ Wmi ShacksprjMik. 

• In tlu^ name of God, Amen! 1 William Shaekspoaio, of Stiatfoi*.! upon Avon in the countie 
of Warr., gont., in perfect health and memorie, God bo praysed, doe make and ordayne this iny last 
will and testament in inanner and forme followeing, that ys to snyc, fiirst, I coiuotkI my aoule into 
the handes of God my Creator, hoping and aasure(ilie bedeeving, through thonelio mentes, of Jesus 
Christo my Sj\vioiir, to be made partaker of lyfo f;verla«tmge, and i»^y bodyo to the (larth whereof yt 
ys marie. It(‘.rn, I gyve and bequeath unto my [s«nino and] daugliKu* Judyth one hundred and fyftio 
poundes of lawfull English money, to be paied unto her in the manner and forme foloweing, that ys 
to saye, one hundrcrl poundes in discharge of her marriage porcton >vit)jin one yeare after my deceas, 
with eonsideracion after the rate of twoe vshilUnges in the pouiui for soe long tyiiie as the suimc shalbr* 
unpaieci unto her after iny decoas, and the fyftie poundes residwe thci*eof upon her surreudring of or- 
gy ving of such sufficient securitio as the overseer's of this my will shall like of, to surrender or 
graunte all Iku- estate and right that shall discend or come uritt) her afte.r my doceas, or lliat shee 
nowo hath, of, in, or to, one eopiehold tenement(% with thappurteiiaunccs, lyeing and being in 
Stratford upon Avon aforosaitKl in the saitnl countyo of Warr., being pa,i-cell or holden of the 
maniiour of liowington, unto my daughter SusuniiH Hall and Jier hei^^s for ever. Item, I gyve and 
my saied claugliter Juclith ono hundred and fyftio poumlcH inoi’o, if shee or aide issue 
of Juir hbdio be lyvingo att thend of three y^eares next ensueing the daie of the date of this my will, 
'Erring wdiioh tymo my exeentours are to paie her con.sideiacion from iny deceas according to the, 
rate at'oresaied ; and if she dye within the saied tearnui without issue of her bodye, then my will ys, 
and I (loo gy^j aii^,^equcath one hundred poundes thereof to my nec^eo Elizabetli Hall, and tlie fiftie 
poundes to he sett --burth hy my executours during the lief of my sister Johane Harte, and the use 
and proffitt thereof comingej;lialbe payed to my saied sist(3r Jone, and after her deceas the saied 1.^' 
shall remaine amongst the .children of my saied sister, equal! ie to bo divided amongst them; but 
if my saied daughter Judith bo lyving att thend of the saied three yeai*(\s, or anieyssue of her bodye, 
then my will ys, and soe T devise and be<|Uoath the saied hundred and fyftio poundes to bo sett out 
hg ing executours and overseers for the best benefitt of her and her issue, and the stock not to he pjijed 
unto lier soe long as she shalbe maiTvod and covert baron [by my executours and overseers] ; but 
my wU] ys, that shf^ shall liave the eonsideracion yearclie paied unto her during lier lief, and, after 
«^r den'as, the saied stockc and eonsideracion to Iwo paied to her children, if she have aiiio, and 
if not, to lier executours or assigiies, she lyving the saied terme after my dece;as, Provided that yf 
suche husbond as she s^iall att thend of the .saied three years be marrytd unto, or att anie after (sic), 
(Joe suflicientlie assure unto her and thissuo of her bodie Landes awnsw oreable to the porcion by this ui y 
will g 3 ’'von unto her, and to bo adjudged soe by my executours and overseers, then my will ys, that 
the said cl.'^’ shalbe paied to such husbond as shall make such assui-anco, to his owne use. item, 
I gyve and beipieatli u^ito my saied sister Jone xxJ'- and all my wealing appamdJ, to be paied and 
d(divered within one yeare after my deceas; and I doe will and (h^vise unto lu^r (lie house with 
thappurtcnauncos in Stratford, wherein she dwellethlfor lier natural! lief, under the yearlie rent of 
xij.‘*' Tt(un, T gyve and bequeath unto h(^r three s^iAnes, William Harte, - • - Hart, and Michael! 
Hiirte, fyv^ pounds a peece, to be paied within one^yeare after iny fleccas [to bo sett out for hci- 
within one ye«are after my deceas by my (^xciuitoui-s, wfiE,h thadvisc and directions of my overseers, for 
her best profftt, untill her manage, and then the sanx\3 with the inmtase thei’oof to be paied unfo 

\ 

• The wordf5 which hare been erimivl are put between brackets ; tl'joHc wliieli have been interlined are printed in italics. 



SUAKSPERE’S WILL. 


her]. Iteui, I gyve and bequeath unto [lier] the mied Klizaheth Hall, all ray plate, except my brod 
diver and (jilt hole^ that I now have att the date of this ray will. Item, 1 gyve and bequeath unto 
the pooro of Stratford aforesaied term poundes ; to Mr. Thomas Combe my sword; to Thomas 
llussell esquier fyvo poundes ; and to Krauncis Collins, of the borough of Warr. in the countio 
of Warr, g< 5 ntl(‘nian, tliirteene pouiuh^s, sixe shillingcs, and eight pence, to Iwi paied within one ycare 
afktr my decoas. Item, I gyv(^ and bfM|Ucath to [Mr. Richard Tyler tliclder] Uaurdett Sadler 
xxvj.^* viij.‘^* to buy him a riiige ; to William Rmjmlaes, gent,, xxvj,^- to buy him a ringe : to 

ray godson William Walker xx'* in gold ; to Anthonyo Nasho gent., xxv]J‘ viij.*^* ; and to Mr. John 
Nikshe xxvj/* [in gold]; and to my fellowea John llemyngea, Richard Burbage, and Henry 

Gundell, .rxty.*' mijj^ a pcece to buy them rwges. Item, I gyve, will, bequeath, and devise, unto my 
daughter Susanna Ifall, beUnr enabling of her to perforrne this my will, ami towards the performans 

thereof, all tliat ciipitall inessuage or tenernente with thappurtenaunces, in Stratford aforesaid, 
called the New Place, whcji cdn 1. nowe dwell, and two messuageH or tenernent(;s with thappurte^iaunces, 
scituat, lyoing, and being in Htuiloy streeks within tlio borough of Stratford aforesaied ; and all 
my barnes, stables, orchardes, gardens, landes, teneinentes, and iK^reditamentes whatsoever, scituat, 
lyeing, and being, or to be liad, rccoyvcd, percc 3 ^Td, or taken, within tlie townes, haraletos, 
villages, lieldcs, and groundea, of Stratford upon Avon, OldstnJi'ord, Buslioptun, and WelcomlK^, 
or in anio of them in the .saied countie of Warr. And alsoe all that messuage or teneraente 
with thappurtiraainico.s, wherein one John Robinson dwelleth, sfdtuat, lyoing and being, in the 
Blackfriers in London, nere the Wardrobe; and all my other landes, teuomentes, and here- 
ditarnentes whatsoever, To have and to hold all and singuler the saied premisses, with theirc^ 
appurtenaunces, unto the saied Susanna Hall, for and during the tonne of her naturall lief, and after 
her deceas, to tlie first sonne of her bodio lawfullio yssueing, and to the heiros males of the l)odie of 
the saied first sonne lawfullie yssuoinge ; and for defalt of such issue, to the second sonne of, her 
bodie lawfullie iasueinge, and to the heires males of the bodie of the .saied second sonne lawfullio 
ysaueingo ; and for defalt of such heiros, to the thinl sonne of the bodio of the saied Susanna lawfullie 
yssueing, and of the lieires males of the bodie of the saied lliird sonne lawfullie yssueing; and for 
defalt of such issue, the same soe to be and remaine to the llburth [sonnet], fiyfth, sixte, and seaventh 
sonnes of her bodie lawfullie issueing, one after another, and to the hoires males of the bodies of the 
saied fourth, fifth, sixte, and seaventh sonnes lawfullio yssueing, in such manner as yt ys befon^ 
lymitted to bo and romainc to the fii*st, second, and third sonns of her bodie, and to theire hcii’es 
males ; and for defalt of s\ich issue, the said premisses U> he and l emaino to my sayed nceco Hall, and 
the heires males of her bodie lawfullie yssueing ; and for defalt of sucJi is.suo, to my da^ifa ^r Judith, _ 
and the heiros males of her bodie lawfullio issucinge ; and for defalt. of such issue, to thorig;ht heires 
of me the saied William JShackspearc for ever. Item, I gyve unto my tvirf my second best bed with 
furniture. Item, I gyve and })equeath to my saied daughter Juclitli ray broad silvejr gilt bole. All 
the rest of ray gocxles, chattel, leases, plate, jewels, and household stutVo whatsoever, alitor my dettes 
and legasies paied, and my fimorall expenses dischardged, 1 give, devise, and hoqt^hth tc^iny sonne in 
lawe, John Hall gent., and my daughter Su.sanna, his wiof, whom I ordaino aiuf^make executours of 
tiiia my last will and testament. And I doe intreat and appoint the Thomass Russell esquier 
and Frauncis Collins gent, to be overseers hereof, and doe revoke all former wills, and publishe this 
to be my last will and testament. In witness whereof I have hereunto put my [scale] luind, the daio 
and yeare first abovewritten. 

P*y me William Shakspeare. 

Witnes to the publyshing hereof, 

Fra: Collyns, 

JuLYUS Shawk, 

John Rojunsox, 

Hamnet Sadlkr, 

' Robert W h attco it. 

Probatum coram magistro Williehno Ryrde, legum dootore comiss. <kc. die mensis Junii, 

anno Domini 1016, juramonto Johanni.s HfJl, unius execiitorum, Ac. cui Ac. do bene Ac. jurat, 
reservat. potestate Ac. Susanna Hall, alteJi executorura Ac. cum vcncrit petitur. Ac. (Inv. ex.) 



TITUS ANDRONIOUS. 


hUA M A VIS 

SatI’ liNlNUS, St}n to the lot*- Knnttrto' of 
*luuof\ 

1 >ASS 1 AM'S, Jiroffo t' to Sotn t‘/t utos. 

Tn'i's A N i)i{ON j('rs, (f noh/r Ifonutti. 

^j.\!:(M s A xDiioNicrs, Urothfr to Titux. 

J.icns, I . • 

A ‘ ’ ' • Sints to Tifnx A io/rono-tix. 

M\i{’i'n s, / 

:\JiTMS. ) 

Voimii; Lrr[i:s. <f I*oi(. Sou to Lunns. 

Sou to Mort'us A udronivus. 

. I'AiiLirs.’^/, L'<oh<(u. 


rsnsoxj:. 

AlAHHI'S, 1 

.1 )KMKTitirs, , Sous to Tutunru. 

(•IllUON, I 

Aaiiox, ((, Moor. 

A i’apluiu, Tribunr, Mrssfoujcr, uud (down; 
Jtouufus. 

(foths uml Iiouiuus. 

Tamoka, Qurfuf of the (!ofhs. 
li.WiNiA, Daufitrr to Titus A udnuticuiy. 
.Vurse, uud <h tihivk ('hdd. 


I Kiusnu’u <f 'Titus, Snu(1(n's, Trdm urs, Ojiicars, 
i So/(/ivrs, out/ Af{i’)tdu'uts. 

Si'KXi. l\oMK, ami tla* (/ouiitrv' near it. 


A(^T 1 . 


ScF.xr. I. — liouK*. 

Siourisft, Enb r flw Trduuo's uud Srnutors 
u!ift : uud tiu u rutio' Sati’Rninc'h (HiAl his 
— ' - .,/v</Aw\/\s‘ at out' door^ uud J>\ssi\Nrs uud 
/(is Sol/oirrrs ((t tfir other, tvilk drum uud 
('(flours. 

Sot. ])a.i l•icialls, patrons of uiy riiL^Iit, 

I )»'fi‘n(l ol‘ iny caiiso with arms ; 

And, coiiutryni/ii, my loviiii^ followers, 

Plead my sueeessivt* iitlv witli your swords. 

I a.m Ids tii-st-horn soii,^iiat was the last 
Tiiat wore, the imptaaal diadeiii of Rome : 

'J’hmi ](‘t my lather's honours live iii me, 

Nor wronti; mim^ atje with lids imligJiity. 

Bass. Komans, friends, followei's, lavounn-s 
^ of my right, 

If evei’ Rassiauus, (Cesar’s son, | 

\V(‘re gracioj^s in ilu* eyes of royal Itome, 
Keep then this passage to the Capitol ; 

And sullei* not dishonour to .approach 
'riio hiipei ial seat, to virtue consecrate, 

Po justice, eontiiKmce, and iiohility : j 

Ihit let (h'.sert in pfir(' election shine ; j 

And, Eoinan.s, fight foi- freedom ijj your | 
choice. j 

Enter Maj{(?i;s Axduomcu.s, aloft, irith the | 

crouur I 

Marr. Pi’inces, that strive by factions and , 
by friends 


Ambitiously for rule and t‘ni]>ery, 

Know, tliat tla; piaiple of Honn‘, for wljom 
W(‘ stand 

A special parly, have by common voi(a*, 

In election for the Roman emptay, 

( 'ho.sen Androidcus, surjiamed Pius, 

Por many good and great di'serls to Pome : 

A nobler man, a braA'er wai’i'ior, 

Iiiv(*s not this day within the city walls. 

Ib^ by (la* senate is accited liome, 

Prom weaiy wars ag.ainst the bai*ba)-ons 
Coths ; 

That, with his sons, ji teia-or to our fo(‘s, 

Hath yok’d a nation strong, train’d u]> in 
arms. 

Ten years are .spmit since* tirst he undei-took 
'rids causi* of Pome, and chasti.si'd with 
arms 

Our mieiides' jiride : live times he liath I'C' 
turn’d 

Bl(‘eding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 
In Collins from tlu^ held ; 

And now' at hunt, laden with lioimm 's spoils, 
lh‘turns the good Androni<‘us (o Pome, 
lleiioW'iK'd Titus, Ikiurisliing in arms, 
lit us (‘utre.at,- hv Jiommr of his naim*, 
horn worthily you w’ould have now succeed, 
Ami in (la* (^apitol .and siaiate’s rigid, 

Wllom you preteml to lioiiour .and adore, • 
Thai yon witlidi'aw you, and abate your 
' .strength: 


1 



Act 1. 


TITUS aNDIIONICUS. 


SCKNK TI 


Dismiss your folhjwo'.rs, ami, as suitors should, 
IMoad your deserts in j)eaee and liuiiihh'iiess. 
Sdt. ]Iow lair tlu* trihiim* sjM'aks to calm 
m y (liouj^hts ! 

Bass. Marcus Androuicus, so 1 do ally 
111 thy u]>rii(htn(*ss ami iiit(\i;rily, 

Ami so J lov(‘ and hoiioni* ihi“e and 
Thy nohle hi’other Thus and his sous, 

And h(;r to whom mv llioUL,dits ar(‘ humbled 
all, 

(irachuis La-vinia, Konio’s rieli ornammit, 

"I'hat .1 will h(‘r(* dismiss my l(»vini( Iriiuids ; 
And to my l’ortum‘’s and I la* j)(‘oj)h‘’s favour 
(.V)inmit my <*aiis(* in l.alamu* to Im* wm'i^Ji’d. 

I Abv /Oi'/ //o' /'o//oCV'y‘s (tf I>ASSIANI S. 
Sat. fh’iemls, (liat ha\H' beiai thus for\vai‘<l 
in my lii^lit, 

r thank you all, and h(*re dismiss you all ; 

And lo lh(‘ Iov(‘ and t’avoui' of my <‘ountry 
(\)mniit iViysoir, my )M*rsoii, and tin* causo. 

[yf.rc/o/Z thr Faffotn-rs rV’ S a'IT' HN IM'S. 
Monu‘, be as just and gracious unto im% imi 
A s I am conlidenl. and kind to tluM/. — | 

Oj)(*n the ,gut(*s, ami hd. im^ in. 

B((ss. Ihnbunes, ami me, a poor comjxditor. | 
yr/aa/ (JO Kj) ia(o the, ScKijtf-Jioasf. 


ScKXK IT.- The Same. 

F.ohr a (Japi((h(.^ <(ud (Uhcrs. 

i\(p. Uoinans, make way 1 Tlu' good 
Andi'onicus, 

Fati'on of virtue. Rome’s best chani]»imi, 
Successful in th(‘ batth'S th.at la* tights. 

With honour and with foi-tum? is return'd 
fh'om wla're h(^ circumscribed with his sword, 
And brought to yoke, the emmiies of Ibuiie. 

Fomid ih'Kins am! trainj)pJSj and (/((‘.n rntvr 
ttru e/ 'flTrs’s Sons. Ajftr them- (n^o }frn. 
h'arin(i a ro/J/if corrrrd n'lfh Iditrk ; thru 
tino otin-r Sons. ^I/?C7’ Ua^ni 'FlTUS Ax- 
DltoNt<'i:s: and th*‘n Tamoua, n'dh Alak- 
BUS, (hiiHOX, Dkmktiiius, Aauox, nnf! 
otiaa' (ioths, ]>risonf rs : Siddirrs and J*('ojd(' 
fol/on'inj. TInjf srt dou'n tJa> cojjhij and, 
Titus speaks. 

Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious ^n thy mourn- 
ing weeds ! 

Lo I as the bark, that hath dischargM he/, 
fraught. 

Returns with precious lading to the bay, 
From wlimure at first shi‘ weigh’d l/er 
audio rage, 

Cometh Androuicus, boiiml with lai/rel 
boiiglrs, 


To rti-salute his country with his tears, 

'l\*ai*s of true joy fur his return to Rome. « 
Thou gr<‘at (hdimder of this (^ijutol. 

Stand gracious to the rit(*s that we intend ! 
Romans, iivi' and twiaity valiant soils, 

Half of the iiumbci* that Iving Rriam had, 
Ihdiold the poor rcanains, a.li\(‘, and dead ! 
The.si*, that survive, h‘t Rome reward with 
love ; 

The.se, that I bring unto tlieir l.-itest hoim‘, -a) 
With bui’ial .among.st tlu ii* ama'stors. 

H(‘re (loths have gi\a‘n im‘ h‘av(‘ to sk<\ath 
my swoinI. 

Titus, unkind, and eareh‘ss of thine own, 
Wdiy snlh‘r\st thou thy sons, nnbniiisl yet, 

To ho\er on tib‘ dreadful shon^ (T Styx f- 
Make way to lay th(.'m by tlKUi* brethren. 

[77/C ionth is Oj/f‘/frd. 
Tlau'e grisd. in silems*, as tla^ d(;ad ari^ wont, 
And .sieej) in p(\‘ic«‘, slain in yonr eoiintryV 
w.ars : 

O saensl rtH‘c‘ptai‘l(‘ of my joys. 

Sweet ei'll of vi]‘tm‘ .and nobility, 

How many sons of niim^ liast thou in store, 
Th.at thou wilt ne\er laaulcr to im‘ mort* I 
/an:. Civ(‘ us tla* ])]'(.)iid(‘st; prisoma* ol‘ i 
(loths, 

'rha,t wc m.ay h(*w his limbs, and on a ])ih^ 

Ad 'nndH's /nttrn in srua-ifua* bis llcsb, 
lh‘fo!'<* tliis c.ai’tby jirisoii of tluai' bones ; 

That so the shadows be not' nna])p(‘as’d, 

Xor W(^ disturb’d with ])rodigies on "f'.uLlli.— " 
Tit. I give him you, the, nol)l(*st tlaaf, sin- 
Mves, 

'riM‘ eldest son of (his dislr(‘ssi'd i^neen. u, 
Tain. Stay, Roman lyri'tlnnMi ! 
eompieroi', 

N'ietorions 'ritus, riu' th(‘ teai’s T slaal. 

.V motlua’s teals in pf'ssion foi* her .son : 

And it tliv .sons weia' e\a‘r d<*ar to thia*, 

( >, think my son to as dear to me. 

Sullicidli not, tliat w(‘ are brought to Rome, 
To beautify tliy triumphs ami return, 

(aiptivi^ to the.(*. ami to lliy Roman yoke ; 

Jbit iiiii.st my .sons be slaugliter’d in tli(‘ 
streets, 

For valiant doings in tlitur /country’s cause / .'io 
() ! if to light for king ami eommonweal 
W(*ro piety in tliim', it is in t]ies(‘. 

.Vndroiiicus, stain not thy tomh witli blood : 
WTlt thoii di-aw near thi^ nfalure of the gods'? 
Draw near them then in being merciful : 

SwiMit mercy is nobility’s true liadge; 
Tbricc'-iioble Titus, sjiare iny hrst-born son. 

Tit. Patient younself, madam, and pardon 
me. 

These arti their brethren; whom you Cotlis 
beheld 



Act L 

A]iv(‘, iiiid (lead ; and for tlieii* slain 

l\elj.<^n()iisly tliey ask a sacrifier : «ii 

To this your sou is inarkM, a-ud di<i lu' unisi, 
To appease^ (licir gi’oanini^ shallows that arc; 

gOIK^ 

Lur. Away witli him ! aud make a< iir(‘ 
straight ; 

Aud with <mr swords, u) u a ]>il(‘ of wood, 
l^«‘t 's Jk^w Ids Jiuil.)S, till they he clean eon 
sniu’d. 

\/Cx(Mtnt Li cius, QrjNTi’s, M \irrirs, 
(Uid Munrs, n'iik Ar.Aina's. 
7c>/o (.) ei iu'l, irreligious piety I 
67//. AVas (n er Scythia half so l/arharous 't 
Drnt. Oppost^ not Scythia to aiiihitious 
ivom<‘. 

Alarhus goes to rest, aud we* survive r** 

d\> treiiihh^ inider 'Idtus’ ihreateuijig look. 
n"ht‘u, madam, stand i-<‘sol\’d; hut ho|)e 
wif.lial, 

'fla‘ self same gods that a.i'ndd tlu' of 

Tr« »y 

Wit h opportujdty of sharp r<‘\'(*iig<‘ 

6 poll tli(‘ 'riiraeiaii tyrant in his temt. 

May lavour Taiuora, the (.^)ue<‘n of (Motlis 
(Wdieu thahs w<*re (loths, aud d'ainora was 
t|ueen), 

To <juit the hloody wrongs upon her fo(‘.s. 

Iu> rufrr Li cirs. (^)iiiN"n:s, Maktics, (uhI 

Mi 'i’lUS, U'lth then' .sz/v/zv/.s* bUnxIy. 

6//r. N^e, lord and fathei*, how we have 
j lei't'oriuM 

t)ur Itoiuaii jites. Alarlais’ linihsare lopp’d, 
>\ud (“Utrails feed the saeritieing lire, m 

Whose .sTnok* , like incense, doth p(‘rfuni(‘. the 
sks'. 

Heniaineth nought, hut to iiiter our bndhreu, 
And with loud ’laruins w(*lcoim* them to 

Hoi 11 ( 3 . 

776 Let it he so ; a.ml let Audrojiicus 
Make this his latest farewell to their souls. 

[ 7Vv/.///y/c/.s' ,sv*//////c</^ iimJ fftf' rol/ijts 
laid. In tiir tomh. 

Jn p(‘a(3e aud honour r(^st you lu're, my sous; 
Home’s r(‘a(ji(3st ehaiiijiions, re[)ose you here 
in r(\st, ^ 

S(‘eure from worldly eliauc(3S ami inishajis I 
H(*rt3 lurks no treason, h(‘re no envy swells ; 
il(»re grow no damned di ngs ; heri* are no 
storms, JM 

No noise, hut sil(3nee and eternal slee]>. 

Ill peace and lionour r(3st you Iit3n3, my sons ! 

Enter Lavinia. 

L(U\ In ]i(3ace and honour live Lord Titus 
long ; 

My noble lord and father, live in fame. 


Sc’EXE II. 

Lo I at this Tomh my irilmtary teai-s 
I reud<*r for my hieihren’s ohs<3(piies : 

And at thy l(*et 1 kiUMl, with t(‘ars of joy 
Shed on the (3arth for thy retinn to lh>m(‘. 
j () I hh*ss 111(3 hi‘r(3 with thy \ ietorious hand, 

\\ hos(‘ fortune Hoim* s best eiti/.ons applaud. 
776 Kind Home, that hast thus lovingly 
ivserv’d 

Till* cordial of mine age to glad my lieart. I 
Lavinia, liv(3 ; outlivi^ thy father’s days. 

^Vnd fam(‘’s (‘ternal dat(*, for virtue's piaisc I 

Ejih'r AIakciis A.ndkomccs. Sati kmm's, 
HasSIANL'S, ttjul nthers. 

Mare. liOng liv(‘ I^ord I’it us, my h(‘lo\cd 
I brother, 

I (Ji'acious triumpher in tla* eyt‘s of Hoim* ! 

776 'riianks, gentle tribum*, iH»bh‘ brotliei 
A I arcus. 

.I/u/v*. .And wclcoim*, neplu'ws, Trom sue 
ct3ssful wars, 

You that survive*, and yon that sleep in faim*. 
Hair lords, your fortunes arc alike in all, in 
That in your •country's scrvii^c; drew yoin* 
swords ; 

.Hut safer t)‘imn]>h is this fnm'ral pomp, 

’^riiat liath asjiir'd to Solon’s hajipim^ss, 

And triumphs ()V('r (*hane(' in honour's IxmI. 

I Titus Androiiieus, th(‘ p(opl(* of Hoim*, 

! Whose friend in justice thou hast ev(‘r he(‘n. 
j S(‘iid th(M* by nu*, tla ir tribnm* ami tluiir 
I trust. 

Tin's palliainent of wdiit(* and spotl(*ss hue, 
.And miim* tliec* in (‘hx'tion for tin* t'lnpire, i:>o 
Witli thes(‘ onr late d(*(*t*ased (‘inp(‘ror’s sons. 
He ('(Ufdldfffns then, and put it on, 

.And helj) to S(‘t a IknuI on h<*adl(*ss Hoim*. 

77/, A better h(*ad In*!* glorious body tits, 
'Ilian his that shaki‘s for age and f(*ehhMi(‘ss. 
What should I (hm this rohe, and tronhle 
you i 

i>e eliosi'ii w ith prot^hiiualioiis to day, 

'fo morrow yield ii]> ruh*, rt'sigii my lif(‘, 

And s(*t abroad n(3W l)nsim‘ss for you all ( 
Home, J haA'e ht;(*n thy soldi(3r forty y(‘ajs, i:i<i 
And led my country's strength sueeessfiilly, 
And buried oiu3-aiid-tw'(‘iity valiant sons, 
Knighted in Held, slain manfully iu arms. 

In right and servicii of their nohl(3 eouiitry. 
(i}ivt3 me a stall of honour for niim* ag(‘, 

Hilt not a S(3(‘ptre to control tin* world ; 
Upright h(3 held it, loj'ds, that held it lasL 
Marc. Titus, thou shaft obtain and ask th(i 
('mp(*ry. 

Saf. IVoud and amhitioiis trilmne, canst 
tlion t(*ll t 

Tit. Patience, Piim3(3 Saturiiiiius. 

Aat. Koinaiis, do me right.— 


TITLS ANDHONICUS. 



A(vr 1. 


TITU 8 A N DKONIOUS. 


SCKNK II. 


T^itriciaiis, draw your swords, and sliratJic 
tlioiii nut 

'I'ill Satnrninns be Koine’s einjKa-or. — na 

Andronieiis, ’would tlioii wi‘rt sliij)|»\l to hell, 
ibitlier than rob me of the peoplc^’s h<‘arts. 
Lac. Proud Saturnine, inttaruptta- of the 
gootl 

That noble-mindi‘(l Titus nnians to tliee ! 

Tit. Content tliee, )»rinct;: I will restore 
to tlieo 

The peopl(fs hearts, and wean them from 
themselv(‘s. 

Bans. Andronieus, 1 <lo not flatten- thee, 
But honour tliee, and will do till i die : ir>o 

My f;u:tion if thon strengtluju with tliv 
frituids, 

I will most thankful bi^ ; and tlianks to men 
Of noble minds is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Konui, and iioblij tribun(*s 
ijeVe, 

I ask your voic(\s and your sulfrages : 

Will you bestow tht*m friendly on Audro- 
nieus i 

Trib. To gratify the goixl Andronieus, 

And gratulate his saf(^ return to RoiU' 

The |Miople will aeeejit whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, J thank you ; and this suit 
1 mak(‘, ua» 

That yt)U creaU* your emptu’or’s (‘Idest son, 
Lord Saturnine, whose virtues will, I hope, 
Kefleet on Rome as Titan’s i*ays on earth, 

And rifien justieii in this commonweal : 

'rhem, if you will elect by my advice, 

Crown him, and say, — “ Ixjiig live our 
emperor ! ” 

^f<lrc. With voices and applause of every 
sort, 

Patricians, and jihdieians, we create 
Jjord Satui-ninus Rome’s great, emperor, 

And say, - “ Long live our Emjieror Satur- 
nine !" \A loaf/ jiourish. 

t^:lat. Titus Andronieus, for thy favoui*s 

dom^ in 

To us in our eb'ction this day, 

I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts. 

And will with deeds re({iiite thy gcuitlencss : 
And for an onset, Titus, to advamie 
Thy name and honourabh* family, 

Laviiiia will 1 make my empress, 

Round’s royal mistress, mistress of iny lieaH, 
And in the sacred Pantheoji lier esjKinse. 

Tell me, Andronieus, doth this motion pleasi 
thee 'i i«o 

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord ; and in this 
match 

I hold me highly honourM of your grace ; 

And here, in sight of Rome, to Saturnine, 

King and commander of our commonweal. 


The wide world’s empmor, do 1 consecrate 
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners ; 
Presents well worthy Romes imperious lord : 
Re(;eive them then, the tribute that I owe, 
Mine honour’s ensigns humbled at tby feet. 

Sift. ’Fhanks, noble Titus, fathei* of my 
life 1 * 190 

How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome shall record ; and when I do forget 
’File least of these iins[)eakable deserts, 
Romans, forget yoni* fealty to me. 

Tit. [7(ri Tamoka.] Now, madam, are* yon 
prisoner to an (‘iiijieror ; 

To him that, for your honour and your state, 
Will use you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat. A geud ly lady, trust me, of the Inie. 
That 1 would choose, were 1 to choosii 
anew. — 

Clear up, fair (pieen, that cloudy counte- 
nance : wo 

Though chance of war hath wj’oiight this 
change of chem*. 

Thou cein'stnot to be inadt^ a scorn in Rome ; 
j Princely shall bti thy usage evei*y way. 

Rest oil my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt all your liojies : madam, he comforts 
you, 

Can make you greater than the Quern i of 
Coths. — 

Lavinia, you are not displitas'd with this 1 

Lao. Not r, my lord ; sith true liability 
Warrants those words in priiicidy courtesy. 

Sal. Thanks, sweet Lavinia. — Romans, let 
us go. 210 

Ransomless liere we set our prisoners frtHi : 
Proclaim our lionours, lords, “vvi^Lh tHiinp and 
drum. 

Ba.s.'i. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid 
is niiiK?. ‘ [Seizing Lavinia. 

Tit. How, sir l Are you in earnest then, 
my lord 1 

Bass. Ay, noble Titus ; and resolv’d 
wdtlia.1, 

To do myself this reason and this right. ^ 

Marc. Snu7a. cniqnc is our Roman justice : 
This prince in justice seizeth hut his own. 

Luc. And that he will, irfiid shall, if Lucius 
live. 

Tit. TraiUirs, avaunt ! Wliere is the erri- 
}>eror’s guard ? 21*0 

Treason, my lord ! Lavinhi is surprisM. 

Sat. Surpris’d ! by whom h 

Bass. By him that justly may 

Bear his Iw^troth’d from all the world away. 

Marcus and Bassianus, rfyith 

liAVlNIA. 

Mut. Bi-others, help to convey her hence 
away, 



Aer 1. 


TITUS ANDIIONTCUS. 


Scene 11. 


And vviili my sword J ’ll ko«*|) tliis door sale. 

\E-.mnnt Llc^hth, Quintus, <m.d Mautii s. 

TIL Follow, luy lord, and I’ll soon brin^ 
her back. 

MnL My lord, you pass not ber(‘. 

Tit, VVTiat, villain boy! 

Barr’st me my way in Rome 1 [/iV/Av jM itth s. 

Mut. Rueius, lu'l}> ! 

Rp,~(^)iter Lucius. 

Luc. My lord, you are nnjnst, and more 
than so ; 

Tn wront(f‘ul (juaiTi*! yon have*, slain your son. 

I'll. Nor thou, nor lie, are any sons of 
mine : -j.-)! 

My sons would neviu* so disliofhmr me. 
1Va.itor, restor(^ liavinia to the (‘Uiperor. 

Lnc. Dead, if you will ; but not to be his 
wife, 

That is another’s lawful pi-omis’d lo\(^. [Aa/A 

Sat. No, Titus, no ; th(‘ (mipm-or needs her 
not, 

Nor her, nor tlie(% nor any of thy stock : 
i ll trust, by leisure, him that inoiLs me 
one(» ; 

Thee mna'r, nor thy traitorous han<^hty .son.s, 
Oonf(*deratt*s all thus to dishonour me. *.>10 
Was there none els<^ in Home to make a stale. 
But Saturnine-^ Full well, Aiidronicus, 
A^ree these (1 (h.‘(Is with that proud brag of 
tljiiio, 

That said-d, I begg’d the em])irc at thy hands. 
O monsti’ous ! what r(‘proa(;hful words 
are these i 

Sat. But go thy ways ; go, give that ehang- 
iug piycf' 

To him that lloiirisli’il for hei* with his sword. 
A valiant .son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; 

One tit to bandy with thy lawless sons, 

To rulHe in the commonwealth of Rome. 2 .,o 

Tit. These wonls are razors to my wounded 
Inai r’t. 

AS*af. Ami therefore, lovely I’amora, Queen 
of Goths, 

That, like the statidy Rhadie ’niongst her 
nymphs, 

Dost overshine the gallant’st dann‘.s of Rome, 
If thou be pleas’d with this my sudden choice. 
Behold, r choose thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will c?r('ate tluie Kinpress of Rome. 

Speak, Queen of ’Goths, dost thou applaud 
my choice 1 

And her(‘. I swear by all the Roman gods, — 
Sith priest and iioly water art so rn^ar, ajo 
And tapers hum so hriglit, and every thing 
Tn i’ea<iiness for Hymemeus stand, — 

I will not i-e-salute the streets of Rome, 

Or climb my palace, till from forth tliis place 


I lead esixms’d my bridt* along with me. 

T(rm. And luu’e, in sight of heaven, to 
Rome I swear, 

If Saturnine advance the (^Im en of Goths, 
She wdll a handmai«l b<‘ to lii-, de.siivs, 

A loving nnrs(‘, a mothei* to Ins youtli. 

Sat. Asc(‘nd, fair(pu‘en, Raniht'on. Lonls, 
accompany aro 

Your noble empeu’or, and bis lovely l)rl«le. 
Sent by tlie heavens for Prim^e Satunnm*, 
Who.se W'isdom bath her fortnm* coinpiered. 
There shall w^e consummate our spousal rites. 
\A\vj'UH.t SaTDIININIIS /(is ludharrrs : 
TamouA a)ul /trr Sons ; Aakon at«l 

(rt)f/(S. 

Tit. I a.m not hi<l to wait upon this bride. 
Titus, when wmd thou wamt to w^alk alom?, 
l)ishon()ur’<l thus, and challeng(‘d of wrongs t 

J/r.-fintpr Majjcus. Lr<.'ius, avJ 

M AKTirS. 

M<(n\ O Titus, R<‘e ! O, scu^ what thou hast 
done ! 

In a bad <piarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit. No, foolish tribune, no : no son of 
min(*, 

Nor thou, nor ihes(‘, coidedeiates in the deed 
That hath dishonour’d ail our family: 
Unworthy brother, and unworthy ^ons ! 

Lac. But let us give him burial, as becomes : 
Give IMutius burial with our brethre n. 

Tit. Traitors, away ! In? rests not in this 
tomb. 

This moiniment hve humlred velars hath 
st( M )d. 

Which I hav(‘ sumptuously re-edilied : 
ii ere none but sohlieas, and Itfumfs seiwitors, 
Repose in fanui ; nom^ basely slain in brawls. 
Bury him wlnae; you can ; he comes not here. 

jUarr. My lord, this is imim ty in you. wi- 
My nej)hcw jSlutins’ eletals <lo])h‘}ul for him : 
lie must )m* bin ied with his brclliren. 

(^fdat., j]I((rt. And shall, or him we will 
aceom[)any. 

Tit. And shall ! What villain was it .spake 
that w'orel i 

(^uint. He that wanild vouch il> in any 
place hut hei e. 

Tit. What ! would you bniy Iiim in my 
despite I 

Marc. No, noble Titus: but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. aw 

Tit. Marcus, even thou hast struck upon 
my crest. 

And with these hoys mine lionour thou hast 
wounded : 

My foes I do repute you every one ; 

So, trouble nuj no more, but get you gone. 



Act 11. 


TITUS ANDRONTOUS. 


SCKNK I. 


ArnI j)Jc‘ii(i my piissious fur Laviiiia .^ Juvu. 

.lar. (Jhil)S, ulu])s 1 thuse lovoi’s will not 
k(‘U|> tllU pUiUM*. 

/)(m. \Vicy, l>oy, our Jiiutlu'r, 

uiijiclvis'd, 

(tuvu you Jt (laiicin^-riipiur liy vuur siclt*. 

Ar(» you so (l(^s[)orntu grown, t«) thrc'at your 
fricuuls } to 

(to lo ; liavo youi* l:\tii ghic'cl witliiu your 
shotitli, 

Till you know ])<‘tf(*r liow to Jiamllt; it. 

C/n. Mc^auwliilu, sir, with tho littlo skill 1 
havo, 

Full well sh;ilt tliou jtorccM v'o liowinuch I diir(\ 

Dem, Ay, hoy, grow yo so hi-.iv(^ 

YThf\i/ (hunv. 

A(it\ Why, how now, lords? 

So near the cmiperor’s palaect dar(* you draw. 
And luaiutaiu such n cjuarnd op(*uly ? 

Pull well I wot Hit^ ground of all this grudge: 

r would not for a inillioji of gold 

'riici caus(‘ wer(‘ known to them it most coii- 

<^(M•lls ; fiO 

Nor would your nohle motlu*r, for much more, 
Ik? so dishonour’d iii the court of Rome*. 

For sliajue, [)ut up. 

Df')n. Not I, till I have? sheath’d 

IMy rapicM* in' las hosom, and, withal, 

TJu’Ust tlios(? reproachful spc'cches down his 
throat, 

That h(? Iiath hi*eath*(l in my dishonour here. 

67//. Por that I am pr(‘pai6l ami full 
resolv’d, 

Poul-spoken coward, tliat thumler’st with 
tliy longue, 

And with tliy wu?a]>on nothing tlar’st perform. 

^lf/-r. Away, L say ! w 

Now, hy the? gods that warlike Uolhs adore.*, 
Tliis petty orahbh? will undo us all. 

Why, lords, ami think you not Jiow' dangerous 
It is to jet upon a princefs right ? 

What! is Laviiiia lliciii become? so loose. 

Or Jkissianus so d< ‘generate, 

That for her love, sucli quarrels may be 
broaeli’d, 

Without controlmeait, justice, or revenge?? 
Young lorels, beware*! —an shoidd the empre^ss 
know 

This elisoord’s grouml, tlic imisic woulel imt 
jdease. ro 

67/./. 1 care Jiejt, I, km‘Av she and all the 
world : 

I love Lavijiia more than all tlie? world. 

Don. Youngling, learn tlieni to makei some 
meaner edioico : 

Lavinia is thim* elder brother’s ho])e. 

Aar. Why, are yc mad I oi' know yc not, 
in Rome 


Mow fui-ioiis ami impatient the?y he, 

.And eannot hrejok comj)t?titors in love? > 

I te*ll you, lords, yeni do ])ut jdot ye)ur deniths 
J>y this device?. 

('hi Aaron, a thousanel eleaths 

Woidd r ])re)]>ose, to achie*vc her whom 1. love.?. 
Aar. To achi«?vei h(?r, how ? 

Don. VV’’hv niak’st them it so strange ? 
She* is a woman, therefon? may be we>o’el ; kj 
S he? is a woman, tlie?refore may be won ; 

She is Lavinia, ilie;re?forc must la? lov’d. 

What, mail ! me)ro wat<?r gliehith hy the ^niill 
Tlian weits tin* niille?r eif: am] easy it is 
Of a cut loaf to st(?al a..shivt% we know : 
Though Rassianiis be tin? empe*ror’s brother, 
Better tlian Ino liave worn Vulcan’s badge*. 
Aftr. [yI.s*////\ I Ay, ami as good as Safurni- 
nus may. oo 

Drin. ’Pbeu, why should he d<*si)air that 
knows to court it 

With words, fair leioks, ami liberality ? 

What ! hast theiu not full often struck a deie?, 
Ami ]>orm‘ h<‘r e?l(?anly by the ke?e?per’s nose?? 
Anr. Why, the*n, it se‘enis some? certain 
snate'li or so 

Would serve? your turns. 

(7tl. Ay, so the* 1 urn were serv’el. 

/)on. Aaron, thou hast hit it. 

Affv. ’Would ye>u had hit it too ; 

The*n sheinld not wc? be tir’el witli this ado. 
Why, hark ye, hark ye, aiiel are y(;)ii sue*]i 
feieils, , 96 

To square? for this ? woulel it olie‘iid ye.m tJien, 
That both slum Id spee^d ? 

67//. Pa i til, mH ipe. 

Denf. Nor me*, so I W(*re o^n?. 

Aar. l<’or siiame, be friends, ami join for 
til at you jar. 

’T is ]K>lie?y ami stra.tage?ni must do 
d’liat yeai affect ; and so must you ivsolve, 
’riiat wliat yon cannot as you wenild aebieive?, 
You must ])erfore?e accomplisli as you may. 
Take this ot me: Lucr(?e;e was not nieire? chaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianiis’ love. m 

A a]>ef*elier course than lingering labgnishineift/ 
.Must we ]>ursue, and I have found the? path. 
My hire Is. a solemn hunting is in ^land ; 

There will the leively Reiman ladie?s troo[> : 

The forest walks arc wide anel spacious, 

And many unfreepie'ntoel ]»Ie)ts there are, 

Pitteel hy kind feir rape ane^ villainy. 

Single you thither then this dainty doe, 

Anei strike hc*r home by fore?e, if not by words : 
This way, or neit at all, stand you in liojio. 
Come, come; our em]i)re?ss, with lier sacred wit, 
To villainy anel vengeance consecrate, in 
Will wo acquaint with all that we intend ; 
And she shall file e)ur engines witli advice, 



Act Ti. 


TITUS ANDRONTUUS. 


ScKXK rii. 


That will not suft'cr you to s<{Uju’o yoursolvcs, 
But to your wishos’ Jioight .'Klvjiiiot^ you both.. 
The omp( 3 ror’s court is liketlu^ house of FauKi, 
The palace full of tonofucis, of (^yes, of ears : 
The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and 
dull ; 

Tlierc speak, and strike, brave boys, aiitl tnk(^ 
your turns ; 

There serve your lust, shadow’d from 
heaven’s eye, i-'*' 

And revel in Lavinia’s treasury. 

Chi Thy counsel, lad, suudls of no cowar- 
<lice. 

Deni. Sit (tut nr/as, till 1 find the 
stream 

1V) cool this heat, a charm to caJ'.u tliese fits, 
J*er Stij(j<(. per nuturs vehor. \E.rrAuii. 


11. — A Fun sst. 

Horna atui cri/ of hoiuids hedrd. 

Enter Titus Anouomcus, with //nnfrrs, dvr., 

' Marcus, liiKuus, QurxTus, ond Marth/s. 

Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bri|q;htand | 
^Yc.y, ‘ 

The lieJds are fragrant, and the woods an* 
gre(‘?i. 

Uncouph^ lurre, and hrt us mak<‘ a bay. 

And wake the euip('ror and liis lovely brid(\ 
And rouse tin*, prince.*, and i-ing a hunter’s peal. 
That all the (vnirt may echo with tin* Jioise. 
Hons, let it be your charge, as it- is ours, 

*^1 o attend the emperor’s jas'son carefully ; 

1 have be^«i trpubled in my sh*e[) this night, 
But dawning day inrw comfort hath in.spir’d. 

[Ifnrns' irind ii /tea/. 

Enter H.vtuuninus, Tamoka, Bassianus, 
Lavinia, Demetrius, (hnuoN, a^id 
A itenddntH. 

Tit. Many good morrows to youi- majesty ; 
Madam, to you as many and as good. — vi 
1 promised your grace a hunter’s peal. 

Sat. And you have rung it lustily, my 
lords,* 

Somewhat too early foi* innv-maricied ladies. 
Bass, Lavinia, how say you ? 

Lav. I say, no ; 

I have been broa.d awake two hours and 
more. 

Sat. Come on then, horse and chariots h‘t 
us have, 

And to our sport. [To Tamora.] Madam, 
now shall ye sec 
Our Roman hunting. 

Marc. I have dogs, ray lord, 20 


Will rouse the prou<l(*st pantlau* in the chaser, 
And climb the? highesr promoutorv top. 

Tit. And 1 haw* hois«‘ will follow where 
tlui gann^ 

Makes way, and run likt* swallows o’er tin; 
])lain. 

Dew. Chiron, w(^ hunt noi., W(‘, with horse 
nor hound ; 

But hope to pluck a dainty doe to j/n>und. 

1 l^:,rrnnt. 


Scene 111. -A desert Part of th<* Forest. 

Pinter Aaron, vntli a l>a</ of fjo/d. 

Aar. He that had wit would think that I 
laid nom*. 

To huiy .so mm;h gold undta* a tree, 

And iKwer after to inherit it. ; 

FiOt him that tliinks of im^ .so abjectly 
Know that this gold must coin a stratagem, 
M^liieh, ennningly elfected, will h(‘get 
A v(u*y i^xeidleait ]>iec(‘ of villainy : 

And so r(‘pos(^, sw(*(*t gold, for th(*ir nnrest, 

I Uit/es the (/old. 

That have tlieir alms out of tie* empress’ 
chest. 

Enter ’I’amoka. 

Torn. My h.>\(*]y Aaron, wliercfore look’st 
thou sa,d, 10 

Wh(‘u everything dolli make a gleeful boast? 
1'lai birds cliauiit melody oii (wcay Im.sli ; 
The snaki^ lies roll(‘d in the cheei jid sun ; 
The gr(*(‘n leaves ipiivtu’ with the cooling 
wind. 

And make a rlieipa'i 'd shallow on the gi*ound. 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit, 
And, wdiilst the babliling echo mocks I lie 
hounds, 

R(^])lyiiig shrilly to the well-tuu’d hoi’Jis, 

As if a doul)le hunt wv^re heard at once, 

Let us sit <lown and mark (heir yelping 
uois<^ : -''j 

And- -after eonflict, such as wa,s siqipos’d 
Tlui wandering juiiiee and Dido onct^ enjoy’d. 
When with a happy storm they vverc* siirpi is’d. 
And (Uirtaiu’d with a eounscl-keeping <*ave — 
We may, each wreathed in tla^ otlicr’s arms, 
Uur ]Kistimes done, possess agoldcai slumber ; 
Whiles hounds, ami horns, and sweet melo- 
dious birds, 

Be unto us as is a nurse's song 
Of lullaby, to bring lu i' babe asleep. 

Aar. Aladam, though Vtmus govern your 
desii-es, ‘w 

Hatiirii is dominator ovt.T mine. 



Act ff. 


TTTIT8 ANDKONIOUS. 


SCKNK JIT. 


Wlint signifies iny doadly-shunlini^ t"y<s 
My sileiUM*, mihI iny <Tou<ly iiKdaiiclioly ; 

My floccc of woolly hair, tloit now uncurls 
Kroii as an addci*, when she doth unroll 
To tlo soino fatal execution i 
No, madam, thesis are no venereal sii^iis : 
Ven"(‘aiic(^ is in niy heart, deatli in my hand, 
nioodand r( 5 ven;^(^ a.r(" liamnua ini;' in my head. 
Hark, Taniora, tht‘ ' ‘mpress oi’ my soul, n» 
Which hopes more, heaven iliaii rests in 

tlu'c, 

This is th(^ <lay of doom for Hassianus ; 

His Philonnd must lose Ii(*r tongue to-day: 
Thy sons make pillagn^ of her chastity. 

And Avash tladr ham is in Hassianus' ])lood. 
Se(*st thou this lett«‘r \ take it u]», I j>ray thee, 
And giv(‘ lh(‘ king (his fatal-plotttsl scroll. — 
Now (piestion me no juor(‘. ; we ar<‘ esph'd : 
Here comes a parcel ofoui* hopcdiil hooty. 
Which <r!r(‘ads not yet tlieir lives’ destruction. 
T(Hh. Ah, my sweet Moor, svveet(‘r to me 
than life ! 

Aar. No moie, gr('at empr(‘ss. Hassianus 
comes : m 

Ik* cross with him ; and I’ll go f(*tch thy sons 
'fo hack thy <(uarr(ds, whatsoe’er they he. 

[ Exit . 

Kat ( ) HassiaxUkS und Lavixia. 

7 /u.s’,s*. WJiom have Ave her<' \ Rome’s 
r(jyal empress, 

Unfiirnish’d of her w(‘ll-hes('eming trooj» ? 

Or is it iJian, habited like her. 

Who hath abamloned her Jioly groAa's, 

To s(‘e the gcuieral hunting in this for(*st ! 

Titm. Saiujy controlh*r of my pi*ivate Ht«*])s ! 
Ha<l I the powei- that some say Dian had, t.j 
Tliy hauples should he planted presejitly 
With horns as was Aetteem’s, and the hounds 
Should drive n]K>n thy new-ti-ansformed 
limits. 

Unmannerly ititruder as tliou art ! 

L((k\ Urnhu’ your ])atienc<?, gentle ^aiipress, 
’T is thought you have a goodly gift in 
Torninjj 

And to be douljted that your Moor and you 
Arc singled foith to try cxjMu iments. 

Jove shiehl your husband from his hounds 
to-day ; 70 

T is ])ity they slioiild take him for a- stag. 

Hasi;. Helieve nn*, (jue(m, your swarth 
( ^iinmcrian 

Doth make your honour of his body’s hue, 
Spotted, detested, and abo)ninahle. 

Why an^ you sequester’d from all your train, 
DismounhMl from your siiow-Avhit(‘. goodly | 
stee<l, 

And Avander’d liither to an obscure plot, 


Acctmipanied but Avitli a barbarous Moor, 

If foul d(‘sir(' had not conduetod you 't 

Lar. And Inung interc(‘pted in your spoi t, 
Croat reason tlial my noble lord 1 h^ rabid si 
For saueiness ! — 1 ]>ray you, hit us hence, 
And let her joy lua- raven-colonr’d lov(‘ ; 

This A^alley tits the purpose ])assing W(dl. 
Bass. The king, my brother, shall have 
note of this. 

Zcr. Ay, for tlies(i slips have mad(^ him 
iiotfMl long : 

Co<m1 king, to he so mightily abus’d ! " 

Why have I paLieuee to endure all 
tliis \ 

I b^MiOTunrs aa.d CinitoN. 

Di an. H OAV now, <lear sowTeign, ami oui 
g}‘aei(>ns motlu'r, 

AVhy doth your liighiiess hjok so pale and 
Avail I ixi 

7 \t/n. Ha\(‘ 1 not i*eason, think you, to 
look pale I 

'Fhese tAvo haA i' tic’d me hither to this place 
A harnm dt‘t(\sted vale, you see, it is ; 

The tr<‘es, though siimimM’, yet forlorn and 
lean, 

O’ereome with moss ami )^a.leflll misthdoe : 
Here never shines th<* sun ; h(*re mdhing 
hreiuls, 

ilnl(‘ss th(‘ nightly owl oi* fatal iviatui. 

And Avhmi flaw sliow’d me tliis a.hkorr(‘<l |>it. 
They told me, hmv, at di‘ad time of tin* iiiglit, 
A thousand tiends, a thousand hissing snakes, 
T(‘n tbousaml swelling toads, as many undiins, 
Wonld make sneh fearful and i.onfus(*d (;nes, 
As any mortal body, lu^aring if, *• nc 

Should straiglit fall mad, or else* die suddenly. 
No sooner had they told this h(‘llish tale, 

Hut straight they told me, they would bind 
me here 

ITnto th(‘ ))ody of a, dismal yoAv, 

And leave me to this miserable death : 

And th(‘n they call’d me foul adulteress, 
Lascivious Goth, and all the bitbu’est tenng 
’Fhat ever (^ar did hear to such effect ; 111 

And, had yon not by Avondrous fortum^ come, 
This Aauigeanco on me had they ('XOCubMl. 
UoATuige it, as you love your mother's life, 

Or he ye not henceforth call'd my chihh’en. 
J?rm. This is a witness that I am thy son. 

' Hassianus. 

CAi. And this forme, striu^k home to show 
my strength. [Sta/dma/ him likrmise. 
Law Ay, come, Semiramis, — nay, bar- 
bai’ous Tamora ; 

For no name fits thy nature but thine own. 
Tam. (rive me thy poniard : you shall 
know, my hoys, 121' 
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Act n. 


TITUS ANDEONICUS. Scene 1V^ 


Your luotlier’s hand sliall rigiit your inotlior’s 
wix)n<>\ 

Stay, niadain, lu'n* is more'. iK^loni's 
to her : 

First thiasli tlie corn, tlu‘n after hum the 
straw. 

Tills nnnion stood upon lier cliastity, 

Upon lier nuptial vow, Jier ^‘>yalty. 

And, wifti tJiat jiainted liope, hraves your 
jnij^iitiness : 

And sliall sh(' cany this unto her t;rav(‘ ^ 

An if she do, T would I wer(‘ an 
eunucli. 

Urajjj henci‘ laa* lmsl>and to some sccr(‘t hol(‘, ; 
And maki' his d(‘a(l (niiik pillow to oui* lust, j 

T<mi. Jlut when ye havi* the homy yi* 
d<'sire, i.m 

[j^t ]iot this wasp outliv(‘, us both to sliui;. 

(7ti .1 warrant you, madam, we will mala* 
that sur(‘.- 

(^)me, mistri^ss, now jierfoi-ce wa^ will enjoy 
That nice-pres(‘j’V<‘d honesty ot‘ yours. 

Lftr, <) Taimmi 1 thou l)(‘ai‘’st a woman's 
face, — 

7\nn. 1 Avill not hear her speak ; awaiy 
with lu‘r ! 

Aer. SwaK^t lords, mitreat h(*r lu^ar me lnit 
a word. 

Jh'HK Idsten, fair madam : let it he your 

.kdory 

'To sec h(‘r.j tears ; but lx* your hi*art to them 
As uiirelenwiiLr Hint to drops of luin. m 

Lftv. When did the tii^er’s youn!f»‘ ones 
tt'auh the tla-m I 

O ! do not le.n n her wrath ; slu* taught it 
tl KX-r; ^ >» 

Hio milk thou suckMst from her did turn to 
marhle; 

Fveii at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny. 

Yet evmy mother hree<ls not sons alike ; 

[7V> CmitON.] i)o thou entreat her show a 
woman ])ity. 

(7fi. What ! wouldst thou have me ])rove 
myself a bastard ( 

Lav. ’1" is triu‘, the luvon doth not hatch 
a lark : 

A et have 1 heard, — O. could 1 tiiid it now ! — 
The lion mov’d with pity did (*ndu)-o i&i 

’fo havo his princely jiaws par’d all away. 

Some say that ravens fost/*r foiloru children, 
TJie whilst their o.vn birds famish in their 
nests : 

(J ! be to me, though thy hard heart say no, 
Nothing so kind, bnt something pitiful. 

2\i'ni. 1 know not w^hat it means ; away 
with her ! 

Lav. O ! let me teach thee : for my father s 
sake, 


That gav(* tji(‘e life, w hen well he might havo 
slain th(‘e, 

not obdurat(\ opiai tliy H(‘af ears. m 

I 7\(m. Uadst lliou in jx'rsou ne'er oQended 

j 

I Fv(‘n foi' his sake am I jiitih'ss. 

I RenuMiiber, boys, J ]x)in*d fortli ti'ars in 
I vain, 

! To save your brotlau' from tlie saci'ilici* ; 
j Ihit lieref* Aiidroiiieiis would not rt leiit, 

' Therefore, aw^•ty with lier, and use Ikm- as 
you will : 

'flic W'ors(^ 1() liei*, the better lov’d of me. 

Ltfr. () ’famoi’a ! lx* call'd a gcnlh* (juecn, 
.\ud wilh tiiim* owui liauds kill me in this 
place ; 

Fm- ’l is not life that 1 baxi* lx‘gg’d s(» long : 
Poor ] w^as slaiii when Passiaiiiis di<‘d. in 
What )x*gg\st thou tlieii ? fond 
woman, l(*t im* go. 

Lar. T is [H’l'seiit deatli I lx‘g ; ami one 
t hiug more, 

Tliat womanhood <](*uies my tongue to t(*l]. 

O! ke(‘]) me from tlicir worse tban killing 
Inst, 

I Ami tuml)h* me into soim* loatlisome ]»it, 

. Wlu'n^ nev(‘i‘ man's eye* may Ix hold my Ixxly : 

I Do this, ami be a eliariiable murd('i*er. 
j So sliould 1 ro)> my sw<M‘t sons of 

! th<‘ii' fee : 

; No, Jet them satisfy tJuar lust on thee, ini 
I iJnn. Away •' for thou hast stay’d ns 
j Iu‘n‘ too long. 

I Lav. No grace { no womanluxxl ] Ah, 

1 beastly creatxii’e ! 

The blot and (Oeniy to our general name I 
(.'Oid'\ision fall — 

67//. Nay, then I’ll stop your mouth.-- 
Jh’ing thou he]- Inisband ; 

\^7L'(ai(fhi<f oji' l.AVlN'fA. 

I This is the hohMvh(*re Aaron bid us huh* him. 

\^/vxranf (JuiuoN am! DKMKTinrs. 
7\tm. Far(‘wadi, my sous : six*, that you 
niake h(*r sui-e. 

Ne’er ht my laxirt know' ima-ry clieri- indeed, 
Till all the Audrouici b(‘ made away. 

Now w'ill I luMice to seek my lovely M<x>r, in' 
And let mv sideenful sons tins trull dellour. 

[Exit. 


Scene TV. —The Same. 

Enter Aaron, with jNi rs and Martii s. 

’ Aar. Come on, my lords, the bettei- foot 
before : 

Straight will I bring yoa to the loathsome pit, 



A(jt ir. 


TITUS AJS’DUONUin S. 


Scp:nk tv. 


VV'liere I (.‘S|)i(Ml tiu^ ]>}iutluM* fast a.sl<M-|». 

(^und. My is vcay (lull, wh;it<M*r it 

bodes. 

Mart. And iiiiiu?, T proiuise you : wore 't 
not for sliaine, 

Well (^ould I leave our s|u)rt to sle(‘[> awhile. 

[/'b//.s* into the pit. 

Qa/iitt. Wliat ! art thou IVilI’n .t What 
subtle hoh^ is this, 

Whose mouth is cover'd with rude-growing 
brhus. 

Upon wlu>se b'aves arc drops of new-shed 

blo(Kl, 

As fr(‘sh as morning’s dewdistill’d on Ho\vers^ 

A very fatal pla.ct‘ it s(muus to nu^. n 

Speak, brother, hast thou hurt tluv* with the 
fall i 

Mart. () brotlu^r ! with the dismairst ob- 
J(‘ct hurt, 

That evfi* eyi^ with sight ma(hi IknuT hunent. 

^1^/r. [A.sule. ] Now will 1 fetch th(‘ king to 
lind them here, 

'rii it he then'hy may give a likely guess, 

Ilow these were tluy that made away his 
brot.lu‘ 1 *. [K:r.it. 

Mart. Why dost not comfort me, au<i luTp 
me out 

From this unhallow’d and blood-stained hoh* 

Qaiat. T am sur])rised with an uncouth 
feai-; a, 

A (‘hilling sw(\it (mutuus my ti*(‘nd)ling 
joints : 

My h(*a.rt su.spt‘cls mon* than min(‘ (‘y(‘ c^an 
see. 

Mapt. To prove thou hast a true-divining 
h<‘art, 

Aaron and thou look down into this den. 

And sf‘(; a fearful sight of blood and death. 

Qnud. Aai'on is gone ; and my (?om- 
passionat(5 lu^art 


f) brothtn* ! help me with thy fainting hand — 
If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath — 
Out of this fell devouring ivceptaele, 

As hat(‘ful as (Jocytus’ misty mouth. 

I Quint. Tl(‘ach mo thy hand, that 1 may 
I help th(‘(* out ; 

j Or, wanting strength to do the.e so much 

I 

I f may l)o pluck'd into the swallowing womb 
I Of this dee]) pit, poor Irassianus’ graven 
! 1 have no stnmgth to iduck thee to the 
j brink. tio 

j Mart. Nor T no sti*(mgth to (?limb without 
j thy h.ai). 

I Quhit. Thy hand oiu'e more ; I will not 
loose ■^igain, 

Till thou art here ah.^ft, or i below. 

Thou caiist Jiot come to me ; 1 come to thee. 

[AV///.s‘ in. 

Enter Saturn in us atul Aak(.>n. 

Sat. Along with int* ; — 1 ’ll sei^ what hole 
is her(‘, 

And what Im is that now is lea-p’d into it. 

Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend 
Into this ga]>ing hollow of tlu^ earth ? 

Mart. Th(‘ unhappy sun of old Andronicus, 
Brought hitla*]* in a- 7nost unlucky hour, 

To lind thy brother Bassianus dead. 

Sat. Aiy brother dt'ad ! I know, thou dost 
but j(‘st : 

He and his lady both are at the i('<lg(% 

Upon th(* nmdh side of this pleasant (jhase ; 

’T is not an hour since I l(‘ft him tiie.r(‘. ’ 
Mart. We know not wh(‘ieiyou left him 
all aliv(‘, . . 

But, out, alas ! here have we found liim dead. 

Entor TaM(»ha, irith A ftnalantti : Tttus 
Andronkjus, and Brnuus. 


Will not permit mine eyes ojua* to behold 
Th(? (hing wh(U-(‘at it trombh^s by surmise. 

O ! t(dl m(' how it is ; for m^’er till now 
Was 1 a child, to fear 1. know not what. 

Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here, 
All on a heap, like to a slaught(T’d land), 
tn this detested, dark, blood (b-inking pit. 
Quhit. Tf it be dark, how dost thou know 
’tis he ? 

Mart. Upon his bhmdy linger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightcms all the hole, 
Which, like a taper in some monument, 

Doth shine upon the d(‘ad man’s earthy 
cheeks. 

And shows tin; ragged entrails of this pit : 

So. pale did shine the moon on I’yranius, m 
When he by night lay bath’d in maiden 
blood. 


y^mn. Wlurre is my lord the king? 

Sat, lTer(‘, T’amora ; though gi iev’d with 
killing grief. 

7^ain. Whei-e is thy brother Bassianus ? ro 
*Sat. Now to the bottom (h^st thou search ' 
my w(mnd : 

Poor Bassianus lunt' lies murdered. 

Tatn. Then all too late I bring this fatal 
writ, [(f ivini/ a letter. 

Th(^ comj)lot of this timeless tragedy ; 

And wonder greatly that man’s face can fold 
In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 
Sat, \Re.ads.^ An if we miss to meet him 
handsomely, — 

Sweet huntsman, Bassianus ’t is, we moan, — 
!.)o thou so much as dig the grave for him. 
Thou know’st our meaning : look for thy 
reward 
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Act 11. TITUS ANDR0OTCU8. Scenk V.* 


Among the nettles at the eldi^r-tree, 

WJkieli oversliiides the mouth ol* that same 
AVliere we decreed to bury Bassiamis. 

Do tills, and ))urcliase us thy lasting friends.’’ 

0 Tamora ! was evei* heard the like t 
This is tla^ pit, and this the (ilder-tre(\ 

Look, sirs, if you can liiul the huntsman out, 
That should liave murder'd Hassianus here. 

Aar. My gracious lord, la. re is tiie hag of 
gold. [>S'/fr > //»/'// 7 it. 

SaL ['/V> Titus.] Two of tliy whelps, fell 
,curs of bloody kind, w 

Have here ])ereft my brotlier of iiis lii’e. 

Sirs, drag tluiiii from tin* pit unto the prison: 
Th(T(‘ let them bide, until we liave devis’d 
SoiiK! iKiVcu-lu^ard-of torturing ]>ain foi- them. 
Tam. What ! an* they in this ])it i O 
wondrous thing I 

How easily munler is discov(‘r(‘d ! 

Tit. High emperor, upon my feelih^ kiu‘e‘ 

1 lH.\g this boon with tears not lightly shed ; 
That this fi^l fault of my aeeiiised sons, 
Accursed, if the fault b(‘ ])rovM in tlunn,^ — ko 

Sat. If it be ])roved ! you se(\ it is ap- 
jianait. 

VV^lio found this lettei* ? Tamora, was it you ( 
Tam. Andronicus himsidf did take it up. 
Tit. 1 ilid, my lord : y(‘t let me bi' theii- 
bail ; 

h\)r, by my fathei's’ niverend tomb, I vow. 
They shall be ready at your highness’ will. 

To answer' t/h<‘ir suspicion with their lives. 

Sat, Thou shalt not bail them : see, thou 
folh)w me. 

Some bring the murder’d body, some the 
mui>.ierers ; 

Let them not speak a word, the guilt is plain ; 
Foi‘, by my soul, were thm-c wojse end than 
death, m 

’J’hat end upon them should be executed. 

Tam. Andronicus, 1 will entreat the king: 
Fear not thy sons, they shall do well enough. 
Tit. (kune, Luciirs, come ; .stay not to talk 
with them. YKxtuai yerarallf/. 


SciENK V. — The Same. 

Enter Demetrius and Ciiirox, mith Lavinia, 
raviskyxl ; her hands cat ofi\ awl her tawjve 
cut 

Dem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can 
speak. 

Who ’t was that cut thy tongue, and ravish’d 
thee. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy 
meaning so ; 


And if thy stumps will let thee, ]»lay tlm 
.scribe. 

JJem. how' with signs and tokens slie 
! can serawl. 

( Ji/i. Do home, call tor swe(‘t water, wash 
thy hands. 

L)v.m. 8h(‘ hath no tongue to ejilh uoi* liaiids 
to wash ; 

And so let’s leave her to Iht silent walks 

Chi. An t were my case, 1 should go liang 
niystdf. 

Dem. If thou hadst hands to luOptlnar hull, 

I the eord. 

ytlxeaut Demetrius and (/iiiron. 

Entei M ARCUS, fram h anti wj. 

Marc. Wlio’s this?- -my niect', that llit^s 
away so fast I 

(’ousin, a word : wlau’e is your hushaud / - 
if 1 do dream, ’would all my wealth would 
wake mc‘ I 

If T do wake, .some. ])lanet stidke im* down. 
That 1 may slumlxa* in etej nal sh‘ep ! 

Speak, gentle ni(3ce, what st(*rn ungentle 
Ijands 

liave lopp’d and licw’d, and made tliy ]>ody 
bait‘. 

Of her two hranclies, those swetd ornainents, 
Whose eircling .shadows kings haves«)Ught to 
sh‘(‘p in, 

And might not gain so great a liappim^ss 
As liave tliy love? Why dost not speak to 
nui ( — 

Alas ! a crimson river of warm blood, 

Like to a bubbling fountain stirr’d witb 
wind, 

Doth rist‘ and fall between thy ro.sed lips, 
(k)ining and going with thy lioney hivath. 
l»iit, sure, some Terens hath dctloured thee, 
And, lest thou sliuuklst detect him, cut thy 
tongue. 

Ah ! now thou turn’st iivv^ay thy f;iee foi- 
.shaim* ; 

And, notwitlistanding all this loss of blood. 

As from a conduit with three issuing spouts, 
ATet do thy cheeks look red as Titan’s fMce m 
lUushing to be encounter'd with a cloud. 

Shall 1 .speak for tliefi 1 sliall J .say, ’t is so { 

O, that 1 knew thy lieart ; aii<l knew tlie 
beast, 

Tliat 1 might rail at him, to case my mind I 
Sorrow concealed, likti an oncii stopp'd, 

Doth burn tlie heart to cimlcjs where it is. 

Fair Philonuda, vslm but lo.st her tongue, 

And in a tedious sampler sew’d hm- mind : 

But, lovely nic'ct*, that mean is cut from thee ; 

A craftier Terens hast thou met withal, u 
And he hatli cut those pretty lingers oil*, 



Act rU. 


Trnrs axdronjous. 


Scene T. 


Tli.’it cuiilil li.ivo bettor s(nv’<l iJjaii 
O ! Ii.'kI the iiionster seen tljo.sc lily liands 
Tre!n]>l(* likr ;us]»on-l(*av(‘,s iijJDii a lute, 

And maJv(; tlu‘ silken slrin,i(s (h'lii^lit to kiss 

He wonM ii{»t tluni Jiave toiioliM tJaan for his 
life- ; 

Or had he h(\‘U‘d tla* ln‘avrnly liarniony, 
Which that sweet toni^ne hatli made, 
tie would liav(^ droppM his knii\‘, and fell 
asle(;p, w* 


As (JerlKuns at the Thracian ])oet\s fe(‘t. 

('oine, let ns i^o, and make thy father blind ; 

Kor such a sight will blind a fatli<‘r’s eye: 

One hour’s storm will drowji the fi*agrant 
iiK'ails : 

What will whole montlis of tears tliy fathei‘’s 
eyc‘s i 

Do not draw back, for w(^ will mourn with 
tln*e : 

O, could our mourning ease thy misery ! 

[ Exenni. 


A V ’r 

S(’ENK J. Home. A Stre(‘t. 

hidf'!' T rthn tHi-i, inni Olju't'rs of 

Jnsfio\ ffdi/i Raiiti rs fnt(/ hound, 

fHtssimj on to tlo‘ of c.crcfftion : 'I'lTl s 

[fonof 'otjorr, jth'od t orf. 

Titos, ll(‘a,i* m<‘, grave fatlaa-s I nobh* tri 
bumss, stay ! 

i^or pity of mim* age, whos(^ youth A\as spent 
Ift dangei'oiis wars, w'hilst you S(‘eur(;ly sh'.pt; 
tor all mv 1)1o(m1 in Roimfs gr(‘at <juarr<‘l 
sIuhI ; 

Kor all the frosty nights tha( t have w^ateh’d; 
And for th(\se bitba* tears, wdiieh no\v you se(‘ 
Filling the ag(Ml wn-inkles in my cheeks ; 

Be. pitiful to my (?ondemn(‘d sons, 

W’^hosti souls are not corru])te(l as ’t is thought. 
For two-and twanitv sons J never wept, lo 
Bcf^ause they <{ied in honour’s lofty bed : 

For fht'se, tribunes, in the. dust I write 

yrit I'on'imj himsctf on tin* (fi'inind. 
My hearts deep languor, and my souls sad 
teaJ’S, 

Let my tears stanch the <‘arth’s dry appetite* ; 
l\ly sons’ swaud blood wdll make it shame and 
blush. [E.urtf./d Sfonftors, Trihn nrs, 
dV., trith fhr, IVisoiO'rs. 

O earth I I will l)efriend thee more with 
lain. 

That shall distil from thes<' two ancient urns, 
’fhan youthful Ajiril shall with all his 
showers ; 

In summer s drought, 1 ’ll di*op upon thee 
still ; 

In winter, w’ith warm tears J ’ll melt the 
snow, 10 

And keep eternal spring-time on thy face, 

So thou refuse to drhik Jiiy dear sons’ blood. 

EtiUr larcius, mith, his nyuijion drawn. 

O reverend tribunes ! O gentle-aged men ! 
LTnbind my sons, reverse the doom of death ; 
And let me say, that never wept before. 


1 1 I. 

My tears aie* now' prevailing oratm-s. 

Anr. () nobhi father, yon lament in vain . 
Tin* tribunes ln‘ar \'Ou not, no man is by. 

And you recount your sorrows to a. stom\ 

Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brotlna-s h‘t nn^ 
])h‘ad. .'{0 

Dravc tribun(*s, om^e mon^ J entin^atof you, — 
Afo\ Aly gracious lord, no tribune heai's 
you sjM'ak. 

Tit. W'hy, 't is no matt(‘i’, man: if they 
<lid h(‘ar, 

They would not mark me, or if they did 
mark, 

TIk'v would not ])ity mo, yet plead 1 must, 
^Vnd lH>otl(‘ss unto tln'iii. 

’nH*r(*fore I t«‘ll my sorro\vs to the stones, 
Who, though th(‘V eaniiot answer any distivss, 
Yet in soiiu! sort they ari^ lietter than the 
tribnm‘S, 

For that they w ill not interctipt my tale. m 
Wh(‘n 1 do w(*(‘p, th(*y, humbly a* my feet, 
Ree(n*V(‘ my tears, ami seem toweepwdth im^ ; 
And w(*re tlaw but at.tii’ed in grave w'eeds, 
Rome could alford no tribinie like to these. 

A stoiui is soft as ^vax, trilnines more hard 
than stomps ; 

A stom* is sih*nt, and otfendeth not, 

Ami tribunes with their toJigues dooiii men 
to d(*ath. [yt iV\s*. 

But wher(*forc stand'st thou with thy weapon' 
<li awu '( 

Iaii’. To rescue my two brothers from their 
death ; 

For which att(*mi)t the judges have pro- 
nounc’d &0 

My everlasting doom of bauishnieiit. 

Tit. O ha])py man! they have befriended 
thee. 

Why, foolish liUcius, dost thou not ])erce*ive, 
That Rome is hut a wilderness of tigers '] 
Tigers must pre^y ; and Romo affords no prey, 
But me ami mine : how happy art thou then, 
From these do^ ourers to be banished ! 
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Act 111 . 


TITUS ANDRONIOUS. 


ScKNi: T. 


Rut wlio comes with our hrotluu- Murcus 
♦ Juu’o i 

Kubn' Maihtjs and Lavima. 

Marc. Titus, prt'pjire thy aged eyes to 

W(H)p ; 

Or, if not so, thy Jiohlc lio.irt to luvak : .<• 

£ bring’ coiisuriiing sorrow to tliinc age.. 

Tif. Will it i‘oiisimi(3 uu i i(‘t me see it 
then. 

Marc. This was tJiy daugliter. 

Ti(.^ Why, .Marcus, so she is. 

Lac. All me ! tliis <jbj<ict kills me. 

T'd. FVint-hearb.nl boy, arise, and look 
n])ou ]u‘r. 

Speak, Lavinia, wliat a^•curs(^d l^juid 
Hath made th(*e handless in thy fa.tber's sight 1 
What fool liatli adde.tl water to the sea, tks 
Or brought a faggot to l)right-buruing Troy i 
My gri»d‘was at tlie lieigiit l)efoi’(i tlion cam’st, 
A]mI now, like Nil us, it disdaiu(‘tb bounds. 
<iiv(; me a sword, I’ll (^lioji oil* my hands to(» ; 
kor they luive, fougiit (or Itoine, and all in 
vain ; 

.Vnd tliey have nui-s’d this woe, in (e(‘ding lih}; 
In bootless prayer have tluA been labl up, 
And they havc^ scm vM im; b? elleethiss use : 
Now all tiu^ s(‘rvice I ]’e<piire. ol“ tliem 
Is that the. one will lii'lp to cut the other. — 

T is w(‘]l, Lavinia, that thou hast, no liands, 
I'\)r hands, to <]o Rome s(‘rvie(‘, are but vain. 
Luc. S[»^.-ak, g(‘iith‘ sister, who hath inar- 
tyr’d thee '( m 

Marc. O 1 'riiat (h'lightful eiigim* of her 
thoughts, 

Tliat ljlab[)’d theui with such ])Ieasiiig elo- 
<pieiH*e, 

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
M'"her(% like a swt*et melodious hij-d, it sung 
Sweet varit'.d notes, euehaiitiug every ear. 

Lac. O ! say thou for her, who hatli done 
this deed 

Marc. O ! thus J found her, straying in 
tlie park, 

^ Sleeking to hide herself, as dotli the deer. 

That liath receiv’d some uiir(*curiiig wound, uo 
Tit. It was my deer; and he that wounded 
her 

Hath lnn*t me more, than had lie kill’d me 
dead : 

For now T stand one in)on a roek, 

EnvirouM with a wilderness of si^a, 

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by 
wave, 

Expecting ever wlieii sojiie envious surge 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow liim. 

This way to death my wretched sons are gone; 
Here stantls my other sou, a banish VI man, 


And hen^ my hrothta-, weeping at my wo<*s ; 
Rut that which giv(*s my soul the greatest 
spurn, i<>. 

Is deal' LaNinia, dearer lliaii mv soul. — 

Had 1 hut seen thy })iet»ire in Ibis [)liglit, 

It would have madbed me : wh:d shall 1 do 
Now 1 behold tiiy liv<*ly b(7dy so ( 

’riiou iiast uo hands to wipe awMV thy t('ars. 
Nor tongue to tt^il me who iiatli mai-tvr'd tb(‘(': 
Thy husba.iid he is dead, and for his death 
’riiy brotbtTS an* eoiidejim’d and dead by this. 
J.,ook, Marcus; ah! son laieius, look on lici* : 
When J di<l name h(*r brolliers, tJien fjvsh 
teai's HI 

Stood on her eh(‘(*ks, as doth the Ijoney-dew 
I'pon a gather’d lily almost wither’d. 

Marc. iVuvhanee, she weeps btn'ause they 
killM lu‘r liu.sband ; 

P«'rebaiie(‘, Ix'eaiise she knows them innocent. 

77/f. If tliey did kill thy husband, tlx'ii be 
joyful, 

Ikvaiise the law hath ta’eii revenge on 
them.- — 

No, uo, they would not. do so foul a deed ; 
\Vitm!SS the soi’row that tlxur sistej* makes. — 
(leiitle Laviuia, let na* kiss tliy lips, i-., 

Or make some sign liovv 1 may do thee. (*ase. 
Shall tliy good umde, a.n<l thy brother laieius. 
And tliou, and I, sit I'ound about some foun- 
tain. 

Looking all downwards, to belxihl our cheeks 
! Now tlM*y are. stain’d, likc^ meadows yet not 

iiiy, 

With miry slinu^ left on them by a Hood I 
Ami in tlie fountain shall we gaze so long, 

Till the fresh taste be. taken from tiiat clear- 
ness. 

And made a bi’ine-jdt with our lattcT tears I 
Or shall we cut away our hands, like? thine I 
Or shall we hiti^ our tongues, and in dumh 
shows i;ii 

Pass the remainder of our hatelid days I 
What shall we do i let us, tliat liave our 
tongues, 

Plot some dtwice of furthia* mismy, 

To make us wonder’d at in time to < ()ine. 

Lac. Sweid father, eeasi^ your tears ; for 
at your grief, 

8ee, how my wretched sister solis and Avei*ps. 
Marc. Patience, dear nicc(*.- — -Oood Titus, 
dry thine eyes.- 

Tit. Ah, Marcus, IMarciis ! brother, well I 
wot, 

Thy napkin cannot drink a. tear of mine, no 
For thou, pool- man, Jiast thwiiVl it with 
thine own. 

Luc. Ah, my Lavinia ! I will wipe thy 
cheeks. 
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A( T HI. TITUS ANDliONlOUS. Sornk F. 


Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark ! I iiuderstand 
her signs. 

JJad she a tongue to speak, now would she 
say 

That to lier brother wlii(*li \ sai<l to tliee : 

His napkin, with his tru(‘ tears all bewet, 

( ^in do no siu’vice on her sorrow bd checks. 

() I what a sympathy of woe is this ; 

As far from help as Umbo is from bliss ! 

Knlr,' Aakon. 

Aar. I'itus Andronicus, my lord the em- 
peror ir.«» 

Sends tliee this word, — that, if thou lov(‘ thy 
sons, 

L(d Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus, 

(Ir a,ny one of you, (^hop olf your baud, 

And send it to the kitig : lu^, for tlu^ same, 
Will H‘.ud thet^ hithei* both thy sons alive, 
And that shall bo tin* ransom for tluar fault. 

Tit. () gi'acious Kmperor! () g(‘utle Aaron ! 
Did ever raven sing so like? a lark, 
ddiat gives sw(‘et tidings of the suns uprisen' 
With all my Jieai't, i’ll send the (unperor my 
hand. iw 

Good Aaron, wilt thou Jielp to chop it off‘? 

Luc. Stay, father I for that noble hand of 
thine, 

That hath thrown down so rnariy enemies, 
Shall nob be sent; my hand will serve the turn. 
My youth can better spare my blood than you, 
And therefore mine shall save m\' brothers’ 
liv(^s. 

Mitre. Wliudi of your hands hath not de- 
fended Home, 

And nuir’d aloft tlie bloody batthi axe. 
Writing destruction on the enemy’s castle ? 

< > ! none of both but arc of high desert. iru 
.My hand hath been but idle ; let it serve 
To ransom my two nc'phew s from their death : 
Then have I kept it to a worthy ^uid. 

Aar. Nay, come, agree, wlmse hand slialJ 
go along. 

For fear tiny di(^ Ix^fore their par<lon come. 

Alarc. My^ ]»aiid shall go. 

L^tc. By lu^aven, it shall not go 1 

'Tit. Sirs, strive no mor(^ : such wither’d 
herbs as thes(‘ 

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore 
mine. 

Lac. Sweet father, if I shall la*, thought 
thy son, 

Jjct me rtMlemn my brotluu*s both from death. 

Marc, And for our father’s sake, ami 
mot lair’s care, if«i 

Now' let !ne show a brother’s lov<': to thet\ 

Tit. Agree between you ; 1 will spare my 
hand. 


Luc. Thmi 1 ’ll go fetch an axe. 

Marc, But I will use the axe. 

[Exeunt Lucius and Marcus. 

Tit. Come hither, Aaron; 1 ’ll deceive them 
both : 

Lend me thimi hand, and I will give thee 
mine. 

s\((r. [^Lvn/c] If that he call’d deceit, 1 will 
be hon(‘st, 

And never, whilst 1 live, dei;eive men so : — 
But J ’ll d<3eeive you in aiiolh(M- sort, jw> 

And that y^ou ’ll sMy% (‘re ball’ an hour pass. 

[tV/Ys- 0 / 7 ' Titus’s haml. 

Re-enter Lucii's ami Marcus. 

Tit. Now,)stMy your strife ; what shall he, 
is (h'SpatiL’il. — - 

Good Aaron, givi‘ his majesty my hand : 

’fell him, it was a hand that wardt^l him 
From thousand dangtn-s ; bid him bury it : 
Mon* bath it merited ; that h‘t it have. 

As for my sons, say, 1 aeeount of them 
As .jew els purchas'd at an (‘asy ])rice ; 

Aiul yet dear too, because I bought mine 
nwm. m 

Aar. I go, Andronicus; and, for thy hand. 
Look by ami by to have thy sons with thoc. 
[d.yh/c. j Their heads, I mean. O, how this 
villainy 

Doth fat m(^ with the very thoughts of it ! 

L<*t fools <h) good, and fair men (‘all for grace, 
Aaron will have* his soul bia(;k liLe his face. 

[Exit. 

Tit. O ! here 1 lift this one hand u]) to 
Inniveii, .. 

And bow this foi^ble ruin to tlm efu:th : 

If any power pities wretched tears. 

To that I call. -( 7’o Lavixia. ] Wliat I wdlt 
tlioii kneel with mo? 

Do tlien, d(*ar lieart ; for heaven shall hoar 
our players, aio 

Ur with our sighs wa*’ll hreathc the w'clkin 
dim, 

And .stain the .sun with fog, as sometime 
clouds, 

Wlieii they do hug him in thedr melting 
ho.soms. 

Marc. ( ) ! brother, speak with jiossihilities, 
And do not break into the.se deep extremes. 

'Tit. Is nut my sorrow deep, having no 
bottom ? % 

Then be my jiassions bottomle.ss with them. 

Mm'c. But yet let reason govern thy 
lament. 

Tit. If tlujre w^ere reason for these miseries, 
Then into limits could T bind my woes. sao 
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth 
o’ei’Huw ? 
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Act III. 


TITIT8 ANDRONICUS. 


Scene II. 


If the winds rag(‘, dotli not tlie sea wax mad, 
'Kireat’ning the welkin witli his hig-swoln 
face ? 

And wilt thou have a reason for this coil 1 
I am the sea ; hark, how her sighs do blow ! 
She is the weeping welkin, 1 the eai'th : 

Then must my se^a be moved with h(*r sighs ; 
Then must my earth with h(T continual tears 
Become a delugi*, overflow d and drowtfd : 

For why my bowels cannot hide her woes, 
But like a drunkard must 1 vomit them. 

Tlien give me leave, for losers will have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitttn- 
tongues. 

Entei' a }fr.ssrii*jer^ ivif/t to'o hp(ufs and a 
hand. * 

Woilliy Andronicus, ill art thou 
rcipaid 

For tlmt good hand thou sent’st the emperor. 
H(*re are the hea<ls of thy two noble sons. 
And herty’s thy hand, in scorn to thee sent 
1 tack I 

Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution 
mock’d ; 

That wo(^ is me to think upon thy woes, 

Mont than reimunbrancat of my father’s death. 

\^Exif. 

Marc. X(iw let hot ^d^]tna cool in Sicily, :ai 
And )->e my heart an evt‘r-burning hell ! 

'fliese miseries ari* more than may be borne. 
To wtanf with tluaii that we(‘p doth ease some 
(leal, 

But sorrow llouted at is douhle death. 

Lnc. Ah^ that this sight should make* so 
dc*ep a wound. 

And yet detested life not shrink thereat ! 
That ever death should let life b<‘ar his name. 
Where life hath no more interest but to 
breathe ! | Lay i via kwi^es Titus. 

Marc. Alas, poor heart ! that kiss is com- 
fortless, 

As fimeii water to a stai’ved snake. 

I'iL When will this fearfiil slumber have 
an end ? 

!/a7*c. Now farcvv(*ll, flattery : die, An- 
droaicus. 

Thou dost not slumber : see thy two sons’ 
heads, 

Idiy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here ; 
Thy other banish’d son with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless ; and thy brother, I, 
Even like a stony image, cold and numb. 

Ah ! now no more will I control thy griefs. 
Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand 2 fio 
(Inawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal 
sight 

The closing up of our most wretched eyes! 

2 


Now is a timci to sloriu ; why art thou still ? 
Ha, ha, ha 1 

^fare. Why dost thou laugh ? it fits not 
with this hour. , 

7^it. Why, 1 have not nnoihcr tear to shed : 
Beside.s, this s(nTow is an enemy. 

And would usurp upon my watery t'yes. 

And make them blind with tributary tears ; 
Then, which way shall 1 Ihid R(‘vengi‘’s cave? 
For these two heads do s(.‘em to speak to me. 
And threat me, I shall ne\(‘r come to bliss, ‘-’ru 
Till all thes(* mischiefs i>e n^turji’d again, 
Even in their throats that hav(‘ committed 
them. 

Come, let me s(‘e what task 1 have to do. — 
You heavy i>eo})le, circ'le me about, 

That I niay turn me to each oni^ of you, 

And swear unto my soul to write ycair 
wrongs. - 

The vow is made. Como, brotlau*, take a head ; 
And in this hand the other will 1 bear. >■> 
Lavinia, thou shalt be employed in these 
things : 

Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, hetween 
thy teeth. 

As for thee, boy, go, get th('e frojii my sight ; 
'’I’hoii art an exile, and thou must not stay : 
Hie to the Coths, and raise* an ai'iny there ; 
And if yoai love me, as I think you do, 

Let’s kiss and part, for we have mneh to do. 
[Exe'unt Trrt’s, Maucus, and Lavi.via. 
Lnc. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble 
father ; 

The wofnll’st man that evei* liv’d in lloiiK*. 
Farewell, proud Rome: till Lucius come again, 
He leav(\s his pledges dt*ar(‘r than Ids life. k‘i 
F arewell, Lavinia, my noble sister ; 

O, \vould thou w(*rt as thou tofore hast been! 
But now nor Imeius, nor Lavinia lives, 

But in oblivion, and liateful griefs. 

If Lueius live, he will re(]uite your Avrongs, 
x\ud make proud Saturniiu' and his (‘inpress 
Beg at the gates like Tarcjuin and his (jueen. 
Now^ will I to the Goths, and raise a powder, 
T(» be reveng’d on Rome and t*>aturnine. v** 

[Exit. 


Scene II. — A Room in Titus’s House. A 
Banquet set out. 

EJntcr Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and young 
Lucius, a hoy. 

Tit. So, so ; now sit* ; and look you eat 
no more 

Than will pre.servo just so much strength in 
us 
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Act hi. 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


Scene 11. 


As will revenge these bitter woes of om*s. 
Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot : 
Thy niece and I, poor ereatunvs, want our 
hands, 

And cannot passionate our teji-fold giief 
With folded arms. TliLs j)oor right hand of 
mine 

Is left to tyi’annise upon my bretist ; 

And when my heart, all mad with misery, 
Beats ill this Iiollow prison of my flesh, n» 
Then thus I thump it down. — 

[I'o Lavinia.] Thou map of woe, that thus 
dost talk in signs. 

When thy [)oov heai-t beats with outrageous 
beating 

Thou eanst not strike it thus to make it 
still. 

Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with 
groans; 

Or get soiiie little knife between thy teeth, 
Ancl just against thy heart make thou a hole ; 
That all the tears that thy ])oor eyes let fall 
May run into that sink, and, soaking in. 
Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt teai-s. 

Marc. Fic, brother, lie ! teach her not thus 
to lay 

Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit. Plow now ! has son owmade thee dote 
already ? 

Why, Marcus, no man should Ije mad but I. 
What violent hands can sht^ lay on her life ? 
Ah ! wherefore dost thou urge the name of 
hands ; 

To bid ..Plneas tell the tah^ twice oVr, 

Ilow Troy was burnt, and he made miser- 
able i 

0 ! handle not the theme, to talk of hands, 
Lest we I’euKunber still that we have none. :»» 
Fie, tie ! Ikav franticly 1 scpiarc^ my talk. 

As if wt> sliould forget we had no hands, 

If Marcus did not name the word of hands ! — 
Come, let s fall to : and, gentle girl, eat 
this. - 

Here is no drink. Hark, Marcus, what she 
says ; 

1 can interpret all her luartyi-’d sign.s. 

8he says she drinks no other drink hut tear.s. 
Brew’d with Jicr sorrow, mash’d ujum lier 
cheeks. 

Speechless coinplaiiier, I will k-arn thy 
thought ; 

III tliy dumb action will I be as perfect, o 
As begging hermits in thdi’ holy prayers : 

Thou shalt not sigh,^iior hold thy stumps to 
lieaveii, 

Nor wink, noi- nod, iior kneel, nor make a 
sign. 

But I, of these, will wrest an a][>habct, 

IS 


And, by still ])ractice, h*aiii to know tliy 
meaning. 

Boy, Good grandsire, leave these bitter 
deep laments : 

Make my aunt merry with some pleasing 
tale. 

Marc. Alas, the tender boy, in passion 
mov’d, 

Doth weep to see Ids gnindsire’s hea^•ilu*ss. 

Tit, Peace, tender sapling ; thou art made 
of tt^-irs, .v> 

And tears will quickly melt thy life away.— 
[Maucus sirtkea the disk with a knife. 
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy 
knife ? 

Marc. At tlitit that I have kill’d, my lord, — 
a fly. 

I Tit. Out on thee, murden'r ! thou kill'st 
my heart ; 

Mine eyes are eloy’d witli vituv of tyranny : 

A <leed of death, done on the innocent. 
Becomes not Titus’ brotliei*. Gel thee gone ; 
I see, thou art not for my com^iany. 

}farc. Alas! my lord, 1 have but kill’d a fly. 

Tit. But how, if that fly had a father and 
mother, 

How would he hang his slmider giMed wings, 
And buzz lamenting doings in the aii* 1 
Poor harmless fly, 

That, with his pretty buzzing melody, 

Came h(T(‘ to make us uierrv ! and thou hast 
kill’d Idiu. 

2Iart\ Pardon me, sir : it was a. ]>lack ill- 
fa vourM fly. 

Like to the lunjU’ess’ Mejor : tliei efqre 1 kill’d 
him. . 

Tit. O, 0,0! 

Tlien pardon mo for reprehcaidiiig thee, 

For thou liast done a cliaritablo detsl. Tf» 

Giv'c me thy knife, I will insult on him : 
Flattering myself, as if it were tlie ]Moor, 
Come hither purposely to poison me.--- 
There’s for thyself, and that’s for ’famora. 
Ah, siiTah ! — 

Yet I think we are not brougljt so low, 

But that between us we can kill a fly, 

'That comes in likeness of a coal-hiat-k Moor. 

Marc. Alas, poor man ! grief lias so 
wrought on him, 

He takes false shadows for true substances, ht 

Tit. Oome, take away. — r Lavinia, go with 
me : 

I ’ll to tliy closet ; and go l ead with thee 
8ad stories, chanced in tla^ times of old. — ■ 
Come, boy, and go with me : thy siglit is 
young, 

And thou slialt read, when mine begins to 
dazzle. [Bxeunt 



Act IV. 


T1TU8 ANDHONICUS. 


Scene 1. 


ACT lY. 


Scene I. — The same. Before Titus's House. 

Enter Titus and Makcus. Then enter ijornuj 
Lu(’ius, Lavinia rmininy after him. 


But thou art deeper read, and better skilFd ; 
Come, and take choiee of all my libraiy. 

And so beguile tliy sorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the dauinVl contriver ol' this deed. — 


Boy. Help, gi-aiidsire, help 1 my aunt 
Lavinia 

Follows me every wliere, I know not why.- - 
Cood uncle Marcus, see, how swift she 
comes ! 

Alas ! sweet fuint, I know mot what you 
mean. 

Marc. Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear 
thine aunt. 

Tit. She loves thee, l)oy, too well to <lo 
thee harm. 

Boy. Ay, wlien my father w'as in Rome, 
she <lid. 

Marc. What means my niece J^avinia by 
these signs i 

* Tit. Fear her not, Lucius somewhat 
doth she mean. 

See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of 
thee : k* 

SonunvliilJier would slu? have thee go with her. 
Ah, hoy ! (V)rnclia nevan* with more care 
Rf‘a<l to her sons, than she hath road to th(*e, 
Sweet jjoetry, and Tully’s Orator. 

Marc. Canst thou not guess whei-efore sJie 
])lies thee thus 1 

Boy. 3ly lord, 1 know not, I, nor can I 
guess, 

IJ ideas soi-iie tit or frenzy do possess her; 

For I have hf'ard my grandsire say full oft, 
Extremity of griefs Nvould make men mad ; 
And I have read tJiat ITecidja of Ti*oy -.o 
Ran mad through sorrow : that made rm^ to 
fear ; 

Although, my lord, 1 know, my noble aunt 
TiOves me as <lear as e’er my mother diti, 

And would not, but in fury, iVight my 
youth ; 

Which made me down to throw my books, 
ami ily, 

Causeless, perhaps. But pardon me, s\vect 
aunt ; 

Ami, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 

I will most willingly attend your ladyship. 

Marc. Lucius, I will. 

[Lavinia ov&r the books tchich 

Lucius had let fall. 

Tit. How now, Lavinia — Marcus, wliat 
means this ? :»» 

Some book there is that she desires to see. — 
Which is it, girl, of these? — Open them, boy. 


i What hook ? 

1 Why lifts she up her arms in se(juence thus \ 
I Xfarc. T think, she means that theii^ was 
I more than one 

I Coiif«‘d(‘rate in the fact : — ay, more there 
w’as ; 

Or t‘lse to heaven she heaves tlaan for re- 
venge. 

Tit. Lucius, what book is tliat slie tosset h 
so ? 

Boy. ( Irandsire, ’t is Ovid's i\letamo] plios(‘s : 
My mother gave it me. 

.\fiirc. For lovt" of her tliat’s gone. 

Perhaps, she cull’d it from among the rest. 

Tit. 8oft ! so busily slu*- turns the leav(^s ! 
Help her: 

Wliat waaild she find ? — Lavinia, shall 1 read i 
This is the tragic tale of Philomel. 

Ami treats of Tereus’ treason ajid liis ra[>e ; .'■<> 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 
Marc. hrotlicr, see I note, Ijow' she 

< (notes the leaves. 

'Tit. Lavinia, 'wert thou tlius surpi’is’d, 
s\vet‘t girl, 

Ravish’d and wrong’d, as Philomela was, 
Fore’ll in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy 
woods ? - 
See, see ! — 

Ay, such a ])lace there is, whme we did hunt, 
((.), liad we never, nev er lumbal tlier(‘ !) 
Pattern'd by that the (>oet here desci'ibes, 

' By nature, made for mui'ders, ;md tor rapf‘s. 
M<(rc. t> ! Avhy should natTire bnihl so fold 
a deu, 

' LTnless the gods delight in trageilies ] 

! Tit. (Rso sign.s, sweet girl, fur here aie none 
I lait friends, 

I What Roman lord it was durst do tlie dec'd : 

! Ur slunk not Saturnine, as Tanpiin erst, 

That left the camp to sin in Jaicreci* bed? 
Marc. Sit down, svv(.‘et niet e : — brother, sit 
down by me. — 

Apftllo, Pallas, Jow, or .Mercury. 

Inspire me, that T may this tn ason find ! — 
My lord, look here ; — look hen*, Lavinia : 
This samly jdot is jdain ; gui<le, it thou canst, 
This after me. 

[Jle writes his name with his stayf\ and. 
j y}iides it with feet and mouth. 

I have writ my name 
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Act IV. 


TITUS ANDUONIOUS. 


Scene 11. 


Without the hel]> of any hand at all. 

Uiu'sM be that heart that forc’d us to this 
shift ! 

. Write thou, good niece, a^id h(M(‘ display at 
last 

Wliat God will liaN e disco\(‘r’d for ivvenge. 
Heaven guide tliy pen to [>riiit thy sorrows 
plain, 

That we may know the li aitors and the truth I 
iakrs the sta f hi hi r mouthy and (f nidpa 
it vnth her stunipi^ and write.^. 

Tit, O ! <lo yon read, iny lord, what she 
hath writ { 

Idiuprum — Ch Iron — / h'lnetrius. 

Marc. What, what I the lustful sons of 
Taiiioi-a 

Pei-formers of this In'inoiis, liloody deed I 
Tit. Mai/ni dmn i na for poll ^ 

Tam lentns andla seel era? tarn lent ns rides/ 
Marc. '"( ) ! calm thee, gentle lord ; although 
r know 

There is enough written iipou this earth, 

To stir a mutiny iji the mild(*st thoughts. 

And arm the minds of infants to exciaini.s. 

My lord, kmad down with me; Lavinia, 
kneel ; 

And kneel, sweet boy, the Komau Hector’s 
ho]>e ; 1 " 

And swear with me, — as with the wuful 

. . i 

And father, of that chaste dishonour’d <hnu(% 
Lord Junius B) utus swi-arfor Lucrece’ ra})e, - 
That we will ])ros(icute, by good advice, 

Mortal reveug(} uimjii tliese traitorous Goths, 
And see their blood, or <Ue with this re- 
])roach. 

Tit. ’Tis sure enough, an you kin^w how ; 
But if you hunt these bear-wdielps, then 
beware : 

The dam will wake, and if she wind you 
once : 

She ’s with the lion dee])ly still in league, m»" 
And lulls him whilst she playeth on Iku* back ; 
And wlnai he sleeps will she do what she 
list. 

You ’re a young huntsman : Marcus, let 
alone ; 

And, come, I will go get a leaf of brass. 

And with a gad of steel will write the.se 
words, 

And lay it by. The angry northern wind 
Will blow these sands like Sibyl’s leaves 
abroad, 

And where’s your lesson then 1 — Boy, what 
say you 1 

Boy. I say, my lord, that if I were a man, 
Their mother’s bedchamber should not be 
safe no 


Foi’ these bad bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 
.]farc. Ay, that ’s my boy ! thy fatlun* hath 
full oft 

For his ungrateful country dom^ the like. 

Boy. And, uncle, so will 1, an if I live.' 
Tit. Come, go with me into mine armoury : 
Lucius, T ’ll lit thee ; and withal my boy 
Shall carry from mo to the em]»ress’ sons 
Pre.sents, that 1 intend to send them both. 

( Jome, come ; thou ’It do thy message, wilt 
thou not \ 

Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their besoms, 
grandsire. 

Tit. No, boy, not so ; 1 ’ll tea(5h thee another 
course. 

Lavinia, comfe. — Marcus, look to my house : 
Lucius and T ’ll go bi’av(‘ it at the court ; 

Ay, marry, will w(*, sii*; and we ’ll be waited 
on. 

[Exeunt Trrrs, Lavinia, and Boy. 
Marc. O heavens ! can you hear a. good 
man groan. 

And not relent, or not compassion him '/ 
Marcus, atUaid him in his ecstacy, * 

That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart, 
Than foemen’s marks upon his batter'd shield ; 
But yet so Just, that he will not revenge. — i!»i 
Kev(‘ng<j the heavens for old Andronicus ! 

[p].dt. 


Scene II. — The Same. A Room in the 
Palace. 

PJnter Aa»{on, Demetihus, a}ii( CiiiiiON, a.t 
o)te door ; at another </oor, (fovny Lucius, 
and an Aftendan.ty vnth a. bnndle qfweapO')iSy 
and verses in'it upon them. 

Chi. Demetrius, here ’s the son of Lucius ; 

He hath some message to deliver us. 

Aax. Ay, some mad message from his mad 
grandfathei-. 

Boy. My lords, with all the humldeiiess I 
may, 

I gi’eet your honours from Andronicus ; — 

And juay the Roman irbds confound 
you both. 

Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius. What’s 
the news % 

Boy. That you ;u*e both decipher’d, 

that ’s the news. 

For villains mark’d with rape. [To them.^ 
May it jilease you, 

My grandsire, well advis’d, hath sent by me 

The goodliest weapons of his armoury, n 

To gmtify your honourablo youth. 

The hope of Rome ; for so he bade me say. 
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Act iV. 


TITUB ANDRONICUS. 


Scene IT. 


And 80 1 do, and with liis gifts present 
Your lordships, that, whejicver you have need, 
You may be armed and appointed well. 

And so I leave you both, [aside] like bloody 
villains. 

[Exeii^d Boy and Alteadaiit. 

Deni, What ’s ht*re ( a scroll ; and writt(‘n 
round about % 

Let 's see : 

liiteyer vitw svelerisqne paras, »» 

Xoa eyet ^^auri jacalis nee arcu, 

Chi O ! 't is a vei-se in J lorace ; I know it 
w(dl ; 

I read it in the grammar long ago. 

Aar. Ay, just ! a verse in lloraee ; — right, 

you have it. 

[A.sh/e:.] Now, wliat a. thing it is to be an ass ! 
Jlere ’s no sound jest ! th(^ old man hath 
fouml tJieir guilt, 

And sends them weapons wrapj)’d about with 
lines, 

That wound, beyond their feeling, to the 
(piiok ; 

But AVi^re our witty empress Avell afoot, 

She would applaud Andronieus’ conceit : »• 

But let her rest in her unrest awhile. — 

[To them. ] And now, young lortls, was T not 
a hap])y star 

Led us to Rome, strangers, and mort' than so, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height \ 

It di<l me good, befoie the palace gate 
To l)i*ave the tribune in his brother\s hearing. 

Dem. But me mor(^ good, to see so great a 
lord 

Basely insinuate, and send us gifts. 

Aar. bLid lie not reason. Lord Demetrius t 
Did you not use his daughter v(3ry friendly t 

Dem. I would we had a thousaml Roman 
dames -a 

At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust. 

Chi. A charitable Avisli, and fidl of love. 

Aar. Here lacks but your motlier for to 
say amen. 

Chi. And that would she for twenty thou- 
sand more. 

Dem. Come, let u.s go, and pray to all the 
gods 

For our beloved mother in her pains. 

Aar. [Aside.] Pray to the devils ; the gods 
have given us over. [Trumpets sound . 

Dem. Why dr the emjjeror’s trumiHjts 
flouiish thus ? 

Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son. 

Dem, Soft 1 who comes here ? 5J 

Enter a Nurse, with a blackamoor Child. 

Ntcr. Good morrow, lords. O ! tell me, 
did you see 


Aaron the Mooi* i 

Aar. Well, more*, or l(\ss, or ne*er a whit 
at all, 

Here Aaron is ; aud what with Aaron now'l 

N av. O gentle Aaron ! are all undone. 

Now help, or woe bcti(h' thee <*,v(‘rinore ! 

Aar. Wliy, what a caterwauling dost thou 
keej) ! 

What <lost thou w'raj) aud fumble in thine 
ai’ins % 

Nur. (_) ! that w hich I would hide from 
heaven's ey(‘, * 

Our empn'ss' shajiie, and stately Konu' s dis- 
grace. — 

She is deliver’d, lords, she is deliver’d. 

Aar. To wliom ! 

Nar. 1 mean she’s brought a-hed. 

Aar. Well, (lodgive Ijer good rest ! What 
hath he sent her 't 

uVar. A (hivil. 

Aar. Why, then she is the devil’s dam : 

A joyful issue. 

jVar. A joyless, dismal, hlaek, and sorrow- 
ful issue. 

Here is the bahe, as loathsome iis a toad 

Amongst the fairest hre(Hl(*i s of our dime. 

The empress sends it thee, thy stain]), thy 
seal, 7" 

And bids tlie(‘. ehristeii it wuth thy (lagg(?r’s 
])oint. 

Aar. Out, you whore ! is black so bas(^ a 
hue i • 

Sweet blowso, you are a beauteous blossom, 
sure. 

Dem. Villain, what liast thou done ? 

^lar. 1’hat Avhieli thou eanst not undo. 

('hi Thou hast undone our mothei-. 

Aar. Villain, I have done thy mother. 

Dcni. And therein, lidlish dog, thou hast 
undone her. 

Woe to her chance, and damn’d lier loatlied 
choice ! 

Acenrs’d tlui olfspring of so foul a fiend ! 

Chi It shall not live. 

Aar. It shall not die. 

N^ur. Aaron, it must : the mother wills it so. 

Aar. What ! must it, nurse J then let no 
man but I 

Do execution on my flesli and blood. 

Dem. I ’ll broacli the ta(Ii»ole on my rapier’s 
l)oint : 

Nurse, give it mo ; my sw ord shall soon 
dospatcli it. 

Aar. Sooner this sw^ord shall plough thy 
bowels uj). 

[Takes the child from the Nurse, and d/raws. 

Stay, murderous villains ! wdll you kill your 
brotlier ? 
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Act rv. 


TfTUH ANDRONICUS. 


Scene II. 


Now, by tlio biiriiiiijU; tapers of the .sky, i>» 
That shone so brightly when this boy was got, 
lie (lies uj)()n niy scimitar’s .sharp point 
That touclies this my tirst-born .son and heir. 
I tedl you, younglings, not Enceladiis, 

Witli all his threatening band of Typhon’s 
])rood, 

Nor great Alcide.s, nor the god of war, 

Shall seize this prey out of his father’.s hands. 
What, what, ye sanguine, shallow-hearted 
hoys ! 

Ye white-lim’d walls ! ye ale-house painted 
signs ! 

Coal-black is better than another hue, kk) 
Li that it scorns to ])eai‘ another hue ; 

For all the water in tlie (x:t*an 

Can never turn the swan’s black legs to white, 

Although she lave them hourly in the Hood. 

Toll the empress from me, I am of tige 

To keep mine own ; (‘xcu.se it how she can. 

Dem, Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress 
thus \ 

Aar. My mistress is my mistress; this, 
my.self ; 

The vigour, and the picture of my youth: 

This before all the world do I prefer; nu 
This, maugre all the world, will I keep safe, 
Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome. 

DeAo. By this our mother is for ever 
shamed. 

Chi, Rome will despise her for tliis foul 
escape. 

Nur. The emperor in his rage will doom 
her death. 

Ghl. I blush to think upon this igiiomy. 

Adr. Why, th(‘re ’s the privilege your 
]>eauty bears. 

Fie, treacherous hue I that will betray with 
blushing 

The close enacts and counsels of the heart : 
Here ’s a young lad fram’d of another leer. i»> 
Look, how tlie black slave smiles upon the 
father. 

As who sliould .say, Old lad, I am thine 
own.” • 

Ho is your brother, lords, sensibly fed 
Of that self blood that tirst gave life to you : 
And from that womb, where you imprison’d 
were, 

He is enfranchised and come to light : 

Nay, he is your brother by the .surer side. 
Although my seal be stamped in his face. 

Nur. Aaron, what shall I siiy unto the 
empress 1 

Dem.. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be 
(lone, 

And will all subscribe to thy advice : 

Save thou the child, so w'e may all be safe. 


Aai\ Then sit we down, and let us all con- 
sult. 

My son and I will have the wind of you ; 
Keej> there ; now talk at pleasure of your 
safety. \Tliey siL 

Dcm. How many women saw this child of 
lii.s 1 

Aar. Why, so, brave lords : when we join 
in le.ague, 

I am a lamb ; l>ut if you l)ravo the Moor, 

The chafed boar, the mountain lioness, 

The ocean swells not .so as Aaron storms. — 
But .say again, how many saw the child ? ui 
Nar. Cornelia the midwife, and myself, 
And no one else but the deliver’d empress. 
Aar. The e!tipre.s.s, ,the midwife, and your- 
.self : 

Two may keep counsel, when the third ’s 
away. 

Go to the einpre.ss ; tell her this I said : 

\Stabhhi(j her. 

Wckc, weke ! — so cries a pig })repared to the 
spit. 

Dem. What mean’st thou, Aaron 1 where- 
fore didst thou tins 1 
Aar. (> lord, sii*, ’tis a deed of policy. 

Shall she live to })etray this guilt of ours, i.v) 
A long-tongu’d babbling gossip ] no, lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent. 
Not far, oiKi Muliteu.s, my countryman ; 

His wife but yesternight was brought to bed. 
His child is like to her, fair as you are : 

Go pack with him, and give the mother gold, 
And tell tliem both the circumstance of all. 
And how l>y tliis their chill shall be 
advanc’d, , 

And lie received for the emperor’s heir, 

And siiUstituted in the place of mine, ifio 
To calm this tenijiest whirling in the court ; 
And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 
Ilaik ye, lords ; you sec, I have giveji her 
physic. \^Pomtlng to the Nurse. 

And you must needs 1 bestow her funeral ; 

The lields are near, and you are gallant 
grooms. ^ 

This done, see that you take no longer days, 
But send the midwife presently to me. 

The midwife and the nurse well made away,. 
Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 
Chi. Aaron, I see thou wilt not trust tlie 
air t i7‘> 

With scHjrets. 

Dem. For this care of Tamora, 

Herself and hers are highly bound to thee. 
[Exeunt Demetrius and Chiron, hearing 
off the dead Nurse. 

Aar. Now to the Goths, as sMuft as 
swallow liies ; 
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Act IV. 


TITUS ANDRONTOUS. 


Scene III. 


There to dispose tins treasure iu mine arms, 
And secretly to greet the ein])ress’ friends. — 
Come on, you thick-lipp’d slave, I’ll bear you 
hence ; 

For it is you that puts us to our shifts : 

I ’ll make you feed on berries and on roots, 
And feed on curds and whey, and suck the 
goat. 

And cabin in a cave, and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and command a camp. 

[Exit, with the Child, 


Scene III.— The Hamc. A public Place. 

Enter TiTirs, hearing arrows, with letters on 
the ends of them : vnth him Makccs, 
young Lucius, and other (Jenthmyin, with 
hows. 

Tit. (^ome, iVlarcus, conn? ; — kinsmen, this 
is the way. — 

Sir boy, now let me see your arcliery : 

Look ye draw home enough, and ’tis there 
straight. 

'Terras xistrmi reliqvit : 

Be vou remember’d, Marcus, .she ’s gone, she ’s 
ded. 

Sirs, take you to your tools. You, cousins, 
sliail 

Co sound the ocean, and cast your nets ; 
Happily you may find her in the sea ; 

Yet there ’s as little justice as at land. — 

No ; Publius and Sempronius, you must do 
it ; 10 

’Tis you must dig with mattock, and with 
s|)ade, 

And pierce the inmost centre of th<‘ earth : 
Then, when you come to Pluto’s region, 

I pray you, deliver him this pc^tition ; 

Toll him, it is for justice and for aid, 

And that it comes from old Andronicu.s, 
Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Kome. — 
Ah, Rome ! — Well, well ; I made thee miser- 
able. 

What time I threw the people’s suffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannise o’er me . — 20 
(to, get you gone ; and J^ray be careful all, 
And leave you not a man-of-war unsearch’d : 
This wicked emperor may have shipp’d Ixer 
hence \ 

And, kinsmen, then we tnay go jnpe for 
justice. 

Marc, O Publius ! is not this a heavy 
case. 

To see thy noble uncle thus distract ? 

Tub, Therefore, my lord, it highly us con- 
cerns, 


By day and night to attend liim carefully ; 
And feed his humour knidly as we may, 

Till time beget .some careful renuMly. 

Marc, Kinsmen, his soirows are past 
remedy. .to 

Join with the Goths, ami with revengeful 
war 

Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Tit, Publius, how now ? how now, my 
mastei's ] 

What, have you met witli her ? 

Tub, No, my good lord ; but Pluto sends 
yon word, 

If you will have Revenge from hell, you 
shall : 

Marry, for Justice, slie is .so employ’d, 

He thinks, with J^ve in heaven, or some 
where else, 

So that perforce you mu.st needs stay a time. 

Tit, He doth me wrong to feed me with 
delays. 

I ’ll dive into the burning lake below, 

And pull lier out of Aclieroii by the heels. — 
Marcus, wc are hut .shrubs, no cedars we ; 

No big-bon’d men, fram’d of the Gy clops’ size. 
But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back ; 
Yet wrung with wrongs, moi’c than our 
hacks can bear : 

And sith there is no justice in earth nor hell, 
We will solicit heaven, and move the gods, 

To send down Justice for to wreak our 
wrongs. 

Gome, to this gear. You ai'e a good archer,. 

Marcus. \IIe gives them tlw arrows. 
Ad Jovem, that^s for you : — here, ad 
Apollhieni : — 

Ad Martem, that’s for myself: — 

Here, boy, to Pallas : — Imre, to Mercury : 

To Saturn, Cains, not to Saturnine ; 

You were as gooil to shoot against tlie 
wind. — 

To it, boy ; Marcus, loose when I hid. 

Of my word, I have written to effect ; 

Tliere’s not a god left unsolicited. «» 

Marc. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into 
the court : 

We will afHict the emperor in his pride. 

Tit, Now, masters, draw. [They 8hoot,'\ 
O, well said, Lucius ! 

Good boy, in Virgo’s lap : give it Pallas. 

Marc, My lord, I aim a mile beyond tlio 
moon : 

Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit, Ha ! Publius, Publius, what hast thou 
done 1 

Scfe, see ! thou hast shot off one of Taurus’ 
horns. 
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.VCT IV. 


TITUS ANDEONICUS. 


Scene TV. 


Jficrc. Tlii.s w;i.s the sport, iiiy lord : wlieii 
Publius shot, 

The Bull, btdiig gall’d, ^av(^ Aries sucli a 
knock, ro 

That down toll both the Itain’s horns in the 
court ; 

And who shouhl find tlieni but tlio empress’ 
villain '? 

She laugh’d, and told the Moor he should not 
choose 

But give them to Ids nmsttu* for a ]>resent. 

'rit. Why, tliere it gorvs : (rod give Ids 
lords! lip joy ! 

J^JfUer the Clown, frith n haskrt and two 

pif/rons iHj if. 

Nows ! news from Iuniviui 1 Marcus, the post 
is (“OHIO. • 

SiiTali, wliat tidings I have you any letters ? 
Shall 1 have justice what says Juj liter '!■ 

CIo. Uo ! tha giVibet-maker f he says that 
ho hath taken tluMu down again, for the man 
must not be hanged till the Jiext wec'k. 

2\‘f. But what says Jupit(‘r, I ask thee? 

CVo. Alas, sh* ! 1 know not Jupiter: I 
never drank with him in all my life. 

7Vt. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier ? 
C/o, Ay, of my pigeons, sir; nothing <Jse. 
Tit. Why, didst thou not come from 
heaven 1 

Clo. From heaven ? alas, sir 1 I never 
came there. ( Jod forbid, I should be so bold 
to pi’oss to Ijeaven in my young da^^s. Why, 
f am going with my pigeons to the tribunal 
plebs, to take up a matter of brawl betwixt 
my uncle and ojie of tla^ empei'ial’s men. us 
Marc. Why, sir, that is as tit as can lie, to 
serve for your oration ; and let him deliver 
the pigeons to the emperor from you. 

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to 
the emperor witli a grace \ 

Clo. Nay, truly, sir, ^ could never say 
grace in all my life. 

Tit. Sirrah, conif} hither. Make no more ado. 
But give your pigeons to the emperor ; loi 
By me thou shalt have justice at his hands. 
Hold, hold meanwhile, here’s money for 
thy cliarges. 

Give me j>en and ink. — 

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a sup])li- 
cation ? 

Clo. Ay, sir. 

Tit. Then here is a sujiplication for you. 
And when you come to him, at the first 
approach you must kneel ; then kiss his foot; 
then deliver up your pigeons ; and tlien look 
for your reward. I ’ll be at hand, sir ; see 
you do it bravely * in I 


Clo. 1 warrant you, sir ; let me alone. 

Tit. ISirrah, hast thou a knife ? Come, lot 
me see it. — 

Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration ; 

For thou hast madt^ it like an humble sup- 
pliant : — 

And when thou liast given it to the emperor. 

Knock at my door, and tell ine what he says. 

Clo. God be with you, sir ; I will. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let us go. — Publius, 
follow me. [^Exe}Lnt. 


Scene 1 V. — The Saim*. IkTore the Palace. 

Enter Satitii!xtnl's, Taxoiia, Demetrius, 
CuiuON, Lords, atul others : Saturninus 
frith the arrows in his hand that Titus 
shot. 

tSat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these i 
Was evTr seen 

An emperoi* in Bomt.' thus ovcrliorne. 
Troubled, confronTe(l thus ; and, for the ex- 
tent 

Of egal justice, us’d in such contempt? 

My lords, you know, a.s do the miglitful gods, 
(Howevei* these disturbcTs of our jieace 
Buz in the people’s cars) the 're nought hath 
pass’d. 

But even with law, against the wilful sons 
(^)f old Aiuhonicus. And what an if 
His sorrows have so overwhelm’d his*^ wits, 
Shall we be thus afllicted in his wreaks. 

His tits, his frenzy, and his bitterness ? 

And now l.e wj'itcs to heaven for liia reilress . 
See, here’s to Jov(', and this to 'Mercury; 

This to Apollo ; this to the god of war ; 
Sweet .scrolls to Hy about tlu' streets of 
Ivome ! 

\Vhat ’s this but libelling against the senate, 
And blazoning our injustice every where ? 

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords ? 

As who would .say, in Home no justice were. 
But if I live, his feigned ecstacies ^ 

Shall be no shelter to these outrages ; 

But he and his shall know, that 'justice lives 
In Saturninus’ lujalth ; whom, if he sleep. 

He ’ll so i\wake, as he in fury shall 
Cut off the proud’st conspirator that lives. 
Ikmi. My gracious lord, my lovely Satur- 
nine, * 

Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts, 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus’ age, 
The effects of sorrow for his valiant sons, aa 
Whose loss hath pierc’d him deep, and 
scarr’d his heai*t ; 

And rather comfort his distressed plight, 



Acrr IV. 


TITUS ANDKONICUS. 


Scene TV. 


Than jaosccute the meanest, or tlie bc^st, 

For tlujse contempts. Wliy, tlius 

it shall become 

High-witted Tamora to glozc witli nil : 

But, Titus, I have touch’d thee to the rjuick, 
Thy life-blood out. If Aaron now be wise, 
Then is all safe, the anchor's in the port. — 

Enter Clmthi-, 

How now, good fellow ! wouldst thou speak 
with us] 

Clo, Yes, foi'sooth, an your inistership be 
imperial. n* 

Ta))u Empress I am, but yonder sits the 
emj)ei-or. 

67o. 'T is he.-- (led and Saint Ste])h(aigiv(5 
you goo<l doJi. I hav(i brought you a letter, 
and a couphj of pigeons lun e. 

I SATUnxiNirs reads thelptte.r. 
SaL flo, lake him away, and hang him 
ju-esently. 

(Jlo. How much money must 1 have] 

Tam, Conu‘, sirrah ; you must be bang’d. 
Clo, Hang’d ! By h* lady, then 1 have 
brought up a neck to a fair (aid. 

[AW/, yaarded. 
Sat, Despitebil and intolei’able wrong.s ! .v* 
Shall I endure this monsti’ous villainy] 

I know from whencij this sanu^ device j>ro- 
ceeds. 

May this be borne] — As if his traitorous 

SOJIS, 

That died by law for murder of our brother. 
Have by my means been butcher’d wrong- 
fully ’ — 

do, drag the villain hither by the hair : 

Nor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege. ~ 
For this proud mock I ’ll be thy slaught<»r- 
man ; 

Sly frantic wretch, that holj)st to make me 
great, 

In hoj)e thyself sho\dd govern Borne and me. 

Enter ^Emilius. 

\Vhat nows with thee, H^hnilius ? <’•> 

^Emil, Arm, my lords ! Bonie never had 
more caust?. 

The Goths have gather’d head, and with a 
l)Ower 

Of high-resolved men, bent to the spoil. 

They hither march amain, under conduct 
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus : 

Wlio threats, in course of this revenge, 
to do 

As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the 
Goths ] 

These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head 


As tlowej's with frost, cr grass beat down with 
storms. :: 

Ay, now begin our sorrows io approach. 

’Tis he tlui common pi'oplr Inxa* so mucli : 
Myself hath often hoard thmi say, 

Wlieii ] have walked like a juivatc man, 

That Lucius’ banishment was w rougfully, 

And they have wisli’d that Ifutius wi-n* their 
erupt n-or. 

Tam, Why slajuld you feai ? is not our 
city siroug \ 

Sat. Ay, but the citizens favoui* iaicius, 
Anti will revolt from nu* to suecour him. 

7'am. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like 
thy nami\ 

Is the sun dimniM, that gnats do lly in it ( 
Tlie eagle silvers litth^ bii’ds to sing, 

And is 3iot cartTiil what tluw mean thereby ; 
Knowing that Avith the shatlow of Ids wings 
He can at ph^asure stint their melt)t|y. 

Even so may’st thou the gitltly men of Boine. 
TluMi cheer thy s[>iiit ; ft>r know, thtni cm- 
]KM'()r, 

1 will enchant tht^ ohl .VralroJiicus, 

Witli words morti swta^t, and yt^t imwe 
dangerous, 

Tliaii baits to fish, or liomy-stalks to sla‘e]i, 
Whejias the one is woundt^d with the bait. 
The other I’otted with (h'licious f(‘(*(l. 

Sat. But ho will not enti‘(‘at his son for 
ns. 

'Ta/a. If Tamora eiitrcait him, then he 
will ; 

For 1 can smooth and till his aged ear 
With golden promises, that, werii his heart 
Almost imjiregnable, his old ears ileaf, 

Yet should both oai* and heait olxw my 
tongue. — 

[7’o /FImilius.] Go thou before, be our am- 
bassador : 1 ” 

8ay that tlie emperor requests a parley 
Of warlike Imeius, and apjioiiit tla^ meeting, 
Even at his fatlier’s house, the ohl Aiidroiii- 
ens. 

Sat. yEinilius, do this message honourahly: 
And if he stand on hostage for his safety. 

Bid him demand Avhat jiledgo will ]>h^ase him 
best. 

yEtiiil, Your bidding shall 1 do eileetually. 

[Exit. 

Noav will T to tliat old Andronicus, 
And teinpm* him Avith all the art I haAa\ 

To pluck proud Lucius from tlie warlike 
Goths. 

And noAv, SAveet emperoi*, be blitJie again, 

And bury all thy fear iii my devices. 

Sat. Then go suocessantly, and plead to 
him, [Exeaiit. 
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Act V. 


TITUS ANDRONIOUS. 


Scene J. 


ACT 

Scene I. — Plains near Rome. 

Lucius, ami an arnnj <if Goths^ with 
dnim and coloura. 

Lnc. Approved warriors, and my faithful 
friends, 

1 have received letters from gic^at Home, 

Which signify what hate they hear their 
em] )eror. 

And liow desirous of our sight they ai*e. 
Tlierefore, great lords, be, as your titles 
witness. 

Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs; 

And vvlierein Rome hatli done you any scath, 
Jjct them make treble satisfaction. 

1 (tot/k. Brave sli]», sprung from the great 

Amlronicus, 

Wliose nanie was once our terror, now our 
comfort ; k* 

Wliose high exjdoits, and honourable deeds. 
Ingrateful Rome reipiites with foul contempt, 

Be )>old in us : we ’ll follow where thou 
.lead’st, 

Like stinging bees in hottest summer’s day, 

Led l)y tlieir master to the llower’d fields, 

And be aveng’d on cursed Tamoj*a. 

Goths. And, as he saith, so say we all with 
him. i 

Luc. I liumbly thank him, and T thank you 
all. 

But who comes Iiere, led by a lusty Goth ? 

Enter a Goth, le(nHny Aakon, ivlth his Child 
in his anus. 

2 (Ldii. Renowned Lucius, from our troops 

1 stray d, ») 

To gaze upon a ruinous monastery ; 

And as I earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted laiilding, siuldenly 
I heard child cry underneath a wall. 

I made unto the noise ; wlien soon I lieard 
The crying babe contiollM witli this dis- 
course : — 

Peace, tawny slave, half me, and half thy 
dam ! 

Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art. 
Had nature lent thee but thy mother’s look. 
Villain, thou mightst have been an emperor : 

But where the bull and cow are both milk- 
white, 31 

They never do beget a coal-black calf. 

Peace, villain, Peace I ” — even thus he rates 
the babe, — 

^ For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth ; ; 


V. 

Wiio, wJien he knows thou aH the empress’ 
babe. 

Will hold thee dearly for thy mother’s sake.” 
With this, my weapon drawn, I rush’d upon 
liim, 

Sui'pris’d him smldenly, ami brought him 
hither, 

To use as you think needful of the man 
L'i(c. O worthy Goth, this is the incarnate 
devil, 40 

That robb’d Aiidronicus of his good hand : 
This is the i.i_'ai'l that pleas’d your empress’ 
eye. 

And here’s the base fruit of his burning 
lust. — 

Hay, wall-ey’d slave, whither wouldst thou 
convey 

This growings image of thy fiend-like face 1 
Wliy dost not speak ? WJiat 1 deaf 1 not a 
word ] 

I A lialtej*, soldiers ! Iiang him on this tree, 
And by his side his fruit of bastardy, 

Aar. Touch not the boy ; he is of royal 
blood. 

Lf/c. Too like tlie sire for ever being 
good. — ft<' 

First hang the child, that he may see it 
spi'awl ; . , 

A sight to vex the father’s soul withal. 

Get me a ladiler ! 

[d ladder hrouyht, which AauOX 
is made to ascend. 

Aar. Lucius, save the child ; 

And })ear it fi-om me to the ein[)ress. 

If thou do this, 1 ’ll show thee wondrous 
tliing.s. 

That highly may advantage thee to hear : 

If tliou wilt not, befall what may befall, 

I ’ll s])eak no more ; but vengeance rot you 
all : 

Luc. Hay on ; an if it please me which thou ^ 
sjieak’st. 

Thy child shall live, and I will see it 
nourish’d. »> 

Aar. An if it please thee? why, assiH'e 
thee, Lucius, 

’T will vex thy soul to hear what I shall 
speak : 

For I must talk of murders, rapes, and 
massacres, 

Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 
Oomplots of mischief, treason, villainies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteously perform’d : 

Ajid this shall all ]>e buried in my death, 



Act Y. 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


SCENK I. 


Unless tliuu swear to me. my chikl sliall live. 

Luc, Tell on tliy mind : I say, thy child 
sliall live, 

Aar, Swear that he shall, and then I ivill 
begin,,. 

Luc. Who should I swear by ? thou l)eliev'st 
nagod : 

That granted, how canst thou believe an 
oath 1 

Aar. What if I do not ? as, indeed, I do 
not ; 

Yet, for I know thou art religions, 

Aiul liast a thing within thee, called con- 
science, 

With twenty |) 0 [)ish tricks and ceremonies, 
Which I have seen th<M‘ careful to observe, 
Therefore I urge thy oath : — for that 1 know 
An idiot holds his bauble, for a god, ^ 
And keeps tln^ oath which l)y that god he 
swears, fo* 

To that I ’ll urge Ijiin : — therefore, thou shalt 

By that same god, what god soe’er it be, 

.riiat thou a<lor’st and hast in reverence, 

To save my boy, to nourish, and bring liini 
up; 

Or else I will discover nouglit to thee. 

Luc. Kvtai by my god I swear to thee I 
will. 

Aar. First know thou, 1 begot him on the 
eiii[)ress. j 

Luc, O most insatiate and luxurious I 
woman ! 

Aar. Tut ! Lucius, this was but a deed of 
charity, 

To that wJucJi thou shale hear of me anon. 

^T was her tWb sons that murder’d Bassiaiius : 
They cut thy sistei ’s bnigue, and ravish’d her, 
And cut her hands, and trimm’d ht*r as thou 
savv’st, 

Luc. 0 detestable villain ! ca list thou that 
trimming / 

Aa)\ Wliy, she was w^ash’d, and cut, and 
trimm’d, and ’t was 

.Trim sport for tluau that had the doing of it, 

Luc. 0 barbarous, beastly villains, like 
thy seif ! 

A(tr. Tmleed, 1 was theii' tutor to instruct 
them. 

T'hat codding spirit ha<l they from their 
motlier, 

As sure a card as ever won the set ; i<»» 

That bloody mind, 1 think, they learn’d of 
me, 

As true a dog as ever fought at head. 

Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth, 

I train’d thy brethren to that guileful hole. 
Where the dead corse of Bassianus lay ; 
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I wi-ott^ the letter that tliy fatlior found, 

And hid the gohl within the letter mention’d, 
Confederate with the (pieen and her two sons ; 
And what not dune, that thou liast cause to 
rue, 

Wlicrein I had no stroke of iiiischi(‘f in it ] no 
I play’d the cheater for thy fatlier’s hand, 
And, wlieu 1 had it, drew myself apart, 

And almost broke my lieai'i with extreme 
laughter. 

I pry’ll me thi*ough the crevice of a wall, 
When, for liis hand, he had his two sons’ 
heads ; 

Beheld his tears, and laiigliM so heartily. 

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his : 
And when T told the emiiress of this si)ort, 
She s wounded almost at my pleasing tale. 
And for my tidings gave me twenty kisses, 
Onth. What 1 canst thou say all this, and 
never blush ? 

Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as tlie saying is. 
Lac. Art tliou not sorry for these licinous 
deeds ? 

Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thousand 
more. 

Even now 1 curse the day (and yet, 1 think, 
Few come within the compass* of my curse). 
Wherein 1 did not some notorious ill ; 

As kill a man, or else devise his death ; 
Ravisli a maid, or jdot the way to ilo it ; 
Accust> soim^ innocent, and forswear myself ; 
Set deadly enmity between two fi’ieiids ; ijji 
M ake poor men’s cattle break tJieir necks ; 

Set tire on barns and hay -stacks in the 
night, 

And bid the owners quench tlumi with their 
teal vs. 

Oft have 1 digg’d u]) dead men from their 
graves, 

And set them upright at their dear friends' 
doors. 

Even when tlieir sorrows almost were forgot ; 
And on theii* skins, as on the hark of trees. 
Have witli my knife carved in Roman letters, 
Let not your sorrow die, though I am 
dead.” 

Tut ! T have done a thousand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a tly ; 

And nothing grieves me heartily iiideeil, 

But that I cannot ilo ten thousand more. 

Ltic. Bring down the devil, fur he must 
not die 

So sweet a death as hanging presently. 

Aar. If there be devils, ’would I were a 
devil, 

To live and burn in everlasting lire : 

So I might have your company in hell, ua 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue I 



Act V. 


TITUS ANDRONJCUS. 


SCKNE II. 


htc. Sirs, stop liis mouth, and let liim 
spc^ak no more. 

Enter a doth. 

doth. IVly lord, tlicn^ is a mrssenjjjer from 
Rome, 

Desires to be admitted to your ])res(‘nn‘. 

Luc. Let him eom(‘ near. 

Elder 

Welcome, .i'Einilins ! wliut’s tlie n(‘.\vs from 
Konu' ? 

xEniiL Lord liucius, and you pi-inc<*s of the 
Goths, 

The Roman emperoi* grotjts you all by in<* : 

And, for he und(‘rstiinds you an* in arms, 

Ho cravtjs a parley at your father’s liouse, 

Willing you to demand your liostages, 

And they shall be immediat(dy d(^liv«‘r‘d. 

1 (iotlf. What says our gejieral 1 

Luc. -Emiliiis, let the emperor give his 
pledges 

Unto iny father and my iineh* IManais, 

And we will come. — March away. yExennt. 


Hckne II. — Rome. Refore Trj'cs’s House. 

Enter Tamora, Demetrius, and Chiron, 
disijniiied. 

Tam. Thus in this strange and sad habili- 
ment 

I will encounter with Audrojiieus, 

And say I am Revtaigc*, s(;nt from below, 

To join with hijii and right his heinous 
wrongs. — 

Knock at his study, wlitire tiny say he keeps, 
To ruminatt^ strange plots c>f dire revenge ; 
Tell him, Revenge is come to Join with him. 
And work confusion on his enemies. 

[They knock 

Titus ojiemf his stndij dour. 

Tit, Who doth molest rny contcnnplatioii t 
Is it your trick, to make me ope the door, i'» 
That so my sad decrees luay fly away. 

And all my study be to ikj (‘ifect 1 
You are decciv\l : for what I mean to do, 

See here, in bloody lines I have set down ; 
And what is wu’itten shall be executed. 

7Vtm. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 
Tit. No, not a word : how can I grace my 
talk, 

Wanting a hand to give it action 1 
Thou hast the odds of me, tlierefore no more. 
7Vim. If thou didst know me, thou wouldst 
talk with me. »» 


'Tit. I am not mad ; 1 know thee well 
enough : 

Witness this wTctched stumj), witness these 
crimson lin(\s ; 

Witness these tnaiclies made by grief and 
care ; 

WitiK'ss the tiring day and heavy night ; 
Witness all sorrow% that I know thee well 
For our y)roud (‘m]>r(‘ss, mighty 'J'amora. 

Is not thy coming for iny other hand ? 

Tam. Know, thou sad man, I am not 
Tamora : 

She is thy enemy, and I thy friend. 

I am Revenge, sent from tin; infernal king- 
dom, 

To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 

By wwking Avreakful vengeancti on thy foes. 
(Joitlc down, and Avelcomc int} to this worhfs 

liffl'T' : 

(.^onfer with mo of inunUu" and of death. 
There’s not a hollow oaAT^ or lurking-place. 

No vast obscurity or misty Aale, 

Where bloo<ly murder, or detested rape, 

Can concli for but I will find tlnun out ; 
And in tiieir oars tt*!! them niy dreadful name, 
Revenge, wliich makes the fold offender 
qnak(‘. -1" 

Tit. Art thou Revenge* I and ai‘t thou sent 
to me, 

To be a torment to mine en(uni(.‘sf 

7^am. I am ; thert‘for(} come down, and 
welcome me. 

Tit. Do me some sei’vicc*, ere I come to thei?. 
Lo, by thy sid(^ wherci RajK*, and Murder, 
stands ; 

Now gh’e some sn ranee that thof? ai*t Re- 
venge : 

Stab them, or tear them on thy ehai iot-wdiecls, 
Anil then I ’ll come and be thy Avaggoner, 
And Avhirl along with thee about the globes. 
Provide thee two pi’oper palfreys, black as jet. 
To halo thy Aengeful Araggon swift away, r,i 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves : 
And when tliy car is loadcii with their heads^ 
I wall dismount, and by tlio Avaggon-wheel 
Trot like a servile footman all daj' long, 

FKcn from Hypeiion’s rising in the east 
Until his very downfall in the sea. : 

And day by day I ’ll do this heavy task. 

So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there. 
7^ani, These are my miuistcrs, and come 
with me. oo 

2'it. Are these thy ministers? what are 
they call’d ? 

7^am. Rapine and Murder; therefore called 
so, 

’Cause they take vengeance of such kind of 
men. 



:VOT V. 


TITUS ANDRONIC US. 


Scene 11. 


Tit. Good Lord, liow like tlie einpivss' sons 
they tire, 

And you the empress ! hut Ave worldly men 
Have miserable, iiuid-unstaking eyt'S. 

0 sweet Revenge ! now do 1 coiik^ to thee ; 
And, if one arm’s em I )rf icemen t will content 

thee. 

1 will embrace thec' in it h;< and by. 

Tditi. This closing Avith him tits Ins lunacy. 
Whate’er I forge to teed his brain-sick tits, ri 
Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches, 
For now he firmly takes nn* for RcAamge ; 
And, being credulous in this jiiad thought, 

1 ’ll make liim si‘nd foi* Ijiicius, his son ; 

And, whilst I at a banquet hold liim sure, 

I ’ll liiid some cunning practice out of hand 
To scatter and dis])eisc the gi<ldy Goths, 

Or, at the least, makii them his enemies. 

See, hero he comes, and I must ply my theme. 

Knfrr Tin s. 

Tit. Long liave I luvn forlorn, and all for 
thei^ HI 

Welcome, <lrea.(l Fury, to my woful house. — 
Ra])iue and Murder, you are Avelcomc too.-- • 
How like the cmpri'ss and hm* sons you are I 
Well an^ you titti^d, had you but a Moor 
Could not all hell afford you such a di‘vil ? 
For, well T Avot, tin* (mij)ress never Avags, 

Mat ill her company there is a INIoor ; 

And would yon r(‘pr(‘seiit our queen aright. 

It were, convenient > ou had such a devil. ; 
But Avelcome as you are. What shall we do? 
Tam. What wonhlst thou have us do, An- 
d ionic us ? 

Dem. Show me a innrdeivr, I ’ll deal with 
liim. 

CliL Show me a villain that hath done a 
ra])e, 

And I am sent to lu* reveng’d on him. 

Tam. Show me a thousand tiuit have done 
th(*e wi’ong, 

And I will be i-eAviigeil on tiiem all. 

Tit. Look round about the wick nl streets 
• of Rome, 

And when thou fiiubst a man that’s like 
thy self, 

Good Murder, stab him : lie’s a murderer. — 
Go thou Avith him ; and when it is thy ha[) 

To find another tliat is like to thee, lo- 

Good Rapine, stal> him : he ’iS a ravisher. — 

Go thou Avith them ; and in the emperor’s 
' court 

There is a f|uet‘n attended by a Moor : 

Well may’st thou know her by thine own 
proportion, 

For up and down slie doth i*esemhle thee. 

I pi*ay thee, do on them some violent death ; , 


They have lieeii violent to me and mine. 

Tam. M ell hast thou lesson’d ns: this shall 
we do. 110 

But Avouhl it ph‘asi‘ thin*, good Androniens, 
To send for Lucius, tliy ilirice-valiant son, 
Who l(*ads towards Ivomc a hand of warlike 
<toths, 

And bid him come and banquet at thy house: 
When he is here, even at thy solemn finist, 
i will bring in the empri'ss and liei- sons, 

The cm|)eror himself, and all thy foes, 

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kiiCr], 
And on them shalt thou ease thy angry lj(‘art. 
What says Androniens to this device ? vjo 
I'll. Marcus, my brother — ^’t is sad 'I'itus 
calls. 

Entrr Maucl's. 

Go, gentle Maicns, to thy nejdiew Liicins ; 
Thon shalt hiquiri* him out among tjie Goths : 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefest priiicc‘s of the Goths ; 
Bid him encamp his soldiers Avherc they arc. 
Tell him, tin* einp(‘r(>i-, and the empress too, 
Feast at my house, and he shall feast with 
tli(*m. 

This do thon for my love, and so let liim, 

As lie regards his aged fat]i(*r’s lifi*. i;w 

Marc. This AviiJ I do, and soon ri'turn 
again. [^Exit, 

'Tan}. Now will T hence about thy business, 
And take my ministers along with me. 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay 
with me, 

Or elsi* I ’ll call my brothm* back again. 

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 

Tam. [ybv/Wc to tJann.] What say you, boys '? 
Will you abide with him, 

Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor, 

Hoav I have govern'd our determin’d jest ? 
Yield to his humour, smootli and speak him 
fair, 

And tarry Avith liim, till T turn again. 

Tit. [A,s*/r/c.] I knoAv them all, though tiny 
supjiose me mad, 

And Avill o’erreach them in their own deA iees, 
A jiair of cursed hell-lKmiids, and their dam. 
Dem. Madam, depart at pleasure ; lea\ e ns 
here. 

Tain. Farewell, Androniens : KcA*t*iige now 
goes 

To lay a. complot to betray thy foes. 

Tit. I know thou dost ; and, sweet Re- 
venge, farcAvt.*!!. \^Exit Tamoua. 

Chi. Tell us, old man, how shall we be 
employ’d 1 

Tit. Tut I I haA'e work enough for you to 
do.— 



Act V. 


TfTUS ANDRONIOirS. 


Scene III. 


Puhliiis, come hither, Caius, and Valentine ! 

Enter Publius, and others. 

Pub. What is your will ? 

Tit. Know you these two ] 

P}(h. The empress’ sons 
I take them., Chiron and Demetrius. 

Tit. Pie, Publius, tie ! thou art too much 
deceiv’d ; 

The one is ]\[urdei\ Ra]>e is the other’s name; 
And therefore bind them, gentle Jhiblius; 
Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them. 

Oft liav<r you heard me wish for such an 
hour, I'J" 

A]id now I lind it: therefore, bind them sure, 
And sto]) tljeir mouths, if they begin to cry. 

[Exit Titus. — Publius, dx., seize 
Chiron and Demetrius. 

Chi. Villains, forbear! Avoare the empress’ 
scyis. 

Pah. And therefon^ do we what we are 
commanded. — 

Stop close their moulhs, let them not sj)eak a 
word. 

fs he sun* bound i look that you bind them 
fast. 

Jle-rnfn' TiTU.S ANDItONlCl S, icith Jj.WlNIA : 

s7u^ heart iKj a basin, atid he (t knife. 

Tit. Come, come, La\ inia ; look, thy foes 
are bouml.— - 

Sirs, .stop their mouths ; let them not speak 
to me, 

Hut let them heai- what fearfid Avords 1 
utter. — 

<) villains, Chiron and Demetrius ! i:-» 

Here stands the s|)ring whom you have stain’d 
with mud : 

This goodly summ(*r Avith your winter mix’d. 
Vou kiir<l her husband, and for that vild 
fault 

Tavo of her brothers Avere cond(*mn’d to<leath, 
My hand cut otf, and made a merry jest : 
Both her SAveet hands, h(*r tongue, and that 
more dear 

Than hands or tongue, her sjiotless chastity, 
Inhuman traitors, you constrain’d and forc’d. 
What would you say, if T should let you 
speak ? 

Villains, for shame you could not beg for 
grace. j«) 

Hark, Avretches, Iioav I mean to martyr you. 
dhis one hand yet is left to cut your throats, 
Whil.st that Lavinia ’tween her stumps doth 
hold 

The basin that receives your guilty blood. 

V'ou kiioAv, your mother means to feast with 
me, 


And calls herself Revenge, and thiidts me 
mad. — 

Hark, villains ! I will gi’ind your bones to 
dust, 

And with your blood and it I ’ll make a 
paste ; 

.fVnd of the i»aste a collin I will rear,. iw 

And make t\A^o pasties of your shaimd’nl heads ; 

And bid that strumpet, your uiduillow’d dam, 

Like to the earth, swalloAv her oAvn inciease. 

This is the feast that 1 have bid her to. 

And this the baiupiet she shall surftiit <m ; 

For Avorsc than Philomel you us’tl my 
daughter, 

And worse than Progne I will be reveng’d. 

And now prepare your throats. — Lavinia, 
come, [I/e cuts their throats. 

Receive the blood ; and Avlien tliat they are 
dead, 

1^*1 me go grind their horn's to poAvder small. 

And with this li.atefiil liquor temper it ; 

And ill that paste let their vild heads be 
bak’d. ■ - 

Come, come, he (^vory one olliciuus 

To make this bampiet, Avhich I wish may 
prove 

.More stevu and bloody than the Centams’ 
feast. 

So, noAv bring them in, for I will play tlie 
cook, 

And .see them ready ’gainst tlieir motln.T 
conics. 

[Exeunt, hcariiKj the dead hadies. 


Scene HI. — ’fhe Same. A Pavilion. 

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Uoths ; mith 
Aa RON, 'prisoner. 

Lnc. Ibicle Marcus, since ’t is my father’s 
mind, 

I I’liat I repair to Rome, 1 ;im content. 

1 Goth. And ours, with thine ; l)cfall what 
fortune Avill. 

Luc. (rood uncle., take you in tin’s hvirharous 
^loor, 

This ravenous tiger, tliis accursi^d devil. 

Let him receive no snstenance ; fetter him. 

Till lie be brought unto tlie empress’ face. 

For testimony ofiici* foul |M(>ceedings. 
i And sec the ambu.sh of oui* friends be strong: 

I fear tlie enqieror means no good to us. 

Aar, Some devil Avhisi^er cur.ses in mine 
ear, 

And prompt im.i, that my tongne may utter 
forth 

The venomous malice of my sAvelling heart I 



Act V. 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


Scene III. 


Z?^c. Away, inliinnaii dog ! unliiillow'd 
slave ! — 

Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. — 

\Exfiunt Gotluij u'ith Aaron. Trunipets 
soimd. 

The trumpets show tlie emperor is at hand. 

Enter Saturninus and T-a.mora, loith Tri- | 
haneif, and utm.rs. 

Sat What ! hath the hriiiament niortj suns 
than one ? 

Luc. What boots it tlicc to call thyself a 
sun '( 

Marc. Koine’s emperor, and nephew, break 
tlie juirle ; 

These tpiarrels must be <.[ui<*tJy (Jc'bate^d. s** 
Tlie feast is iviady, which tli(3 careful Titus 
Hath ordain’d to an honourable end, 

B^or j^eace, foi* love, foi‘ league, and gocnl to 
Kome ; 

Please you, therefore, draw nigli, and bike 
yoUi' places. 

Sffi. Marcus, we will. [//a/U/jops sound. 

Enter Titus, dresstd Hkc a eooX*, Lavinlv, 
oeUed^ Ifouiuj J^i cius, and others. Titus 
jdaces tkf' dishes on, thf^ t<dde. 

Tit. WtdcoJius my gracious lord ; welcome, 
Ireaxl iiueen ; 

Welcome*, ye warlike troths ; wt*lcome, 
Lucius ; 

And welcbiiio, all. Although the cheer bi^ 
poor, 

’T will till your stomachs : please you eat of 
Sat Wh^v art thou thus attir’d, .Xmlroni- 

CUS \ 

'Tit l><icau.se T would bo sure to lan e all 
well, 

To entertain you i- highness, and your empress. 
Tam. We are iKdiolding to you, good An* 
dionicus. 

Tit. An if youi' highness knew my heart, 
you were. 

‘‘'My lord the emperor, re.soh o me this : 

Was it well done of rash Virginius, 

To slay his daughter with his own right hand, 
Because she was enforc’d, stain’d, and de- 
flour’d 1 

Sat It was, Andronicus. 

Tit Your reasoi^ mighty lord ] o 

Sat. Because the girl should not survive 
her shame, 

And by her })rcscnce still renew his sorrows. 

Tit A reason mighty, strong, and elfectual; 

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 

For me, most wretched, to perform the 
like.— 


Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee ; 
Ami with thy shame thy father’s sorrow die ! 

[Kills Lavinia. 

Sat What hast thou done, unnatural and 
unkind ] 

Tit. Kill’d her, for whom my b'ars have 
made me blind. 

T am as Avoful as Virginius wa*'. 

And have a thousand times nion* eaiisi* than 
ho 

To do this outrage ; — and it is now dune. 

Sat. What, was she ravish'd ? tell, wlawiid 
the deed ? 

Tit. Will ’t i)lease you eat { will ’t please 
your highiu'ss feed ? 

Tam. Why hast thou slain thine «aily 
daughter thus \ 

Tit Not 1 : ’tAvas Chiron, and .Demetrius : 
They ravish’d her, and cut away her tongue, 
And they, ’t was they, that did heiv all this 
Avrong. 

S((t (tO, fetcli them hither to ns presently. 

'Tit. Why, there tJiey an* both, baked in 
that pie ; 

Whereof their mother daintily hath fefl, 
Milting the th*sh that slie ])»‘rsejf hath bivd, 
’Tis true, ’t is true ; witness my knife’s sharp 
])oint. [Kdlijff/ Tamoka. 

S((t. Die, frantic Avn‘t(.‘h, for this acenrsed 
deed! [AhV/r/e/ TtTUS. 

Aur. ( hn the son's eye behold his tathev 
bh‘ed I 

There’s ine(‘d for iu<*ed, death for a disadly 
deed. 

[Killim/ Saturninus. A <jreot tuniidf. Tfa^ 

people in confa.sion dtspf'rse. ^Iarci's, 

Lui’lUS, Olid their j><(rfieaas, f/o op info the 

Indeonn. 

Marc. You sad-fac’<l men, peojile and sons 
of Kom(\ 

By uj»ro5ir sev(a*’d, like ;i llight of fowl 
Scatb^r’d by Aviiids and liigli tempestuous 
gusts, 

O ! let me teach you how to knit iigain «" 
This scatter’d corn into one mutual sliejif, 
These broken limbs again into one bo<ly, 

Lest Rome herself lie bane unto liei sclf : 

And she Avhom mighty kingdoms eurisy tu. 
Like a forlorn and dt*speriite eiistawiiy, 

Do shameful execution on hei’seif. 

But it my frosty signs and ehiii)s of ago, 

OraA'e Avitiiosses of true rxjierH'nco, 

Cannot induce you to .att» iHl my Avord.s, — 

[To Lucius.] Hpeak, Rome’s <lear friend, as 
erst our ancestoi’, »• 

When Avith his solemn tongue lie^ did discourse 
To love-sick Dido’s sa<]*attcndiug ear 
The story of that halcful hurning. night, 
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A(,;t V. 


TITUS AXDKONIOUS. 


Scene III. 


Wlicii subtle (} reeks surprised King Tri;ini\s 
Tvoy. 

Tell us, what Siiioii liatli bevvitohod our 
(jars, 

Or who Imtli lu’ouglit the fain) (uigin(‘ in, 

That gi^('s our Troy, our .lloiiie, the civil 
wound. — 

My li(‘art is not e(>ni]>act of Hint nor steel, 
Nor can I utter all our bitter gri(T; 

But floods of tears will drown my oi*atory, w 
And bn^ak my very iittcuance, evtui in the? 
time 

When it slionld mo\'(‘ you to attend me most, 
Ijeiiding your kind commiseration. 

Here is a captain, hd him tell the tale ; 

\"our liearts will throb and weep to Ii(‘ar him 
speak. 

Luc. TheJi, 2 iobl(j auditory, ))C it known 
to you, 

Tliat carried Ohirou and Deimdrius 
Wer(‘ tlay that murd(‘red our euip(U’or\s 
brotlu*r ; 

And they it was that ravished our sister. 

For their fell faults our brothei-s were be- 
la^aded, fio 

Our fatlier s teai’s despis’d and basrdy cozen’d 
Of that true hand that fought liome’s ({uarrel 
out. 

And smit her (‘iiemies unto the grave : 

Lastly, mysedf uidcindly banished. 

The gat(*s sliiit on m(-‘, ami turn’d weeping 
out, 

To beg relief among Home’s (uieinms ; 

Who drown’d tlndr ruimity in my true ttjai's. 
And op’d their arms to embrace me as a 
friend : i * 

I am the turn’d-forth, be it known to you, 
That lia^ e preserv’d her welfare in iny blood, 
And from lier bosom took the <nu;my’s point. 
Sheathing the steel in my adventurous body. 
Alas ! you know% I am no vaunter, I ; 

My scKu-s can witness, dumb althougli they 
ai e, 

Tliat my leport is just and full of truth. 

But soft, methinks I do digress too much, 
Citing my woithless praise*. () ! pardon me ; 
FoVf when no friiuids ai’cj by, men pnii.se 
themsehes. 

Jfarc. Now' is my turn to speak. Behold 
this child ; 

Of this was Tamora delivered, 120 

Tile issue of an irreligious Moor, 

Chief architect and plotter of these woes. 

The villain is alive in Titu.s’ house, 

Damn’d as he is, to witness tliis is true. 

Now' judge, what cause had Titus to revenge 
Tliese wrongs, unspeakable, past patience, 

Or more than any living man could bear. 


Now' you have heard the truth, what say you, 
liomaiis 1 

Have w'e done aught amiss 1 Show us 
wherein, 

And, from tin*- place where you behold us 
now, i.’k) 

The poor remainder of Andronici 
Will hand in hand all headlong cast us down. 
And on the ragg(‘d stones beat forth our 
Oral ns, 

And make a mutual closure of our house. 
Speak, Uomans, speak ! and if you say w'c 
sliall, 

Lo ! liand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 
uEmi/. Como, conu*, thou reverend man of 
Itome^ 

And bring onr (‘inperor gently in thy hand, 
Jjiicius onr emperor : for well I know, 

common voictJ do cry, it shall be so. i*> 
Jlftrc. Ludus, all hail 1 Rome’s royal 
(*m})(n*oi* ! — 

[To jitfciula'itts.] (tO, go into old Titus’ sorrow’- 
fill house, 

And liitlier hail that misbelieving Moor, 

To b(3 adjudg’d some direful slaughtering 
death, 

As punishment for his most wicked life. — 

[L cell's, tfv., ilesi'cmL 

Lucius, all hail ! Rome’s gracious governor ! 
Luc. ’riianks, gentle Romans : may I 
govei’n so, 

To heal Rome's harms, and wipe away lier 
woe 1 

But, gentle iieople, give me aim awdiile, — 

Foi’ nature puts imj to a heavy task. — iso 

Stand all aloof ; — but, uncle, draw you near, 
To .shed obsfsjuious t(*ars upon *thi.s’ trunk. — 

(.) ! take this wanii kiss on thy pale cold lips, 

Titus. 

Tliese sorrowful drops upon thy blood-stam’d 
face, 

The la.st true duties of thy noble sou! 

Marc, Tear for tear, and loving kiss for 
kiss, 

riiy brotlier IVIarcus tenders on thy lijis : - 1 . 

O ! w^erc the sum of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite, yet wouh?. I pay them. 
Lnc. Come hither, boy : come, come, and 
learn of ns iw 

To melt in sJiowers. Thy gi*andsire lov’d 

tlu^e well ; 

Many a time he danc’d thee on his knee, 

Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meet and agreeing with thine infancy : 

In that respect, then, like a loving child, 

Slied yet some small drops from thy tender 
spring. 
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Act V. 


TITUS ANDliONICUS. 


Scene IJT. 


Because kind nature doth require it so : 

Friends should iissociatc friends in grief and 
woe. 

Bid him farewell, (iommit him to tlie grave ; 

Do him that kindness, and take leave of 
him. 

Boy, O graiidsire, grandsire ! even with all 
my heart 

’Would I were dead, so you did live again. — 

O Lord ! J cannot speak to him for wcc})i ng ; 

My tears will choke me, if 1 ope niy mouth. 

, Enter Attendants uyith Aakon. 

1 Eoni. You sad Andronici, have done with 
Avoes ! 

Give sentence on this execrable wrebtli, 

Tliat hath l)ecn breeder of these dire evemts. 

Liic. Set him breast-deep in earth, and 
famish him ; 

There let him stand, and rave, and cry for 
food : IN) 

If any one. relieves or piticis him, 

For the oflenct? lie dies. Tliis is our doom ; 

Some stay to see him fasten’d in the earth. I 


Aar. O ! wliy sliould wrath be mut^, and 
fury dumb ? 

I am no baby, 1, that with base prayers 
I .should repent the evils 1 havti done. 

Ten thousand worse than ever yet I did 
Would I perform, if I miglit ]iav(‘ jny Avill : 
If one good deed in all my life J did, 

I do repent it from my \(^iy soul. iw 

Lfu\ Some loving friends eouNey the 
enqieror lienee, 

And give him burial in his fatlierls gravt‘. 

My father, and Lavinia, shall forth wltli 
Be closed in our housc'hold’s monument. 

As for that heinous tiger, T.amora, 
hJo funeral rite, iior man in moui-iiful weinls. 
No mournful la^ll sliall ring her burial 
But throw Iku* forth to beasts, and birds of 
prey. 

Her life was licast-like, and devohl of pity, 
And, b(*ing so, shall have like want of pity. 
Se(? justice done on Aaron, that dannVd Moor, 
By whom our heavy luqis had theii* beginning : 
Then, aftc'rwards, to ord(T wiill tlu' state, 

That like events may no er it ruinate. \Exeuni, 


3 .^ 


3 


V 



KING HENRY VL-PART I. 


DhWMATIS PKHSONJ:. 


King IlKNjiY tiik Sixth. 

Duke of (Jlostrii, ( nrJc to the Kukj, tnul 
VroU^cfor. 

Duke of Behfokd, UnuJe to the Kiw/, Reund 
of France . 

Thomas Braffort, Dnkc of Frctcr, Great- 
nude to the Khuf. 

Henry Beai'fort, Rishop of Winchester, 
John Beaufort, Karl of So me rset. 

JtlCHARI) PLANTA(iKNET, Duke of YorL 
Earl ov Warwick. 

Earl of Salisbury. 

Earl of Suffolk. 

Talbot, aftencaids Earl of Shrewshnry. 

John Talbot, his Son. 

Edmund Mortimer, Karl of March 
Mortimer s Keeper^ a)id a Ijaicifer. 

Sir John Eastolfk, Sir William Ia’OY, 
Sir William (Jlansdale, Sir Thomas 

(tARCJUAVE. 


V KRNON, of the Wh ite-Rose or York Faction, 
Basset, of the Red-Rose or Lancaster Faction, 

(Charles, Dauphin, a)ul afterwards King of 
France, 

-Retgnter, Duke of Anjon.^ and titular King 
of Naples, 

Duke OF Bi'roundy, Duke of Aleni;on. 

liASTARD OF ORLEANS. 

Governor of Paris. ^ 

Master-Gunner of Orleans, and his Son, 
General of the Froich Forces in Bordeaux, 

A French Sergeant. A Porter, 

An old Shepherd, Father to Joan la Pucdle, 

ftrAUOARET, Daughter to Reiguier. 

Oountkss of Auvergne. 

Joan la Pucellk, commonly called Joan of 
Arc, 

Fiends (fppearing to La Pucelle, Lords, 
lla/vAvtV if the Tower, Heralds, Officers, 


Woodville, Lieutenant of the Tower. 
Mayor of Londo)i. 


Soldiers, Mes.'yengcrs, ami several At- 
tendants both on the English aiul French. 


SCENE.- Piirtly in England, and partly in Erance. 


AC 

Scene I. — Westminster Abbey. 

Dead March. The (''or.se tf King Henry the 
Fifth is discovered, lying in stale; attended 
on by the Dukes of ( fLOSTER, and 

Exeter ; the Earl e/ W arwick, the Bishop 
^’Winchester, Heralds, d’c. 

Bed, Hung be the heavens with black, 
yield day to night ! 

(Jonicts, im[)orting change of times and 
states, 

Brandish your crystal tressi^s in the sky, 

And with them scoui’gi^ the b^id revolting 
stars. 

That have consented unto Henry's deatli ! 
King Henry the Fifth, too famous to live 
long ! 

England ne’er lost a king of so much worth. 
Glo, England im’er had a king, until liis 
time. 

Virtue he had, desei ving to command ; 


r L . , . 

His Imuidish’d sword did blind men with las 
beams : lo 

His arms spread vvid(*r than a dragon’s wings ; 
His s])arkliiig eyes, n‘])lete with w^ratliful lire, 
iVIore dazzled and drove bat;k his (uiemies, 
Than mid-day sun, fierce bent against their 
faces. 

Wliat should J say? Iiis deeds exceed alj 
specH'h : 

He ne’er lift u]) his hand, but conquered. 

Exe, We mourn in black : wdiy mourn we 
not in lilood ? 

Henry is dead, and never shall revive. 

Upon a wooden (jofliu we attend ; 

And deatlTs dishonourable victory 
We with our statiJy presence glorify, 

Like captives bound to a triumphant car. 
What ! shall we curse the planets of mishap, 
That plotted tlms our glory’s overthrow ? 

Or shall we think the subtle- witted French 
Conjurers and sorcerers, that, afraid of him, 



Act I. 


KING HENRY VI.— PAKT J. 


8cexe I. 


By magic verseis have contrivM liis end ? 

Wm, He was a king, bless’d of the King 
of kings. 

Unto tlie Preneh the dreadful judgnumt-day 
So dreadful will not be, as was his sight. a) 
Tile battles of the J^orcl of liosts he fouglit : 
The Cimreh’s prayers made him so prosjierous. 

(jflo. The Church! where is itl Had not 
('hiircliuuin pray’d, 

His thread of life had not so soon decay VI : 
None do you like but an cffeininatti prince, 
Whom, like a sehool-boy, you may ovea- awt^. 

Win, Gloster, wliatc’er we like, thou art 
protector. 

And lookest to command the prince and 
rtjalm. 

Thy wife is ]>roud ; sluj lioldeth t^‘»oe in a\v(‘, 
More tluin God or rdigious (^hurclimen may. 

Ol(j. Name not n^ligion, for thou lov’st th(‘ 
flesh ; 41 

And ne’er througliout the yeai* to church 
tlioii go’st. 

Except it be to pray against thy foes. 

Jiad. Cease, cease thes(j jars, and rest your 
minds in pcac^e ! 

Let’s to the altar : — heralds, wait on us. — 
Instead of gold, we ’ll offer up our arms, 

8ince arms avail not, now that Henry’s 
dead. 

Posterity, await for wretched years, 

When at their moth(‘r’s moist eyes babes 
shay suck, 

Our isle lj« made a maiash of salt ti'ars, 

And none but woimm left to AV'ail the dead. — 
Henry the Fifth I thy ghost T invocato : 
Pros|>er this r<^dni, keep it from civil broils I 
Combat with adverse jilanets in the heavens I 
A far more glorious star thy soul will make, 
Than Julius Ciesar, or brigJit — 

Enter a Messeru/er. 

Mc8$, My honourable lords, health to you 
all. 

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 

Of loss, of slaughter, and disconditurt; : 
Guioune, Chainpaigm^, Kheims, Orleans, w 
Ptuns, Guysors, Poictiers, are all quite lost. 

Bed. What stiy’st thou, man 1 before dead 
Henry’s corse 

8peak softly, or the loss of those great towns 
Will make him burst his lead, and rise from 
death. 

GIo. Is Paris lost ? is Roan yielded up 1 
If Henry w'cre recall’d to life again, 

These news would cause him once more yield 
the ghost. 

Exe, How were they lost 1 • what treachery 
was us’d ? 


Mess. No treachery ; but want of men and 
money. 

Among the soldiers this is jjiuttcred, — ro 
That hen^ you maintain s< v<Tal factions ; 
And, whilst a field should ])r. d»*spatchVl and 
fought, 

You an^ disputing of your gcma als. 

One would have, liiigta-ingwais \n iili little cost ; 
Another would lly swift, l)ut wauteth wings; 
A third man thinks, without cxptaist^ at all, 
By guileful fair words p(‘ac(‘ may be obtain’d. 
Awak(‘, awake, English nobility ! 

Let not sloth dim your honours m‘w-b(‘g()t ; 
Cropp’d are th<^ flower-(h* luces in youi- anus ; 
Of England’s coat one half is cut away. m 
Exf’. Were our tears wanting to this 
funeral, 

Th(*S(‘ tidings wotdd call foi’th their flowing 
lithis. 

J>ed. Me tiny concern ; regent I am of 
France. — 

Giv(; nu‘ my steeled coat 1 1 'll tight for 
Kraiic(‘.~ - 

Away with th(*sc disgraceful wailing robes ! 
Wounds will I lend tlj(‘ French, instead of 
eyes. 

To weep their intermissive miseiies. 

Enlrr nnothrr M( fiseinjer. 

2 J/c.sw. TiOrds, vif^w these letters, full of 

bad mischance. 

France is revolted from the Fjiglish ([uitc, w 
Except some petty towns of no import : 

The Dauphin Charles is crowned king in 
Rhtdms ; 

The Ba.stard of Orleans witli him is join’d ; 
Rcignier, Duke of Anjou, doth take his 
}>art ; 

The Duke of Ahan;on fiieth to his side. 

E.ce. Th(} Dau])hin crowned kiiig ! all fly 
to him ! 

0 ! whither shall we lly from this re]»roach 
(flo. We will not fly, hut to our enemies’ 

throats. - - 

Bedh)rd, if thou be slack. I’ll fight it out. 

Bed. Gloster, why donbt’st thou of my 
forwardn(*ss i r*/ 

An army have I mustered iii my thoughts. 
Wherewith already France is overrun. 

Enter n. third Messenycr. 

3 Mess. My gracious lords, to add to your 

himeiits. 

Wherewith you now bedc'w King Henry’s 
hearse, 

1 must inform you of a dismal light 
Bctwdxt the stout Lord Talbot and the 

French. 
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Act I. 


KING HENRY VI.~~PART 1. 


Scene II. 


fFm, What ! wherein Talipot overcame ] 
is *t so ? 

3 Afes^. O, no ! wherein Lord Talbot was 
o’erthrown ; 

The circumstance I ’ll tell you more at lai-gc. 
The tenth of August last, this dreadful lord, 
Retiring from the siege of Orleans, ju 

Having full scarce six thousand in his troop, 
By three-and-twenty thousand of the French 
Was round encompassed and set upon. 

No leisure liad he to enraiik liis men : 

He wanted pikes to set before his archers ; 
Instead whereof, sliaq) stakes, pluck’d out of 
hedges, 

They pitched in the ground confusedly, uh 
T o keef> the horsemen olf from breaking in. 
More thaji tliree hours tlie fight continued : 
Where valiant Talbot, above human thought. 
Enacted wonders ^\ith his sword and lance. 
Hundnds he sent to hell, and none durst 
stand him ; 

Here, there, and every wluire, enrag’d he flew. 
The French exclaim'd, the devil was in arms ; 
All the whole army stood agaz’d on liim. 

His soldiers, spying his undaunted spirit, 

A Talbot ! a Talimt ! cried out amain. 

And rush’d into the bowels of the battle. 129 
Here had the compiest fully been seal’d up. 

If 8ir John Fastolfe ha<l not play’d the 
coward. 

He, being in the vaward, plac’d ])ehind 
With purpose to relieve and follow them, 
'Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke. 
Hence grew the general wrack and massacre : 
Enclosed were they with their enemies. 

A base Walloon, to win the Dauphin’s gnic(^, 
Thrust l^albot with a spear into the back ; 
Whom all France, with their chief assembled 
.strength, 

Dui*st not pn^sume to look once in the face, i w 
./W. Is Talbot slain i then I will slay 
myself. 

For living idly here in pomp and ease. 

Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid, 
XTnto his bastard foemen is betray’d. 

3 J/m. 0, no ! he lives ; but is took 
prisoner. 

And Lord Scales with him, and Ijord Hun- 
gerford : 

Most of the rest slaughter’d, or took, likewise. 

ransom there is none but I 
shall pay. 

1 ’ll hale the Dauphin headlong from his 
throne ; 

His crown shall be the ransom of my friend : 
Four of their lords I ’ll change for one of 
oura.~ wi 

Farewell, my masters ; to my task will 1. 

3G 


Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make. 
To keep our gi*cat Saint George’s feast withal ; 
Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take,' 
Who.se bloody deeds shall make all Europe 
quake. 

3 J/esj9, 80 you had need ; for Orleans is 
besieg’d. 

The English army is grown weak and faint ; 
The Earl of Salisbury craveth supply. 

And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, kjo 
S ince they, .so few, watch such a multitude. 
Eice. Remember, lords, your oaths to Henry 
sworn, 

Either to quell the Dauphin utterly, 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. 

JM, 1 do remember it ; and here take my 
leave,* 

To go about my preparation. \Eocit 

(Jlo. 1 ’ll to the ’Tower, with all the haste 
1 can. 

To view the artillery and munition ; 

And then I will proclaim young Henry king. 

[Exit, 

Exe. To Eltham will I, where the young 
king is, 170 

Being ordain’d his special governor ; 

And for his safety there I ’ll best devise. 

[Eocit, 

Win, Each hath his place and function to 
attend : 

I am left out ; for me nothing remains. 

But long I will not be Jack-out-of-qftice. 

The king from Eltham I intend to steal. 

And sit at chiefest stern of public weal. 

[Exeunt, 


Scene IT. — France. Before Orleans. 

Flourish. Enter CHARLES, vnth his Forces ; 
ALENgoN, Reignieu, and otJiers, 

Char. Mars his true moving, even as in 
the heavens. 

So in the earth, to this day is not known. ^ 

Late did ho shine upon the English side ; 

Now wo are victoi*s, upon us he smiles. 

What towns of any moment but we have ? 

At pleasure hei*e we lie near Orleans ; 

Otherwhiles, the famish’d English, like pale 
ghosts. 

Faintly besiege us one hour in a month. 

Ahn. They want their porridge, and their 
fat bull-beeves : 

Either they must be dieted like mules, w 

And have their provender tied to their 
mouths, 

Or piteoug they will look like drowned miee. 



Act I. 


KING HENRY VI.— PART L 


Scene 1 1. 


Reig. Let 's raise tlie siege. Why live we 
idly here ? 

Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear : 
Remaineth none but nnxd-brain’d Salisbury, 
And he may well in fretting spend his gall ; 
Nor men nor money hath he to make war. 

Char, Sound, sound alarum ! we will rush 
on them. 

Now for the honour of the forlorn French ! 
Him I forgive my death, mat killeth me, 20 
When he sees me go back one foot, or fly. 

[ Exeunt, 

Alarums ; Excui'sious ; afterwards a Retreat. 

Re-enter Chakles, Alkn^on, Reignier, ayul 

others. 

Char, Who ever saw the like ? wliat men 
have 1 ! — 

Dogs ! cowards ! dastards ! — I would ne’er 
have fled, 

But that tliey that left me ’midst my enemies. 

Reig. f 5 alisbury is a desperate homicide ; 

He fightoth as one weary of his life : 

The other lords, like lions wanting food, 

Do rush upon us as their hungry prey. 

Aleu, Froissai't, a countryman of ours, 
records, 

England all Olivers and Rowlands bred w 
During the time Edward the Third did reign. 
More truly now may this be verified ; 

For none but Samsons, and Goliases, 

It sendcth forth to skirmish. One to ten ! 
Lean luw-bon’d rascals! who would e’er suppose 
They had such courage and audacity ] 

Char. Let ’s leave this town ; for they are 
hare-brained slaves, 

And hunger will enforce them to be more 
eager : 

Of old 1 know them ; rather with their teeth 
The walls they ’ll tear down than foraake the 
siege. 40 

Reig, I think, by some odd gimmors, or 
device, 

Their arms are set like clocks still to strike 
on ; 

Else ne’er could they hold out so, as they do. 
By my consent, we ’ll e’en let them alone. 

Alen, Be it so. 

Enter the Bastard of Orleans. 

Bast, Where’s the Prince Dauphin 1 I 
have news for him. 

Char, Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome 
to us. 

Bast, Mothinks, your looks are sad, your 
cheer appall’d : 

fittth the late overthrow wrought this offence ? 
Be not dismay’d, for succour is at hand : w 


A holy maid hither with me T bring, 

Which, by a vision sent to her from heaven. 
Ordained is to raise tliis tedious siege. 

And drive the English forth the bounds of 
France. 

The spirit of deep prophecy she hath. 
Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome : 

What ’s past, and what ’s to come, sille can 
descry. 

Speak, shall I call her in ] Belio\ e my words. 
For they are cei'tain and unfall ible. 

Char, Go, call her in. yExlt Bastard.] 
But first, to try her skill, m 

Reignier, stand thou as Dauphin in my 
j)lacc : 

Question her proudly, let thy looks be stern. 
By this means shall we sound what skill she 
hath. [Itelires. 

Enter La Pucellk, Bastard of Orleans^ 
and others. 

Reig. Fair maid, is ’t thou wilt do these 
wondrous feats 1 

Puc. Reignier, is ’t thou that thinkest to* 
beguile me 1 

Where is the Dauphin 1 — Come, come from 
behind ; 

I know thee well, though never seen before. 
Be not amaz’d, there ’s nothing hid froiii me : 
In j)rivatc will I talk with thee apart. — 
Stand back, you lords, and give us leave 
awhile. 70 

Reig, She takes upon her bravely at first 
dash. 

Puc, Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd’s 
daughter, 

My wit untrain’d in any kiml of art. 

Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pletxs’d 
To shine on my contemptible estate : 

Lo ! whilst 1 waited on my tender lambs, 

And to sun’s parching heat display’d my 
cheeks, 

God’s mother deigned to appear to me ; 

And, in a vision full of majesty, 

Will’d me to leave my base vocation, 

And free my country fi'om calamity. 

Her aid she promis’d, and assur’d success : 

In complete glory she reveal’d herself; 

And, whereas I was black and swait before, 
With those clear rays, which she infus’d on 
me. 

That beauty am I bless’d Avith, which you see. 
Ask me what question thou canst possible, 
And I will answer unpremeditated : 

My courage try by combat, if thou dar’st, 

And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex. 00 
Resolve on this,— thou shalt be fortunate, 

If thou receive me for thy warlike mate. 



Act I. KING HEN^Y 

Char. Thou liast astonish^l me Avith thy' 
high terms. 

Only this proof I 'll of thy valour make : 

In single combat thou shalt buckle Avith me, 
And, if thou vanquishest, thy Avords are true ; 
Othei-Avise, I renounce all confidence. 

Puc. I aiii prepar’d. Here is my keen- 
tdg’d sword, 

Deck’d with live lloAver-do-luees on each side ; 
The which at Touraine, in Saint Katharine’s 
church-yard, w 

Out of a great deal of old iron I chose forth. 
Cha7\ Then come, o’ God’s name : I fear 
no Avoman. 

Fuc, And, Avhile I Ha c, I ’ll ne’er ily from 
a man. \Th(i\j jitjhi. 

Char. Stay, stay thy hands ! tlioii art an 
Amazon, 

And lightest Avith the SAvord of Deborah. 

Fac. Clirist’s mother helps me, else I Avere 
too Aveak. 

Clair. Whoe’er helps thee, ’tis thou that 
must help me. 

Impatiently I burn with thy desire ; 

My heart and hands thou hast at once subdued. 
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name bo so, no 
Let me thy servant, and not sovereign, bo : 

*T is the French Dauphin sueth to thee thus. 

Fuc. I must not yield to any rites of Ioa’c, 
For my profession ’s sacred from above : 

When I have chased all thy foes from hence, 
Then will I think upon a recoiiii)enso. 

C/ucr. Meantime look gmeious on thy 
prostrate thiull. 

Feig. My lord, methinks, is very long in 
talk. 

Ale7i. Doubtless he shrives this woman to 
her smock ; 

Else ne’er could he so long protract his speech. 
Feig. Hhall Ave disturb him, since he keeps 
no mean 'I 321 

Ale7i. He may mean more than we poor 
men do knoAv : 

These Avomen are shrewd tempters with their 
tongues. 

Feig. My lord, Avhere are you ? what devise 
you on I 

Shall we give over Orleans, or no 'i 

Fuc. Why, no, I say : distrustful re- 
creants ! 

Fight tiU the last gasp ; I will be your guard. 
Char. What she says, I ’ll confirai : ’ll 

%ht it out. 

Fuc. Assign’d am I to bo the English 
scourge. 

This night the siege assuredly I ’ll raise : m 
Expect Saint Martin’s summer, halcyon days, 
Since I have entered into these wars. 


Vr.— PART 1. SOENE III. 

Gloiy is like a circle in the water, 

Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself, 

Till, by bix>ad spreading, it disperse to nought.., 
With Henry’s death the Englisli circle ends ; 
Di8|)ersed are the glories it included. 

Now am I like that proud insulting ship, 
Which Caesar and his fortune bare at once. 

Char. Wiis Mahomet inspired Avith a dovel 
Thou with an eagle art inspired then. ui 
Helen, the mother of great Constantine, 

Nor yet Saint Philip’s daughters were like thee. 
Briglit star of Venus, fall’n down on the 
earth, 

How may I reverently Avorship thee enough I 
Alen. Leavtj off delays, and let us raise 
the siege. 

Feig, Woman, do what thou canst to save 
our honours. 

Drive them from Orleans, and be im. 
mortalis’d. 

Cha7\ Presently we’ll try. — Come^ let’s 
aAA’ay about it r 

No prophet will I trust, if she jirove false, lao 

[ExewiL 


Scene III. — London. Tower Hill. 

Ente7*, at the gnteSy the Duke of Gloster, with 
his /Serving-)tie7iy in blue coats. 

Oh. I am come to survey the Tower this day ; 

Since Henry’s death, I fear, there is con- 
Abeyance. • 

Where be thise warders, that they wait not 
, here ? 

0])cn the gates ! ’T is Gloster tluif calls. 

knock. 

I Ward. Who’s there, that 

knocks so imperiously ? 

1 It is the noble Duke of Gloster. 

2 Ward. [ Within.^ Whoe’er he be, you may 

not be let in. 

I Serv. Villains, answer you so tlie lord 
protector ? 

I Wa/rd. \]Vithin.’\ Tho Lord protect him! 
so we answer him : 

We do no otherwise than wo are will’d. 10 

Glo. Who willed you? or whose will 
stands but mine ? 

There’s none protector of the realm but I. — 

Break up the gates, I ’ll be your wairantise. 

Shall I be flouted thus by duifjfhill grooms ? 

[Gloster’s Men rush at the Tower gates. 

Enter to the gates, Woodvillb, ths Lieutenant. 

Wood, [ Within?^ What noise is this ? what 
traitors have we here 1 
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^ Glo, lieutenant, is it you whose voice I 
hear ? 

Open tlie gates ! here ’s Gloster that would 
enter. 

Wood, yWithin,’] Have ptiti(^nce, noble 
duke ; I may not open ; 

The Cardinal of Winches^ r forbids : 

From him I have express cominandement, sd 
T hat thou, nor none of thine, shall be let in. 

Glo. Faint-heai’ted Woodville, j)rizest him 
Toro mo? 

Arrogant Winchestor, that haughty prelate, 
Whom Heniy, our late sovereign, ne^er could 
brook ? 

Thou art no friend to God, or to the king : 
Open the gates, or I ’ll shut thee out 
shortly. 

I Serv, Open the gates unto the lord pro- 
tector. 

Or we’ll bui’st them open, if that yoiieome 
not quickly. 

Enter Winchestku, afiemlrd hi/ Servants in 
tawny coats. 

Win. How now, ambitious Humphrey? 
what means this '? 

Gk>. Peel’d priest, dost thou command me 
to be shut out ? an 

Win, I do, thou most usurping ])ro(Utor, 
And not protector of the king or realm. 

Glo. iJtaml back, thou maiiif(\st ooiispim- 
tor. 

Thou that contriv’dst to murder our dead 
lord ; 

Thou that giv’st, whores indulgences to sin. 

I ’ll canvass thee in thy broad cardinal’s hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy insolence. 

Win. Nay, stand thou back; T will not 
budge a foot : 

This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain, 

To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt. 40 

Glo. I will not slay thee, but I’ll d)-ivo 
thee back. 

Thy scarlet robes as a child’s bearing-cloth 
I ’ll use to carry thee out of this place. 

Win. Do what thou dar’st ; I ’ll beard thee 
to thy face. 

Glo. What ! am I dar’d, and bearded to 
my face ? — 

Draw, men, for al^ this privileged place ; 
Blue-coats to tawny-coats. Priest, beware 
your beard ; 

[Gloster a7id his Men attack the Bisho]}. 

I mean to tug it, and to cuff you soundly. 
Under my feet I stamp thy cardinal’s hat, 

In spite of pope or dignities of Church ; so 
Here by the cheeks I ’ll drag thee up and 
down. 


Win. Gloster, thou ’It answer this before 
the pope. 

Glo. Winchester goose! I cry — a rope! a 
rope ! — 

Now beat them hence : why do you let them 
stay ? — 

Thee I ’ll chase hence, thou wolf in shoeifs 
aiTay. — 

Out, tawny-coats ! — out, scarlet hyi^xirito 1 

Here Gloster’s Men heat out the Cardinars 

Men, and enter in the Imrhjdmrhj the 

Mayor of London and his Officers. 

May. Fie, lords ! that you, being supreme 
magistrates. 

Thus contumeliously should break the peace ! 

Glo. Peace, mayor ! thou know’st little of 
my wrongs. 

Here ’s Beaufort, that regards ndi* God nor 
king, €0 

Hath here distrain’d the Tower to his use. 

I Win. lien; ’s Gloster, a foe to citizens; 
One that still motions war, and never peace, 
0’erchai‘ging your free pursers with largo 
lines; 

That seeks to o\’erthrow i-eligion. 

Because he is protector of the realm ; 

And would have armour here out of the 
Tower, 

To crowji hims<;lf king, and suppress the 
prince. 

Glo. T will not answer thee with woru-s, 
but blows. \Jlere they skirmish ayain. 

May. Nought rests for me, in this tumul- 
tuous strife, 70 

But to make open proclamation.— 

Come, oflicer : as loud as o’er tliou canst : 

Cry. 

Off. All manner of meii,* assembled here in 
arms this day, against God’s peace, and the 
king’s, we charge and command you, in his 
highness’ name, ti) repair to your several 
dwelling-places : and not to wear, handle, or 
use, any sw’ord, w'capoii, or daggt'r, Jienco- 
forward, upon pain of death. 

Glo. Cardinal, I’ll be no breaker of the 
law ; 80 

Btit we shall meet, and break our minds at 
large. 

Win. Gloster, we will meet ; to thy cost, 
be sure : 

Thy heart-blo(xl I will have for this day’s 
w'ork. 

May. I ’ll call for clubs, if you will not 
away. — 

This cardinal ’s more haughty than the devil. 

Glo, Mayor, fai^ewell : thou dost but what 
thou may’sh 
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Win. Abominable Gloster ! guard tliy 
liead ; 

Eor I intend to liavo it, e’er long. [AV^mnt. 

May, See the coast clear’d, and then we 
will depart. — 

Good God ! these nobles should such stomachs 
bear 1 iw 

I myself fight not once in forty year. \Exeimt, 


Scene IV. — France. Before Orleans. 

Enier^ on the loalh^ th^ Mitster Gunner arul 
hie Son, 

M. Gun. Sirrali, thou know’st liow Orleans 
is besieg'd, 

And liow the English have the suburbs won. 
Son, Father, I know ; and oft have shot 
at them. 

Howe’er, unfortunate, J miss’d my aim. 

M, Gun, But now thou shalt not. Be 
tliou rul’d by mo : 

Chief master-gunner am I of this town ; 
Something I must do to procure me grace. 

The i)rince’s espials have informed me. 

How the English, in the suburbs close in- 
trench’d, 

Wont, through a secret grate of iron bai*s lo 
In yonder tower, to ovei'peer the city ; 

And thence discover, how, with most ad- 
vantage. 

They may vex us with shot, or with assault. 
To intercept this inconvenience, 

A piece of ordnance 'gainst it 1 have plac’d ; 
And fully even these three days have I 
watch'd, 

If I could see them. Now, boy, do thou 
watch. 

For I can stay no longer. 

If thou spy’st any, run and bring me word ; 
And thou shalt find me at the governor's. 20 

\Exlt, 

Son, Father, I warrant you ; take you no 
care : 

I ’ll never trouble you, if I may spy them. 

Enter ^ in an ujyper chmnher of a tower, the 
Lords Salisbury and Talbot; Wil- 
liam Glansdale, Sir Thomas Gargrave, 
a7ul othe7*e. 

Sal, Talbot, my life, my joy ! again re- 
turn'd ? 

How wert thou handled, being prisoner, 

Or by what means got’st thou to be i*eleas’d ? 
Discourse, I pr’ythee, on this turret’s top. 

Tal. The Duke of Bedford had a prisoner, 
Called the brave Lord Ponton de Santrailles; 


For him I was exchang’d and ransomed. 

But with a baser man of arms by far, so 
Once, in contemi)t, they would have barter’d 
me : 

Which I, disdaining, scorn'd ; and craved 
death. 

Rather than I would be so vile-esteem’d. 

In fine, redeem’d I was as I desir'd. 

But, O ! the treacherous Ftistolfe wounds my 
heart : 

Whom with my bare fists I would execute. 

If I now had him brought into my power. 

Sal, Yet tell’st tliou not, how thou wert 
entertain’d. 

2 'al, With^ scofis, and scorns, and con- 
tumelious taunts. 

In open market-place produc’d they me, 40 
To be a public spectacle to all ; 

‘Here, said they, is the terror of the French, 
The scarecrow that affrights our children so. 
Then broke I from the officers that led me. 
And with my nails digg'd stones out of the 
ground, 

To hurl at the beholders of my shame. 

My grisly countenance made othei*s fly ; 

None durst come near, for fear of sudden 
death. 

In iron walls they deem’d me not secure ; 

So gi*eat fear of my name 'mongst them was 
spread, w 

That they sup|x>8’d I could rend baws of steel. 
And spurn in pieces posts of adamant : 
Wherefore a guard of chosen shot I had. 

That walk’d about me every minute-while ; 
And if I did but stir out of my' bed. 

Ready they were to shoot me to the heart, 

Sal, I grieve to hear what tonnents you 
endur’d ; 

But we will be reveng’d sufficiently. 

Now, it is supper-time in Orleans : 

Here, through this grate, I count each one, eo 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortify. 

Let us look in ; the sight will much delight 
thee. 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William 
Glansdale, 

Let mo have your express opinions, 

Where is best place to make our battery 
next. 

Gar, I think, at the north gate ; for there 
stand lords. 

Gian, And I, here, at the bulwark of the 
bridge. 

Tal For aught I see, this city must 
be famish’d. 

Or with light skirmishes enfeebled. 

[Shot from the tovm. Salisbury and Sir 
Thomas Gargrave / aZt 
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Sal. O Lord ! have mercy on ns, wretched 
sinners ! ;o 

Gar. O Lord 1 have mercy on me, woful 
man ! 

Tal. What chance is this, that suddenly 
hath cross'd us ? — 

Speak, Salisbury ; at ler. t if thou canst 
speak : 

How far’st thou, mirror of all martial men 1 
One of thy eyes, and thy cheek’s side struck 
off*!— 

Accursed tower ! accursed fatal hand, 

That hath contriv’d this wofiil tragedy ! 

In thirteen battles Salisbury o ercame ; 
Henry the Fifth he first train’ll to the wai-a ; 
Whilst any trump did sound, or drum struck 
up, ») 

His sword did ne’er leave striking in the 
Held. — 

Yet liv’st thou, Salisbury? though thys])eech 
doth fail. 

One eye thou hast to look to heaven for 
grace : 

The snu with one eye vievveth all tlie world. — 
H.eav(ui, be thou gracious to none alive, 

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands I — 
Bear hence his body, I will hel]) to bury it. 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life? 
Speak unto Talbot ; nay, look up to hiiii. 
Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfort ; 
Tliou shalt not die, whiles — w 

He beckons with his hand, and smiles on me. 
As who should say, When 1 am dead and 
gone. 

Remember to avenge me on the French.” — 
Plantagenet, I will ; and like thee, Nero, 
Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn : 
Wretched shall France be only in my name. 

[An alnrvin ; it thmulem and lightens. 
What stir is this? what tumult’s in the 
heavens ? 

Whence cometh this alarum, and the noise ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my loril ! the French have 
gather’d head : iw 

The Dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle 
join’d,— ^ 

A holy prophetess, new risen up, — 

Is come with a great power to raise the siege. 

[Salisbury groam. 

Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth 
^ groan I 

It irks his heart he cannot be reveng’d. — 
Frenchmen, I ’ll be a Salisbury to you, 

Pucelle or puzzel, dolphin or dogfish, 

Your hearts I ’ll stamp out with my horse’s 
heels, 


And make a quagmire of your mingled 
brains. — 

Convey mo Salisbury into his tent, no 

And then we ’ll try what tlicse dastard 
Frenchmen dare. 

[Exeunt bearing out the bodies. 


Scene V. — The Same. Before one of the 
Gates. 

Alar inn. Skirmishings. Talbot 'pursnes 

the Dauphin, drives him in and exit: then 
enter Joan la Pucelle, driving English- 
men before her, and exit after them. Then 
re-enter Talbot. 

Tal. Where is my strength, my valour, 
and my force ? • 

Our English troops retire, I cannot stay 
them ; 

A woman clad in armour chaseth them. 

Re-enter La Pucelle. 

Hero, here she comes. — 1 ’ll have a bout with 
tlioe ; 

Devil, or dc^vil’s dam, I ’ll conjure thee : 

Blood will I draw on tluie, thou art a witch, 

And straightway give thy soul to him thou 
serv’st. 

Puc. Gome, come ; ’t is only I that must 
d i sgra co the(*. [ The ij fght. 

Tal. Heavens, can you suffer hell so to 
prevail ? 

My breast I ’ll burst with straining of my 
courag(j, 1 C 

And from my shoulders crack my arms 
asunder. 

But I will chastise this high-minded strumpet, 
Puc. Talbot, farewell ; thy hour is not yet 
come : 

I must go victual Orleans forthwith. 

O’ertake me, if thou canst; I scorn thy 
strength. 

Go, go, cheer up thy hunger-starved men ; 

Help Salisbury to make his testament : 

This day is ours, as many more shall be; 

[Pucelle enters the toum, with Soldiers. 
Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a 
potter’s wheel ; 

I know not where I am, nor what I do. si 

A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 

Drives back our troops, and conquers as she 
lists : 

So bees with smoke, and doves with noisome 
stench, 

Are from their hives and houses driven away. 

They call’d us for our fierceness English dogs; 
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Now, like to whelps, we crying riin away. 

[^1 short (da'tmni. 

Hark, countrymen ! either rtuiew tluj fight, 
Or tear the lions out of England’s (;oat ; 
Renounce your soil, give slu‘iij) in lions’ stead: 
Sheep run not half so treacherous from the 
wolf, so 

Or horse, or oxen, from the lo'opard, 

As you fly from your oft-subdued slaves. 

[Alarum, Aiwiher skirmish. 
It will not be. — Retire into your trenches : 
You all consented unto Salisbury’s death, 

For none would strike a stroke in his 
revenge. — 

Pucelle is enter’d into Orleans 

In spite of us, or aught that we could do. 

O, ’would I were to (lie with Salisbury ! 

The shame hereof will make me hide my 
head. [Alarum ; Retreat, Exeunt 
Talbot a^ul his Forces, 


Scene VI. — The Same. | 

Flourish. Enter, on the. vxills, Pucelle, j 
Charles, Reignier, AuENgoN, and JSol- 
diers. 

Puc. Advance our waving colour on the 
walls ! 

Rescu’d is Orleans from the English. 

Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform’d her 
woixl. 

Char. Divinest creature, Astrwa’s daughter. 


How shall I honour thee for this success] 

Thy promises are like Adonis’ gjxrdens, 

That one day bloom’d, and fruitful were the 
next. — 

Fi*ance, triumph in thy glorious prophetess I — 
Recover’d is the town of Orleans ; 

More blessed hap did ne’er befall our state, w, 
Reig, Why ring not out the bells aloud 
throughout the town ? 

Dauphin, command the citizens make bon- 
fires. 

And feast and bampuit in the open streets. 

To celebrate the j(^y that God hath given us. 
Ale7i. All France will be replete with 
mirth ajid joy, 

When they shall hear how we have played 
the men. 

Cha7\ ’T is J oan, not we, by whom the day 
is won : 

For which I will divide my crown with hCr; 
And all the ]>riests and friars in my^realm 
Shall in procession sing her endless praise. » 
A statelier pyramis to her I ’ll rear. 

Than Rhodope’s, or Memphis’, ever was : 

In memory of her, when she is dead. 

Her ashes, in an urn more precious 
Tlian the nch-jewtdl’d cofler of Darius, 
Transported sliall be at high festivals 
Before the kings and (pieens of France. 

No longer on Saint Dennis will we ciy, 

But Joan la Pucelle shall be France’s®^ saint. 
Come in ; and let us baiupiet I’oyally, ' 

After this golden day of victory. 

[Flourish, ExeunL 


ACT IL 


Scene I. — The 8airie. 

Enter to the gates, a French Sergeant, and 
two Sentinels, 

Serg, Sirs, take your places, and be 
vigilant. 

If any noise, or soldier, you perceive 
Near to the walls, by some apparent sign 
Let us* have knowledge at the court of guard. 
1 Sent. Sergeant, you shall. 

[Exit Sergeant,] 
Tims are poor servitors 
(When others sleep upon their cpiiet beds) 
Constrain’d to watch in .dai*knc*ss, rain, and 
cold. 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, and 
Forces, with scalhigdadders ; their dirums 
heatmg a dead march. 

Tal. Lord regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 


By whose approach the regions of Artois, 
Walloon, and Picardy, are friends to us, 

This happy night the Frenchmen are secure, 
Having all day carous’d and banqueted : 
Embrace we then this opportunity, 

As fitting best to (quittance their deceit, 
Contriv’d by art, and baleful sorcery. 

Bed. Coward of France ! — how much he 
wrongs his fame, 

Desjmring of l^s own arm’s fortitude. 

To join with witches, and the help of hell I 
Bur, Traitors have never other company. 
But what ’s that Pucelle, wJiom they term so 
pure ] 

Tal, A maid, they say. 

Bed. A maid, and be so martial t 

Bur. Pray God, she prove not miasculine 
ere long ; 

If underneath the standard of the French 
She carry armour, as she hath begun. 




JOAN OF ARC AND CHARLES. 


La PucelU, Advance our waiving colours on the walls 
Thus Joan la Pucelle hath performed her word. 

Charles. Divinest creature, bright Astra&a's daughter, 
If ow shall I honour thee for this success ? 
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Scene II. 


Tal, Well, let them j)ractise and converse 
with spirits ; 

Ood is our fortress, in whose conquering 
name 

Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks. 

Bed. Ascend, brave Tn lbot ; we will follow 
thee. 

Tal, Not all togetlier : better far, T guess, 
That we do make onr entrance several ways. 
That if it chance the one of us do fail, ci 
The other yet may rise against their force. 

Bed. Agreed. I 'll to yond corner. 

Bur. And I to this. 

Tal. And hei'O will TalVot mount, or 
make liis gra\'e. — 

Now, Salisbury, for tlice, and foi* the right 
Of English Henry, shall this nigh*t appear 
How much in duty I am bound to both. 

Emjlhh scale the %calh^ crying: 

Saint George! A Talbot!'^ and 
all enter the town. 

Sent., \}Vithin.^ Arm, arm ! the enemy 
doth make assault ! 

The ‘French leap over the walls in their shirts. 

Enter ^ several 'ways, Bastard, Alen^on, 

Keionier, Iwilf ready, and half unready. 

Alen. How now, my lords 'I what, all un- 
ready so ( 

Bast* Uaiready ? ay, and glad we ’scapM so 
well. 40 

lieiy. ^Twas time, I trow, to wake and 
Ica^o our beds, 

Hearing jil arm vs at our chamber-dooi's. 

Aleii. Of all exploits, since first I followed 
arms, 

Ne’er heard I of a warlike enterprise 
More venturous, or desperate, than this. 

Bast. I think, this Talbot be a fiend of 
hell. 

Reig. If not of hell, the heavens sure 
favour him. 

Alen. Here combth Charles ; I marvel how 
he sped. 

Bast. Tftt ! holy el oan was his defensive 
guard. 

Enter Charles and La Pucelle. 

Char. Is this ^thy cunning, thou deceitful 
dame 1 50 

^JDidst thou at first, to flatter us withal. 

Make us partakers of a little gain, 

That now our loss might be ten times so 
much 1 

Puc. Wherefoi'e is Charles impatient with 
his friend ? 

At ail times will you have my power alike ? 
Sleeping or waking, must I still prevail, 


Or will you blame, aiul lay the fault on me! — 
Improvident soldiers ! had your watch been 
good. 

This sudden mischief never could have fallen. 

Char. Duke of Alen^on, this was your 
default, 00 

That, being captain of the watch to-night, 

Did look no better to that weighty chai\ge. 

Alen. Had all your quarters been as safely 
kept, 

As that whereof I had the government. 

We had not been thus shamefully surpris’d. 

Bast. Mine was secure. 

Redg. And so was mine, my lord. 

Char. And for myself, most part of all 
this night. 

Within lier quarter, and mine own precinct, 

I was employ’d in passing to and 'fro, 

About relieving of the sentinels : 70 

Tlien how, or which way, should they first 
break in ? 

Puc. Question, my lords, no further of the 
case, 

How, or which way ; ’t is sure, they found 
some place 

But weakly guarded, where the breach was 
made. 

And now there rests no other shift but this, — 
To gather our soldiers, scatter’d and dispers’d, 
And lay new platforms to endamage them. 

Alar am. Enter an English Soldier, crying : 
Talbot! A Talbot!’^ They fly, leav^ 

ing their clothes behind. 

Sold. I ’ll be so bold to take what they have 
left. 

The cry of TaU)ot serves mo for a sword ; 

For I have leaden me with many spoils, si 
Using no other weapon but his name, [Exit. 


Scene II. — Orleans. Within the Town. 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burcundy, a Cap^ 
tain, and others. 

Bed. The day begins to lireak, and night is 
fled, 

Whose pitchy mantle over- veil’d the earth. 
Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pur- 
suit. [Retreat sounded. 

Tal. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury; 
And hei*e advance it in the market-place, 

The middle centre of this cursed town. — 
Now have I paid my vow unto his soul ; 

For every drop of blood was drawn from him, 
There hath at least five Frenchmen died to- 
night. 
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And that hereafter ages may behold i» 

What ruin hapiWd in revenge of him, 
Within their chiefost temple I '11 erect 
A tomb, wherein his corse shall be interred : 
Upon the which, that every one may read, 
Shall be cngrav’d the sack of Orleans, 

Tlie treacherous manner of his mournful 
death. 

And what a terror lie had been to France. 
But, lords, in all our bloody inassaore, 

I muse, we met not with the Dauphin's 
grace. 

His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of 
Arc, 20 

Nor any of his false confederates. 

Bed. 'T is thought, Lord Talbot, when the 
fight began. 

Rous’d on the sudden from their drowsy beds. 
They did, amongst the troops of armed men, 
Leap o’er the walls for refuge in the field. 

Bur. Myself, as far as I could well discern. 
For smoke, and dusky vapours of the iiight, 
Am sure I scar’d the Dauphin, and his trull ; 
When arm in arm they both came swiftly 
running, 

Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves, 30 

That could not live asunder, day or night. 
After that things are s(it in order here, 

We ’ll follow tliem with all the power we 
have. 

Enter a Messenyer, 

Mess. All hail, my lords ! Which of this 
l^rincely train 

Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts 
Bo much applauded through the realm of 
France 1 

Till. Here is the Talbot ; who would speak 
with him ? 

Mess. The virtuous lady, (.^ountess of 
Auvergjie, 

With modesty admiring thy renown. 

By me entreats, great lord, thou w'ouldst 
vouchsafe 40 

To visit her poor castle where she lies ; 

That she may boast she hath beheld the man 
Whoso glory fills the world with loud re|x^rt. 
Bur. Is it even so ? Nay, then, I see, our 
wars 

Will turn unto a peaceful comic s[iort, 

When ladies crave to be encoiint(jr’d with. — 
You may not, my lord, despise her gentle 
suit. 

Tal. Ne’er trust me then > for when a world 
of men 

Could not prevail with all their oratory, 

Yet hath a woman’s kindness over-rul’d. — so 
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks, 


And in submission will attend on her. — 

W ill not your honours bear mo company 1 

Bed. No, truly, it is more than manners 
will ; 

And I have heard it said, unbidden guests 

Are often welcomest when they are gone. 

2 \il. Well then, alone, since there’s no 
remedy, 

I mean to prove this lady’s courtesy. 

Come hither, captain. \]Vh'isi)ers .^ — You per- 
ceive my mind. 

Capt. I do, my lord, and mean accordingly. 

[Exeunt, 


Scene III. — Auvergne. Court of the Castle. 

Enter the Countess and her Porter. 

Count. Porter, remember what I gave in 
charge ; 

And when you have done so, bring the keys 
to me. 

Port. Madam, I will. \Exit. 

Cotint. The plot is laid : if all things fill 
out right, 

I shall as famous be by this exploit. 

As Bcythian Tomyris by Cyrus’ death. 

Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight, 
And his achievements of no less account : 
Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine 
ears, 

To give their censure of these rare reports. 10 
Elder Messenger and Talbot. 

Mess. IMadain, according as your ladyship 
lesir’d 

By mes,sfige crav’d, so is Lonl Talbot come. 

Count. And he is welcome. What ! is this 
the manl 

Mess. Madam, it is. 

Count. Is this the scourge of Franco ? 
Is this the Talbot, so much fear’d abroad, 

That with his name the mothers still their 
babes 1 

I see, report is fabulous and false ? 

I thought, I should have seen some Hercules. 
A second Hector, for his grim aspect. 

And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs. 
Alas ! this is a child, a silly dwarf : a 

It cannot be, this weak and writhled shrimp 
Bhould strike such terror to his enemies. 

Ted. Madam, I have been bold to trouble 
you ; 

But, since your ladyship is not at leisure, 

I ’ll sort some other time to visit you. 

Count. What means he now 1 — Go ask him, 
whither he goes. 
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Me 89 , Stay, my Lord Talbot, for my lady 
craves 

To know the cause of your abrupt departure. 
TaL Marry, for that she ’s in a wrong be- 
lief, 30 

I go to certify her, Talbot here. 

Re-enter Porter^ v'^.th keys. 

Count If thou l>e he, then art thou 
prisoner. 

Tal. Prisoner ! to wliom ? 

C(itint To me, blood-thirsty lord ; 

And for that cause I train’d thee to my 
house. 

Long time thy shadow hath been thrall to 
me, 

For in my gallery thy picture hangs : 

But now the substance shall endure the like, 
And I will chain these legs and arms of thine. 
That hfist by tyranny, these many years, 
Wasted our country, slain our citizens, 

And sent our sons and husbands captivate. 
TaL Ha, ha, ha ! 

Count. Ijjiughest thou, wretch? tliy mirth 
shall turn to moan. 

Tal. I laugh to see your ladyship so fond, 
To think that you have aught but Talbot’s 
shadow, 

Whereon to practise your severity. 

Count. Wliy, art not thou the man ? 

Tal. I am, indeed. 

Count. Then liave I substance too. 

Tal. No, no, 1 am but shadow of myself : 
You arc deceiv’d, my substance is not h(^re ; 
For what you see, is but the smallest part « 
And leasts proportion of humanity. 

I toll you, madam, were the whole frame 
here. 

It is of such a sptxcious lofty pitcih, 

Your roof were not sufficient to contain it. 
CoU7U. This is a riddling merchant for the 
nonce ; 

He will be here, and yet he is not hcTO : 

How can these contrarieties agree ? 

2'al. That will I show you presently. 

He winds his horn. Drums strike, uy ; a peal 
of ordnance. The gates being forced^ enter 
Soldiers. 

How say you, madam? arc you now per- 
suaded, 0 ) 

That Talbot is but shadow of himself ? 

‘These are his substance, sinews, arms, and 
, strength. 

With which he yoketh your rebellious necks, 
Razeth your cities, and subverts your towns. 
And in a moment makes them desolate. 

CownJt. Victorious Talbot, pardon my 

abuse : 


I find, thou art no less than fame hath 
bruited. 

And more than may be gather’d by thy shape. 
Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath ; 
For I am sorry, that with reverence n 

I did not entertain thee as thou art. 

Tal. Be not dismay’d, fair lady ; nor niis- 
conster 

The jnind of Talbot, as you did mistake 
The outward composition of his body. 

What you have done hath not offended me ; 
No other satisfaction do I crave, 

But only, with your patience, that we may 
Taste of your wine, and see what cates you 
have ; 

For soldiers’ stomachs always serve thvm 
well. 

Comit. With all my heart ; and think me 
honoured • m 

To feast so great a warrior in my house. 

[JSxeunt. 


Scene IV. — London. The Temple Garden. 

Enter the Karls of Somerset, Suffolk, and 
Warwick; Richard Plantagenet, Ver- 
non, and a Lawyer. 

Plan. Great lords, and genthanen, what 
means this silence ? 

Dare no man answer in a case of truth ? 

Suf. Within the Temple Hall we were too 
loud : 

Tlio garden here is more convenient. 

Plan. Then say at once, if I maintain’d 
the truth, 

Or, else, was wrangling Somerset in the 
error ? 

Suf ’Faith, I have been a truant in the 
law, 

And never yet could frame my will to it ; 

And, therefore, frame the law unto my will. 
Sotn. Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, 
then between us. lo 

War. Between two hawks, which flies the 
higher pitch. 

Between two dogs, which hath the dcei)er 
mouth. 

Between two blades, which bears the better 
temper, 

Between two horses, which doth bear him 
best, 

Between two girls, which hath the merriest 
eye, 

I have, perhaps, some shallow spirit of judg- 
ment ; 

But in these nice sharp quillets of the law, 
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Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw. 

Plan. tut ! here is a mannerly for- 

bearance : 

The truth appears so naked on my side, 20 
That any purblind oyo may find it out. 

Soin. And on my side it is so well ap- 
parell'd, 

So clear, so shiniii;*', and so evident, 

That it will glimmer througli a blind man’s 
eye. 

Plan. Since you ar(^ tongue-tied, and so 
loath to s])pak, 

In dumb signitii'ants proclaim your thoughts : 
Let him that is a true-horn gentleman, 

And stands u])on the honour of his birth, 

If he suppose that I Jiavo plended truth. 

From off this brier pluck a white rose with me. 

Soiii. Let hirii that is no coward, nor no 
Ihvtterer, si 

But <lar(^ maintain the party of the truth, 
Pluck a red rose from olf tins thorn with m(\ 

War. I love no colours ; and, without all 
colour 

Of base insinuating flattery, 

I pluck this white rose with Plantagenct. 

I pluck this red rose with young 
Somerset ; 

And say withal, I think he held the right. 

Fer. Stay, lonls ami gcntleimm, and pluck 
no more, 

Till you conclude that he, upon whose side *> 
The fewest roses are eropji’d from the tree, 
Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 

Good Master Vernon, it is well ob- 
jected : 

If I have fewest, I subscribe in silence. 

Plaa. And I. 

Fer, Then, for the truth and plainness of 
the case, 

I pluck this pale and maiden blossbm hei^, 
Giving my verdict on the white rose side. 

6*07/1. Prick not your finger as you pluck it 
off, 

Ijest, bleeding, you do paint the white rose 
red, 50 

And fall on my side so, against your will. 

Fer. If f, my lord, for my opinion bleed, 
Gpinion shall be surgeon to my hurt, 

And keep me on the side wJiere still I am. 

aSW?.. Well, well, come on : who else t 

Laio. Unless my study and my books be 
false. 

The argument you held was wrong in you ; 

In sign whereof, I pluck a white rose too. 

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your 
argument 

Som. Here, in my scabbard; meditating 
that, 


Shall dye youi’ white rose in a bloody red. 

Pla'ii. M eantime, your cheeks do counterfeit 
our roses ; 

For pale they look with fear, as witnessing 
The truth on our side, 

Som. No, Plantagenct, 

’T is not for fear, but anger, that thy cheeks 
Blush for pure shame, to counterfeit our I’oses, 
And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error. 

Plan. Hath not thy rose a canker, Somerset? 

Som. Hath not thy rose a thorn, . Plan- 
tagenet ? 

Plan. A.y, sharp and piercing, to maintam 
liis truth, 70 

Whiles thy oonsuming canker eats his false- 
hood. 

So7ii. Well, I ’ll find friends to wear my 
bleeding roses. 

That shall maintain what I have said is true, 
Whcu*e false Plantegenet dare not be seen. 

Plan. Now, by this maiden blossom in my 
hand, 

I scorn thee and thy faction, peevish boy. 

Su/. Turn not thy scorns this way, Plan- 
tagenet. ' 

Plan. Proud Poole, I will ; and scorn both 
him and thee. 

Su/. 1 ’ll turn my part thereof into thy 
throat. 

Som. Away, away, good William de la 
Poole : , ao 

We grace the yeoman by convening with 
him. 

War. Now, by God’s will, tjioii wrong’st 
him, Somerset ; •. ^ 1 / 

His grandfather was Lionel, Duke of Clarence, 
Third son to the third Ed wal'd. King of 
England. 

Spring crcstless yeomen from so deep a root 1 

Plan. He bears on him the place’s privilege, 
Or durst not, for his craven heart, say thus. 

aSoiii. By Him that made me, I ’ll maintam 
my words 

On any plot of ground in Christendom. 

Was not thy father, Richard, Earl of Cam- 
bridge, * * 90 

For treason executed in our late king’s days? 
And by his treason stand’st thou not attainted, 
Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry ? 
His trespfiss yet lives guilty in thy blood ; 
And, till thou be restor’d, thou art a|i' yeoman. 

Plan. My father was attached, liot attainted, 
Condemn’d to die for treason, but na't|^itor ; 
And that I ’ll prove on better men .tham ^ 
Somerset, ■ ^ 

Were growing time onpe ripen’d to my . 

For your partaker Pooje, and you yourself 
I ’U note you in my bpok of memor>% J ^ 
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T 9 scourge you for this apprehcusion : 
liook to ifc well, and say you arc well warn’d. 

Som, Ay, thou shalt find us ready for thco 
still, 

And know us by these colours for thy foes ; 
For tljese my friends, in spite of thee, shall 
wear. 

Plan. And, by luy soul, tiiis pale and angry 
rose, 

As cognisance of iny blood-drinking hate. 
Will I for ever, and my faction, woai*. 

Until' it wither with mo to iny grave, no 
Or flourish to the height of my degree. 

Sn/» Go forward, and Iv*. chok’cl with thy 
ambition : 

And so farewell, until 1 meet th^ next. [Kcit. 

A^om, Have with thee, Poole. — Farewtdl, 
ambitious Richard. [Exit. 

Pla7i. How I am brav’d, and must [^or- 
forco endure it ! 

War, This blot, that they object against 
your house, 

Shall be wip’d out in the next parliament. 
Call’d for the tmth of Winchester and 
Gloster ; 

And if thou be not then created York, 

I will not live to be acjcounted Warwick. 120 
Meantime, in signal of my love to thee. 
Against j)roud Somerset, and William Poole, 
Will I upon thy ])arty wear this rose. 

And here I prophecy : — this brawl to-day. 
Grown iso this faction in the Temple Garilen, 
Shall send, between the red rose and the 
white, 

A thousand liouls to death and deadly night. 

Pla7i, Goo<l Master Vernon, I am bound 
to you. 

That you on my behalf would pluck a flower. 

Ver, In your behalf still will 1 wear the 
same. is^ 

Law. And so will I. 

Pla7t, Thanks, gentle sir. 

Come, let us four to dinner : I dare say, 

This quarrel will drink blood another day. 

[Uxeuut. 


Scene V. — The Same. A Room in the 
Tower. 

E7\te7' Mortimer, hroaght in a chair hy two 
Keepers, 

Mor, Kind keepers of my weak decjiying 

age, 

Let dying Mortimer here re^st himself. — 
Even like a man new haled from the rack, 

So fare my limbs with long imprisonment ; 


And these grey locks, the pursuivants of 
death, 

Nestor-like aged, in an ag(‘ of care, 

Aigue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 

These eyes, like lamps whose wasting oil is 
s]X'nt, 

Wax dim, as drawing to th<‘ir exigent ; 

Weak shoulders, ovorl.)orne with l)urdening 
grief, 10 

And pithless arms, like to a wither’d vine 
That droops his sapless branches to the ground : 
Yet ar('. these feet, — whose strengthlcss stay 
is numb. 

Unable to suppoii:- this lump of clay, — 
Swift-winged with desire to get a grave, 

As witting I no other comfort have. — 

Rut tell me, koe|)cr, will my nephew come ? 

1 Keep. Richard Plantageiiet, my loid,. 
will come : 

We sent unto the Temple, unto his chamber. 
And answ(U' was return’d that he will come. 

Mor. Enough ; my soul shall then be 
satisrted. — 21 

Poor gentleman ! his wrong doth equal mine. 
Since llenry Monmouth first began to I'eign, 
Before whose glory I was great in arms, 

This loathsonui sequestration have I had 
And even since then hath Richard been 
obscur’d, 

l)e])riv’d of honour and inheritance : 

But now, the ai'bitrator of despairs, 

Just death, kind unq)ire of men’s miseries. 
With swe^et enlargement tloth dismiss me 
hence. so 

I would his troubles likewu’se were expir’d. 
That so ho might recover what was lost. 

Enter Richard Plantacenet. 

1 Keep. My lord, your loving nephew now 
is come. 

Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend, is he 
come 1 

Plan. Ay, noble umJe, thus ignobly us’d. 
Your nephew, late despised Richard, comes. 

Mar. Direct mine arms, I may (unhrace his 
neck, 

And in his bosom spend my latter gasj). 

O ! tell me, when my lips do touch his clieeks, 
That I may kindly giv^o one fainting kiss. — 
And now declare, sweet stem from York’s 
great stock, 

Why didst thou .say, of late thou wort despis’d? 

Plan. First, lean thiii(.‘ aged back against 
mine arm, 

And in that ease T ’ll tell thee my disease. 
This day, in argument upon a case, 

Some words there grew ’twixt Somerset and 
me ; 
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Amox^g which terms ho tis*d liislavisli tongue, 
And did upbraid me with my fjither’s death : 
Which oblotjuy set bars before my tongue, 
Else with the like I had recpiited him. so 
Therefore, g(X)d nncle, for my father’s sake, 
In honour of a true Plantagonet, 

And for alliaiiije sak(% d(?clare the cause 
My father, Earl of CVunbrulgc, lost his head. 
Mor, That cause, fair iiepliew, that im- 
prison’d me, 

And hath detain’d mo all my flowVing youth 
Within a loathsome dung(*()n, there to pine, 
Was cursed insti’ument of his disease. 

Plan, Discov(}r inoi*(i at large what cause 
that was ; 

For I am ignorant, and cannot guess. 6e 
M(y)\ I will, if that my fading breath 
permit, 

And death approach not ei’e my tale be done. 
Henry (he Fourth, grandfather to this king, 
Depos’d liis iie])liew Richard, Edward’s son. 
The fir.st-begotton, and the lawful heir 
Of Fdward king, the third of that descent : 
During whose reign the Percies of the north. 
Finding his usurpation most unjust, 
Endeavour’d my advancement to the tlirone. 
The reason mov’d these warlike lords to this, 
Was, foi' that (young King Richard thus 
remov’d, 71 

Le?iving no heir begotttm of his body) 

I was the m'xt by birth and ])arentage ; 

For by my rnotlun' I derived am 
From Lionel, Duke of Clarence, the third son 
To King Edward the Third ; whereas ho 
From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree, 
Being but fourth of that heroic line. 

But mark ; as, in this haughty grent attempt 
’riiey labounnl to plant the rightful heir, so 
I lost my liberty, and they their lives. 

Ivong after this, when Henry the Fifth 
(Succeeding his father Bolingbroko) did reign, 
Thy father, Earl of Cambridge, then deriv’d 
From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of 
York, 

Marrying my sister, that thy mother was. 
Again, in pity of my hard distress, 

Levied an army, weening to redeem 
And have install’d me in the diadem ; 

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl, 9) 
And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the title rested, were suppress’d. 


P/an. Of which, my lord, your honour is 
the last. 

J/or. True ; and thou seest, that I no issue 
have, 

And that my fainting words do warrant 
death. 

1’hou art my heir : the rest, I wish thee 
gather ; 

But yet be wary in thy studious care. 

P/(m. Thy grave admonishments prevail 
with me. 

But yet, incthinks, my father’s execution 
Was nothing less than bloody tyrj|nny. 100 
Mor. With silence, nephew, be thou politic : 
Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster, 

And, like a mfiuntaiu, not to be remov’d. 

But now thy uncle is removing hence. 

As princes do their courts, when they are 
cloy’d 

With long continuance in a settled place. 
Plan. O, uncle ! ’would some ])art of my 
young years 

Might but redeem the passage of yoxir age ! 
Mor. Thou dost then wrong me ; as the 
slaughterer doth, 

Which giveth many Avounds, when one will 
kill. no 

Mourn not, except thou sorrow for my good ; 
Only, give order for my funeral : 

And so farewell ; and fair be all tliy hopes, 
And prosperous i>e thy life, in i)eace, aci<l war ! 

‘ \^Die8. 

Plan. And peace, no war, befall thy parting 
soul ! 

In prison hast thou spent a ])ilgriinage, 

I And like a hermit overpass’d' thy days. — 
Weil, I will lock his counsel in my breast ; 
And what I do imagine, let that rest. — 
Keepers, convey him hence ; and I myself no 
AYill see his burial better than his life. — 

\Px(iunt Kerpers^ hearing out the body 
of Mortimer. 

Hero lies the dusky torch of Mortimer, 

Chok’d with ambition of the meaner sort : 
And, for those wrongs, those bitter injuries, 
Which Somerset hath offer’d to mi’' house, 

I doubt not but with honour to redress ; 

And therefore haste I to the parliament, 
Either to be restored to my blood. 

Or make my ill the advantage of my good. 

[Exit. 
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Scene I. — The Same. The Parliament- 
House. 

Flourish, Enter King Henry, Exeter, 
Gloster, Warwick, Suaieuset, and Suf- 
folk ; the Bishop (^‘Winchester, liicJiiAUD 
Plantagenet, and others, Gloster offers j 
to j)ut up a bill; Winchester s'uatches | 
it, and tears it. 

Win. Com'st thou with cleei)-premc(litatccl 
lines, 

With written pamphlets studioi/sly devisVl, 
Humphrey of Gloster ] If thou canst aecus(i. 
Or aught intend’st to lay unto my charge, 

Do it without invention suddenly ; 

As I with sudden and ex temporal s})eech 
Purpose to answer what thou canst object. 

67o. Presumptuous priest ! tliis place com- 
“ niands my patience, 

Or thou shouldst lind thou luist dishonour’d 
me. 

Think not, although in writing I preferrM lo 
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes, 
That therefore I have forg’d, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearse tlic method of my ])eii : 
No, pi’elate ; .such is thy auda(;ious wickedness. 
Thy lewd, pestiferous, and dissentious })ranks, 
As very infants prattle of thy pride. 

Thou art a most pernicious usurer, 

Froward by nature, (?nemy to peace ; 
Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems 
A man of-tI»y 2 >rofession and degree : ai 

And for thy treachery, what ’s more manifest ‘I 
In that thou laidst a trap to take my life, 

As well at London Bridge, as at the Tower. 
Beside, I fear me, if thy thoughts were 
sifted, 

The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy swelling heart. 
Win. Gloster, I do defy thee.— Lords, 
vouchsafe 

To give mq hearing what I shall reply. 

If I were covetous, ambitious, or perverse, 

As he will have me, how am I so poor ? ao 
Or how haps it, I seek not to advance 
Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling 1 
And for dissension, who preferreth peace 
More than I do, except I be provok’d 
No, my good lords, it is not that offends ; 

It is not that that hath incens’d tlie duke : 

It is, because no one should sway but he ; 

No one but he should be about the king ; 

And that engenders thunder in his brea.st, S9 
And makes him roar these accusations forth. 


But he shall know, I am as good — 

(Bo. As good ! 

Thou bastard of my grandfather ! — 

Win. Ay, lordly sir; for what arc you, T 
I)ray, 

But one imperious in another’s throiu*, ? 

(Jlo. Am I not protector, saucy priest ] 
Wm. And am not 1 a prelate of tlu} church : 
(Bo. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps, 
And useth it to patronage his theft. 

Win. Unrevoreiit Gloster ! 

G/o. Thou art reverent, 

Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life. 
Wi)i. Rome shall remedy this. 

War. Roam thitlier th(?n. 

Eoni. My lord, it were your duty co forbear. 
War. Ay, see th(^ bishop be not overborne. 
Som. Methinks, my lord should be religious, 
And know the office that belongs to such, m 
War. Methinks, his lordsliij) should be 
humbler ; 

It fitteth not a prelate so to plead. 

Som. Yes, when his holy state is touch’d 
so near. 

War. 8tatt5 holy, or uiihal low’d, what of 
that ] 

Ls not his grace ])rotcctor to the king ] oo 
l*lan. Plantagenet, J see, must 

hold his tongue. 

Lest it be said, “ Speak, siri’ah, when you 
should ; 

Must your bold verdict enter talk with 
lords ? ” 

Else would 1 liave a fling at Winche.ster. 

K. JIpu. Uncles of Gloster, and of Win- 
chester, 

The special watchmen of our English weal, 

I would prevail, if pyayers might prevail, 

To join your luiarts in love and amity. 

O ! what a .scandal is it to our crown, 

Tliat two such noble peers as ye should jar. ro 
Believe me, lords, my tender ycai-s can tell, 
Civil dissension is a viperous worm, 

That gnaws the bowels of the common- 
weal tli. — • \A noise ivif/Vtn : """ Dou:n 

with the ta way -coats 

What tumult ’s this ] 

War. All uproar, I dare warrant, 

Begun through malice of the bishop’s men. 

[A noise again : Stones ! stories / 

Enter the }fayor of London, attended. 

May. O, my good lords, and virtuous 
Henry, 
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Pity the city of London, pity us ! 

The bishop and the Duke of Gloster’s men, 
b\)rbiddon late to carry any weapon, 

Have fiird tlieir pockets full f)f pebble-stones 
And banding themselves in contrary parts, 
Do pelt so fast at one another’s pate, 

That many have their gitldy brains knock’i 
put. 

Onr windows arc broke down in every street, 
And we, for fear, coinpeHM to shut our shops. 

Enter, skirmitthing, the IMaimra of GxosteIi 
arul Winchester, with bloody 2 >cUes. 

K, Hen. We charge you, on allegiance to 
ourselves, 

To hold your slauglit’ring hands, and kcej 
the peace. 

Pray, uncle Gloster, mitigate this strife. 

1 Serv. Nay, if we bo 

Forbidden Vtones, we’ll fall to it with our 
teeth. 

2 Serv. Do what ye dare ; we are as 

resolute. [Skirnmh ayctin. 

(So. You of my household, leave this 
peevish broil. 

And set this iintw^custom’d fight aside. 

1 Serv. My lonl, we know your grace to 
be a man 

J ust and upright, and, for your royal birth, 
Inferior to none but to his majesty ; 

And ere that we will sulfer such a prince. 

So kind a father of the commonweal. 

To be disgraced by an inkhorn mate. 

We, and our wives, and children, all will 
fight, MX* 

And have our bodies slaughter’d by thy foes. 

3 Sew. Ay, cand the very parings of our 

nails 

Shall pitch a field, when we are dead. 

\Skirmis1i ayahi. 
Glo. Stay, stay, I say ! 

And, if you love me, tus you say you do, 

. Let me })ersuade you to forbear awhile. 

K, lien. O, how this discord doth afflict 
my soul ! - 

Can you, my Lord of Winchester, behold 
My sighs and tears, and will not once relent 1 
Who should be pitiful, if you bo not ? 

Or who should study to prefer a peace, no 
If lioly churchmen take delight in broils ? 

War. Yield, my lord protector; — yield, 
Winchester ; 

Except you mean, with obstinate repulse, 

To slay your sovereign, and destroy the 
realm. 

You see what mischief, and what murder 
too, 

Hath been enacted through your enmity ; 


Then, be at peace, except ye thirst for blood.^ 
Win. He shall submit, or I will never 
yield. 

Glo. Compassion on the king commands 
me stoop ; 

Or I would see his heart out, ere the priest 
Should ever get that privilege of me. 121 
War. Hehold, my Lord of Winchester, the 
duke 

Hath banish’d moody discontented fury, 

As by his amoothetl brows it doth ap))ear : 
Why look you still so stern, and tragical? 
Glo. Here, Winchester, I offer thee my 
hand. 

K. Hen . Fie, uncle Reaufort ! I have heard 
you praich, 

That malice was a great and grievous sin ; 
And will not you maintain the thing you 
teach. 

But prove a chief offemhu* in tlui same ? iso 
Il^r. Sweet king ! — the bishop hath a 
kindly gird. — 

For shame, iny Lord of Winchester, relent : 
What, shall a child instruct you what to do ? 
Win. Well, Duke of Gloster, I will yield 
to thee ; 

Love for thy love, and hand for hand I give. 
Glo. [A Me.] Ay; but, I fear me, with a 
hollow heart. — 

8ee hei’e, ray friends, and loving countrymen, 
Tliis token serveth for n flag of truce „ 
]letwixt ourselves and all our followers. 

Ho help me God, as I dissemble not ! i w 
Wi?i. \jiHl(le.] So help me God, as I intend 
it not ! « 

K. Hen. C> loving uncle, ‘kinfl Duke of 
Gloster, 

How joyful am I made by this contract ! — 
Away, my masters : ti’ouble us no more ; 

But join in friendship, as your lords have 
done. 

1 Serv, Content : I ’ll to the surgeon’s. 

2 Serv. And so will I. 

3 Serv. And I will see what physic the 

tavern affords. 

\Exeunt Mayor, Sewants, dec. 
War. Accept this scroll, most gracious 
sovereign, 

Which in the right of Richard Plantagenet 
We do exhibit to your majesty. 150 

Glo. Well urg’d, my Lord* of Warwick : — 
for, sweet prince, 

An if your grace mark every circumstance, 
You have great reason to do Richard right ; 
Especially for those occasions 
At Eltham Place I told your majesty. 

E. Hen. And those occasions, uncle, were 
of force : 


50 
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Tierefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is, 
That Richard bo restored to liis blood. 

War, L(5t Richard be restored to his blood ; 
So shall his father’s wrongs be recompens’d. 
Win. As will the rest, so willeth Win- 
chester. j«i 

IC lien. If Richard wil' be true, not that 
alone, 

But all the whole inheritance I give, 

That doth belong unto the house of York, 
From whence you spring by lineal descent. 

Plan, Thy humble s(a*vant vows obedience^ 
And humble service, till the point of deatli. 

K, llm. Stoop til (ill, and set your knee 
against iny foot ; 

And, in reguerdon of that duty done, 

I girt thee with the valiant sword of York. 170 
Rise, Richard, like a true Flantagenet, 

And rise created princely Duke of York. 

Plan, And so thrive Richard as thy foes 
may fall ! 

And as my duty s])rings, so perish they 
That grudge one thought against your majesty! 
All, Welcome, high jirince, the mighty 
Duke of York ! 

Som, Perish, base prince, ignoble 

Duke of York I 

Glo, Now will it best avfiil your majesty, 

To cross the seas, and to lie crown’d in 
Franco. 

The presence of a king engenders love iw 
Amongst his subjects, and his loyal friends, 

As it disaniiiiates his enemies. 

K, Hen. When Oloster says the word, 
King Henry goes ; 

P'or friendly counsel cuts off many foes. 

Glo, Your ships already are in readines.s. 

\^FlouriHh, Exeunt all but Exeteu. 
Exe, Ay, we may march in England, or in 
Fniiico, 

Not seeing what is likely to ensue. 

This late dissension, grown betwixt the 
])eers, 

Burns under feigned aslies of forg’d love, 

And will at last break out into a llame : i«) 

As fester’d member.s rot but by degree, 

Till bones, and flesh, and sinews, fall away. 

So will this base and envious discord breed. 
And now I fear that fatal prophecy. 

Which, in the time of Henry nam’d the 
Fifth, 

Was in the mouth of every sucking babe, — 
That Henry born at Monmouth should win 
all, " 

And Henry born at Windsor should lose all : 
Which is so plain, that Exeter doth wisli 
His days may finish ere that hapless time. 200 

[Exit, 

51 


Scene II. — France. Before Rouein 

Enter La Piti’ellk, (lisf/nlard, and Soldiers 

dressed like conufri/tut Hy loith *sacks tq^on 

their hacks. 

PuCi '^Phesc are the cit}’’ gtiics, the gates of 
Roan, 

Thi’ough which our policy must make a 
breach. 

Take heed, he wary how you plac(^ your 
words ; 

Talk Uke the vulgar sort of market-ineii, 

That come to gather money for their corn. 

If wo have entrance (as I liope we shall), 

And that we find the .slotlifid watch but 
Aveak, 

I ’ll by a sign give notice to our friends, 

That Charles the Dauphin may encounter 
them. 

1 Sold. Our satiks shall be a mean to sack 
th(^ city, 10 

And we be lords and rulers over Roan ; 
Therefore we ’ll knock. [Knocks, 

Guard, [Within.'\ Quiestlct? 

Puc, Paisaus, pa acres yens de France : 
Poor market-folks, that como to sell their 
corn. 

G'tumL [Opens the gates,^ Enter, go in: the 
market -bell is rung. 

Puc. Now, Roan, I ’ll shake thy bulwarks 
to the ground. 

[PuCKLLE, cf’c., enter the city. 

Enter Citakles, Bastard of OrlemiSy 
Alen^ox, and Forces, 

Char, Saint Dennis bles.s tliis Imppy strata- 
gem, 

And once again we ’ll sleep secure in Roan. ‘ 

Bast, Here enter’d Pucelle, and her prac- 
tisants ; ♦ 

Now she is there, how will she specify 
AVhere is the best and safest passage in ? 

Alen, By thrusting out a torch from yonder 
tower ; 

Which, once discern’d, shows that her inean- 
ing is, — 

No way to that, for weakness, which she 
enter’d. 

Enter La Pucelle on a battlement, holding 
out a torch burning, 

Puc, Behold! this is the happy wedding 
torch, 

That joineth Roan unto her countrymen, 

But burning fatal to the Talbotites. 

Bast, See, noble Clxarlos, the beacoii of our 
friend, 

Tlie burning torch in yonder turret stands, so 
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Cfvar, Now shine it like a comet of re 
venge, 

A prophet to the fall of all our foes ! 

A kn. Defer no time; ch^lays have dangerous 
ends : 

Enter, and cry^ “ The Dauphin ! ’’ ])resently, 
And then do execution on the v/ateh. 

yi'liey enter. 

Alarums, Enter Talbot and English 
Soldiers, 

Ted, France, thou shalt rue this treason 
with thy tears, 

If Talbot but survive thy treachery. 

Pucelle, that wit(?h, that damned sorceress, 
Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares, 
That hardly we escap’d the pride of France. 40 
[Exeient to the tovm, 

• 

Alarum: Exxursiom, Enter ^ from the toum^ 
Bedfoud, brought in sick in a chair^ with 
Talbot, Burgundy, a^id the English Forces, 
Theji, enter on the walls, La Pucelle, 
Charles, Bastard, Alen<;:on, Reionxer, 
and others, \ 

Fuc, Good morrow, gallants. Want ye 
corn for bread 1 

I think, the Duke of Burgundy will fast. 
Before he ’ll buy again at such a rate. 

’T was full of darnel : do yon like the taste? 
Fur. Scoff on, vile fiend, and shameless 
courtesan ! 

I trust, ere long, to choke thee with thine 
own. 

And make thee curse the harvest of that 
corn. 

Chur. Your grace may starve, perhaps, be- 
fore that time. 

Bed. O ! let no words, but deeds, revenge 
• this treason. 

Fuc. What will you do, good grey-beard ? 
break a lance, ao 

And run a tilt at death within a chair ? 

TaL Foul fiend of France, and hag of all- 
despite, 

Encomjjass’d with thy lustful paramours, 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age. 

And twit with cowardice a man half dead ? 
Damsel, I ’ll have a bout with you again, 

Or else let Talbot perish wdth this s&ime. 

Fuc, Are you so hot, sir? — Yet, Pucelle, 
hold thy peace ; 

If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow. — 
[1'albot, and the rest, consult together. 
God speed the parliament ! who shall be the 
speaker ? fio 

Tal. Dare you come forth, and meet us in 
the field ? 


Fuc. Belike, your lordship takes us tlien 
for fools. 

To try if that our own be ours, or no. 

Ted. I speak not to that railing Hecate, 
But unto thee, Alenc^on, and the rest. 

Will ye, like soldiers, conie and fight it out? 

A leu. Signior, no. 

Tal. Signior, hang ! — base muleters of 
France ! 

Like peasjint footboys do they keep the 
walls, 

And dare not take u[) arms like gentlemen, ro 

Fuc. Away, captains ! let’s get us from the 
walls. 

For Talbot ny^ans no goodness by his looks. — 
God be wi’ you, my lord : we came but to tell 
you 

That we are here. 

[Exeunt La Pucelle, d:c.,from the walls. 

Tal. And there will we be too, ere it be 
long, 

Or else rej)roach be Talbot’s greatest fame. 
Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house, 
Prick’d on by public wrongs, sustain’d in 
France, 

Either to get the town again, or die ; 

And I, as sure as English Henry lives, 

And as his father here was conqueror, 

As sure as in this late-betrayed town 
Great Cordelion’s heai-t was buried, 

80 sure 1 swear, to get the town, or die. 

Bur. My vows are ecpial partners with thy 
vows. 

Tal. But ere we go, regard, this dying 
prince, • , 

The valiant Duke of Bedford. — Come, my 
lord. 

We will bestow you in some better place, 
Fitter for sickness, and for crazy age. 

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me ; 
Here will I sit before the walls of Rojin, 01 
And will be partner of your weal or woe. 

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let us now per- 
suade you. 

Bed. Not to bo gone from hence ; for once 
I read, 

That stout Pendragon, in his litter, sick, 

]Jame to the field, and vanquished his foes, 
Methinks, I should revive the soldiers’ hearts, 
Because I ever found them 41s myself. 

2 ^al. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast ! — 
Then, be it so : — heavens kee]) old Bedford 
safe ! — 100 

And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 

But gather we our forces out of hand. 

And set ujwn our boasting enemy. 

[Exeunt Burgundy, Talbot, and Forces, 
kwoing Bedford and others. 
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Alarum : Excursions, Enter Sir John 
Fastolfe and a Captaui, 

Cap, Whither away, Sir John Fastolfe, in 
such haste 'i 

Fast. Whither away ? to save myself by 
flight : 

Wc are like to have the overthrow again. 
Cap, What ! will you fly, anti leave Lord 
Talbot 1 

Fast. Ay, 

All tlie Talbots in the world, to save my life. 

\EadL 

Cap. Cowardly kniglit ! ill fortune follow 
thee ! [Exit, 

Retreat : Excursions, Enter, from the toum, 
La Puce lee, Alen(;on, Charles, tl-c., ami 
PAmunt, Jltfint/. 

Bed. Now, quiet soul, depart when Heaven 
ph'ase, no 

For I have seen our enemies* overthrow. 
What is the trust or strength of foolish man ? 
They, that of late were daring with their 
scofls, 

Are glad and fain by flight to save themselves. 
[Dies, and is carried off in his chair. 

Alarum, An /r?" Talbot, Burgundy, and 
others. 

Tal. Lost, and recover’d in a day again ! 
This is a double honour, Burgundy; 

Yet heavens have glory for this victory! 

Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Bur- 
gundy 

Enshrines thee in his heart, and there erects 
Thy noble deeds, as valour’s inonumont. 

Tal, Thanks, gentle duke. But where is 
Pucelle now i 

I think her old familiar is asleep : 

Now where ’s the Bastard’s braves, and 
Charles his glceks 1 

What, all a-mort ? Roan hangs her head for 
grief, 

That s\ich a valiant company are fled. 

Now will ,wo take some order in the towm, 
Placing therein some expert ofKcei's, 

And then depart to Paris to the king; 

For there young Henry with his nobles lie. 
Bur. What wills Lord Talbot plcaseth 
Burgundy. lao 

Tal. But yet, before we go, let ’s not forget 
The noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas’d, 

But see his exequies fultill’d in Roan. 

A braver soldier never couched lance, 

A gentler heart did never sway in court ; 

But kings, and mightiest potentates, must 
die ; 

For that’s the end of human misery. [Exeunt, 


Scene III. — The Same. The Plains near 
th(*. City. 

Enter Charles, the Bastard, Alen^on, La 
P ucELih-:, and Forces. 

Fhc. Dismay not, princes, at this accident. 
Nor grieve tliat Roan is so rc^covered : 

Ikre is no cure, but rather corrosive, 

For things that are not to be reim^died. 

Let frantic Talbot .triumph for a while, 

And like a peacock sweep along his tail ; 

We ’ll pull his plumes, and take away his tmin, 
If Dauphin and the rest will bo but rul’d. 
Cluir. We have been guided by theo 
hitherto, 

And of thy cunning had no diffidence : lo 

One sudden foil shall never breed distrust. 

Bast. Search out thy wit for secret policies. 
And we will make thee famous through the 
world. 

Alen. We ’ll set thy statue in some holy 
place, 

And have thee reve»’(*nc’d like a blessed saint : 
Employ thee tlum, sweet virgin, for our good. 
Fuc. Then tlius it must be ; this doth Joan 
<levise : 

By fair persuasions, mix’d with sugar’d words, 
We will entice the Duke of Burgundy 
To lefivo the Talbot, and to follow us. 20 
Clvar, Ay, marry, sweeting, if wo could do 
that, 

France wei’e no place for Henry’s warriors ; 
Nor should that nation boast it so with us, 
But be extirped from our provinces. 

Alen. For ever should they bo expuls’d 
from France, 

And not have title of an earldom here. 

Fuc. Your honours shall perceive liow I 
will work, 

To bring this matter to the wished end. 

[Drums heard afar off. 
Hark ! by the sound of drum you may })er- 
ceive 

Their powera arc marching unto Paris-ward. 

An English march. Enter, and jkiss over, 
Talbot, and his Forces. 

There goes the Talbot, with his colours 
spread, 

And all the troops of English after him. 

A French nuxrch. Enter the Duke of 
Burgundy and Forces. 

Now, in the rearward comes the duke, and 
his : 

Fortune in favour makes him lag behind. 
Summon a parley ; we will talk with him. 

[Trumpets sound a, parley » 
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Clmr. A parky with the Duke of Biir- 
giimly. 

Bu)\ Who craves a parky witli tlio Bur- 
gundy ? 

Pnc, The princely Cliarles of France, thy 
countryman. 

Bar, What say’st tliou, Charles 1 for I am 
marching hence. « 

Char, Speak, Pucellc, and enchant liim 
with thy. words. 

7V/C. Brave Burgundy,* undoubted hope of 
France, 

Stay, let thy humble handmaid speak to 
thee. 

Bur, Speak on ; but be not over- ted ions. 

Bnc, Look on thy countiy, look on fertile 
France, 

And see the cities and the towns defac’d 
By worsting ruin of the cruel foe. 

As looks the mother on her lowly babe, 

When death doth close his tender dying eyes. 
See, see the pining malady of France ; 

Behold the wounds, the most unnatunil 
wounds, 

Which thou thyself hast given her woful 
breast. 

0 ! turn thy edged sword another way ; 

Strike those that hurt, and hui*t not those 
that help. 

One drop of blood, drawn from thy country’s 
bosom, 

Should grieve thee more than streams of 
foreign gore : 

Return thee, therefore, with a flood of tears. 
And wash away thy country's stained spots. 

Bur, Either she hath bewitch’d mo with 
her words. 

Or nature makes me suddenly relent. 

Bug, Besides, all French and France ex- 
claims on thee, 

Doubting thy birth and lawful ])rogeny. 

Who join’st thou with, but witli a lordly 
nation. 

That will not trust thee but for profit’s sake 1 
When Talbot hath set footing once in France, 
And fashion’d thee that instrument of ill, 

Who then but English Henry will be lord, 
And thou be thrust out like a fugitive ? 

Call we to mind, and mark but this for proof. 
Was not the Duke of Orleans thy foe, 

And was he not in England prisoner 1 , 70 

But, when they heard he was thine enemy, 
They set him free, without lus ransom paid, 

In spite of Burgundy, and all his friends. 

See then, thou flght’st against thy country- 
men, 

And join’st with them will be thy slaughter- 
men. 


Come, come, I’eturii \ return, thou wand’ring 
lord ; 

Cliarles and the rest will take thee in their 
arms. 

Bur, I am vanquished : these haughty 
words of li<n\s 

Have batter’d me like l oariiig cannon-shot, 
And made me almost yield upon my knees. — 
Forgive me, country, and sweet countrymen ! 
And, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace : 
My forces and my power of men are yours — 
So, farewell, Talbot ; I ’ll no longer trust thee. 

Puc, [vf Done like a Frenchman : 

turn, and turn again ! 

Char, Welcome, brave duke 1 thy friend- 
shi[) makes us fresh. 

Bast, And doth begot new courage in our 
breasts. 

Pucelle hath bmvely play’d her part 
in this, 

And doth desei ve a coronet of gold. 

Chav, Now let us on, my lords, and join 
our powers, 00 

And seek how we may prejudice the foe. 

\Exeu;nt, 


Scene IV. — Paris. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and other 
Lords; Vernon, Basset, <frc. To them 
Talbot and some of his Ojficers, 

Tal, My gracious prince, and honourable 
peers, 

Hearing of your arrival in this realm, 

I have awhile given truce unto my wars. 

To do my duty to my sovereign : 

In sign whereof, this arin^ — that hath re- 
claim’d 

To your obedience fifty fortresses. 

Twelve cities, and seven walled towns of 
strength. 

Besides five hundred prisoners of esteem — 
Lets fall his sword before your highness’ feet ; 

\Kneeling, 

And, with subrnksive loyalty of heart, i<> 
Ascrilxis the glory of his conquest got 
Firat to my God, and next unto your grace. 
K, lien. Is this the Ijdlrd Talbot, uncle 
Gloster, 

That hath so long been resident in France % 
Glo, Yes, if it please your majesty, my 
liege. 

K, lien. Welcome, brave captain^ and vic- 
torious lord. 

When I was young (as yet I am not old), 

I do remember how my father said, 
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A ’Stouter champion never handled sword. 
Long since we were resolved of yonr truth, ao 
Your faithful service, and your toil in war ; 
Yet never have you tasted our reward, 

Or been reguerdon’d with so much as thanks, 
Because till now we never saw your face : 
Therefore, stand uf) ; and, for these good 
deserts, 

We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury ; 

And in our coronation take your ])iace. 
[ FUmrish , ExtmiVt Kimj Henry, Gloster, 

* Talbot, mtd Nobles . 

Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so liot at 
sea, 

Disgi-acing of these colours, that I wear 
In honour of my noble Lord of York, »• 
Dar’st thou maintain the former words thou | 
spak’st ? I 

Has. Yes, sir; as well as you dare jiatronage I 
The envious barking of your saucy tongue \ 


Against my lord, the Duke of Somerset. 

Ver. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is. 

Ecu. Why, what is he ‘I as good a man as 
York. 

Ver. Hark ye ; not so ; in witness, take ye 
that. [SlnMuf/ him. 

Baa. Villain, thou know’st, tlie law of arms 
is such. 

That, wlioso draws a sword, ’t is present 
death. 

Or else tliis blow should broach thy dearest 
blood. 40 

But I ’ll unto liis majesty, and crave 

L may have liberty to venge this wrong; 

When thou shalt see, I ’ll meet tliee to thy* 
cost. 

Ver. Well, miscreant, I ’ll be there as soon 
as you ; 

And, after, meet you sooner than you would. 

\ExeMnt. 


AGT IV. 


Scene I. — The Same. A Room of State. 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Exeter, York, 
Suffolk, Somerset, Winchester, War- 
wick, Talbot, the Ooveruor of Faria, ami 
others. 

Glo. Tiord bishop, set the crown upon his 
head. 

Win. God save King Henry, of that name 
the sixth ! 

Olo. NoW”, governor of Paris, take your 
oath,^ — \(.rovernoi' kneels. 

That you elect no other king but him, 

Esteem none friends, but such as are his 
friends. 

And none your foes, but such as shall pretend 

Malicious jiractices against his state : 

This shall ye do, so lielp you rigliteous God ! 

\Exemit Governor and his Train. 

Enter Sir JouN Fastolfe. 

FcLst. My gracious sovereign, as I rode 
fi'oin Calais, 

To haste unto your coronation, w 

A letter was deliver’d to my hands, 

Writ to your grace fi'om the Duke of Bur- 
gundy.' " 

Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and 
thee ! 

I vow’d, base knight, when I did meet thee 
next, 

To tear the garter from thy craven’s leg ; 

[Plucking it off. 

Which I have done, because unworthily 


Thou wast installed in that high degree. — » 
Pardon me, princely Htuiry, and the rest. 
This dastard, at the battle of Patay, 

When but iu all I was six thousand strong, so 
And that tlu? Frencli were almost ten to one, 
Bt-'foro we met, or that a stroke was given, 
Tiikc to a trusty squire, did run away : 
in which assault we lost tw^elve hundred 
I men ; 

i Myself, and divers gentlemen beside, 

Were there surpris’d, and taken prisoners. 
Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiss; 
Or whether that such cowards ought to wear 
This ornament of knighthood, yea, or no. 

Gh. To say the truth, this fact was in- 
famous, ao 

And ill beseeming any common man, 

Much more a knight, a captain, and a leader. 
Tal. When first this order was ordain’d, 
my lords, 

Knights of the garter were of noble birth, 
Valiant and virtuous, full of liaiighty courage, 
Such as were grown to credit by the wars ; 
Not fearing death, nor shrinking for distress. 
But always resolute in most extnanes. 

He then, that is not furnish’d in this sort, 
Doth but usurp the sacred name of knight, w 
Profaning this most honomable order. 

And should (if I were worthy to be judge) 

Be quite degraded, like a hedge-born swain 
1 That doth presume to boast of gentle blood, 
i K. Hem. Stain to thy countrymen! thou 
i hear’st thy doom. 

I Be packing therefore, thou that wast a knight. 



Act ly. 


KING HENRY VI— PART I. 


Scene I. 


Henceforth we banieh thee on pain of death. — 

Fastolfe. 

And now, my lord protector, view the letter 
Sent from our uncle Duke of Hurgiindy. 

Glo, What means his grace, that he hath 
chang’d his style f 

No more but, plain and bluntly, — To the 
king ! ” 

Hath he forgot, he is his sovereign ? 

Or doth this churlLsh supei scriptioii 
Pretend some alteration in good wilH 
What^shei’el \^Ueads.'\ ''I have upon especial 
cause. 

Mov’d with compassion of my country’s 
wrack, 

Together with the pitiful complaints 
Of such as your opprtvssion feeds upon, 
Forsaken your pernicious faction, 

And join’d with Charles, the rightful King 
of Prance.” 

0 monstrous treaclujry ! Can this be so. 

That in alliance, amity, and oaths. 

There should be founil such false dissembling 
guile t 

yr. lleiL What ! doth my uncle Burgundy 
revolt ? 

Glo. He dotli, my lord, and is become your 
foe, 

K. lien. Is that the worst tliis letter doth 
contain 1 

Glo. It is the worst, and all, my lord, he 
writes. 

JC. Hen. Why then. Lord Talbot there shall 
talk with him, 

And give him chastisement for this abuse. — 
How say you, my lord 1 arc you not content] 

Tal. Content, my liege] Yes : but that I 
am prevented, 71 

1 should have begg’d I might liave been em- 

ploy’d. 

K, Hen. Then gather strengtl), and march 
unto him sti’aight. 

Let him perceive, how ill we brook liLs 
treason ; 

And wliat offence it is, to flout his friends, 

Tal. I go, my lord ; in heart desiring still, 
You may behold confusion of your foes. 

Enter Vernon a^ul Basset. 

Fer. Grant me the combat, 
sovereign 

Eas. And me, ray lord; grant me the 
combat too ! 

YorA:. This is my serviint : hear him, noble 
prince ! ho 

A 9 oni. And this is mine: sweet Henry, 
favour him 1 


E. Hen. Be patient, lords ; and give theuii 
leave to speak. — 

Say, gentlemen, what makes you thus ex- 
claim ] 

And wherefore crave you combat] or with 
whom ] 

Ver. With him, my lord ; for ho hath done 
me wrong. 

has. And I with him; for he hath done 
me wrong. 

K. Hen. What is that wrong whereof you 
both complain ] 

First let me know, and then I ’ll answer you. 

Bas. Cn)ssing the sea from England into 
France, 

This fellow he^o, with envious carping tongue, 
Upbraided me about the rose I wear ; 91 

Saying, the sanguine colour of the leaves 
Did represent rfiy master’s blushing cheeks, 
When stubbornly he tlid repugn the truth, 
About a certain (|uestion in the law^ 

Argu’d betwixt the Duke of York and him ; 
With other vile and ignominious terms : 

In confutation of which nide reproach. 

And in defence of my lord’s woi’thincss, 

I crave the bonctit of law of arms. 100 

Ver. And that is my pc^tition, noble lord : 
For though he seem, with forged quaint 
conceit, 

To .set a gloss upon his bold intent, 

Yet know, my lord, I was provok’d by him. 
And he first took exceptions at this baTlge, 
Pronouncing, that the paleness of this flower 
Bewray’d the faintness of my master’s heart, 

York. Will not this malice, Somerset, be , 
left] • • • 

Eom. Your private grudge, my Lord of 
York, will out, 

Though ne’er so cunningly you smother it. no 

K. Hen. Good Lord ! what madne.ss rules 
in brain-sick men, 

When, for so slight and frivolous a cause, 

Such factious emulations shall arise ! — 

Good cousins both, of York and Somerset, 
Quiet yourselves, I piny, and be at peace. 

York. I 4 et this dissension first be^ tried by 
fight, 

And then your highness shall command a 
peace. 

Eom. The quarrel toucheth none butx us 
alone ; 

Betwixt oui’selves let us decide it then. 

York. There is my pledge ; accept it, 
Somerset. 120 

Ver. Nay, let it rest where it began at first. 

Bas. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord. . 

Gh. Confirm it so ] Confounded be your 
strife I 
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Act IV. 


KING HENRY VL— PART L 


SCENB 11. 


p^isli ye, with your audacious prate ! 
Presumptuous vassals ! are you not asliam’d, 
With this immodest clamorous outnige 
To trouble and disturb the king and us ? 

And you, my lords, methinks you do not well, 
To boar with their perverse objections ; 

Much less, to take occasion from tlieir mouths 
To raise a mutiny betwixt } -urselves : isi 

Let me persuade you, take a better course. 
Exe. It grieves his liighness : — good my 
lords, be friends. 

K,*He7U Come hither, you that would be 
combatants. 

Hencefortli I charge you, as you love our 
favour. 

Quite to forget this quarrel, and the cause. — 
And you, my lords, reineniber where we are ; 
In France, amongst a fickle wavering nation. 
If they perceive dissension m our looks, 

And that within ourselves we disagree, i4o 
How will their grudging stomachs be pro- 
vok’d 

To wilful disobedience, and rebel ! 

Beside, what infamy will there arise. 

When foreign prijices shall bo certified. 

That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 

King Henry’s peers, and chief nobility. 
Destroy’d themselves, and lost the realm of 
France ! 

0 ! think upon the conquest of my father, 

My teujler years ; and let us not forego 
That fer a trifle that wjis bought with blood. 
Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife, ai 

1 see no reason, if I wear this rose, 

[Flitting on a red rose. 
That any one should therefore be suspicious 
I more incline to Homerset than York : 

Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both. 
As well they may upbraid me with my crown, 
Because, forsooth, the King of Scots is 
crown’d. 

But your discretions better can persuade, 
Than I am able to instruct or teach : 

And thereforfi, as we hither came in peace, i<» 
So let us still continue peace and love. — 
Cousin of , York, we institute your grace 
To be our regent in these parts of France : 
And, good my Lord of Somerset, unite 
Your troops of horsemen with his bands of 
foot ; 

And, like true •subjects, sons of your pro- 
genitors. 

Go cheerfully together, and digest 
Your angry choler on your enemies. 

Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest. 

After some respite, will return to Calais ; m 
^ From thence to England, whore I hope ero 
long 


To be presented, by your victories, 

With Charles, Alen^on, and that traitorous 
rout. 

[Flourish. ExeAint King Henuy, GlosTER, 
Somerset, Winchester, Suffolk, and 
Basset. 

Wa/r. My Loixi of York, I promise you, 
the king 

Prettily, methought, did play the orator. 

York, And so he did : but yet I like it not. 
In that he wears the badge of Somerset. 

War. Tush ! that was but his fancy, blame 
him not ; 

I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no 
harm. 

York, An if J wist, he did, — but let it 
rest ; lao 

Other affairs must now be managed. 

[Exeunt York, Warwick, and Vernon. 
Exe. Well didst thou, Richard, to suppress 
thy voice ; 

For, had the passions of thy heart burst out, 
I fear, wo should have seen decipher’d there 
Moi*e rancorous spite, more furious raging 
broils, 

Than yet can be imagin’d or suppos’d. 

But howsoe’er, no simple man that sees 
This jarring discord of nobility. 

This shouldering of each other in the court. 
This factious bandying of their favourites, iw 
But that it doth j)resago some ill event. 

’T is much, when sceptres are in children’s 
hands. 

But more, when envy breeds unkind division : 
There comes the ruin, there begins confusion. 

[Exit. 


Scene II. — France. Before Bourdcaux. 

Enter Talbot, with hie Forces. 

Tal, Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trum- 
iN3ter : 

Summon their general unto the wall. 

Trumpet sounds a parley. Enter, on the 
waUs^ the General of the French Forces, 
and others. 

English John Talbot, captains, calls you forth, 
Servant in arms to Harry King of England ; 
And thus he would. —Open your city gates, 
Be humble to us, call my sovereign yours. 
And do him homage as obedient subjects, 
And I ’ll withdraw me and my bloody 
power; 

But, if you frown upon this proffer’d peace, 
You tempt the fury of my thi-ee attendants, lo 
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Act IV. 


KING HENRY VL— PART L 


Scene HI. 


Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing 
fire ; 

Who, ill a moment, even with the eartli 
Shall lay your stately and air-l)i*aviug towers, 
If you fomiko the offer of their love. 

Gen, Thou ominous and fearful owl of 
death. 

Our nation’s terror, and their bloody scourge 1 
The period of thy tyranny approacheth. 

On us thou canst not enter but by death ; 

For, I protest, we arc well fortifif^d, 

And strong enough to issue out and fight : 20 
If thou retire, the Daiqdun, well appointed. 
Stands with the snares of war to tangle 
tlu ti : 

On either hau<l thee there are squadrons 
pitch’d, 

To wall thee from the liberty of flight ; 

And no way canst thou turn thee for redress, 
But deatli doth front thee with aippareiit 
spoil, 

And pale destruction meets tliee in the face. 
Ton thousand French have ta’eii the sacra- 
ment. 

To rive their dangerous artillery 
Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot, j** 
Lo ! there thou stand’st, a breathing valiant 
man. 

Of an invincible unconquer’d spirit : 

This is the latest glory of thy praise. 

That I, thy enemy, ’<iue thee withal ; 

For ere the glass, that now begins to run, 
Finish the process of his sandy hotir, 

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured, 
Shall see thee wither’d, bloody, pale, and 
dead. [Drum afar off. 

Hark ! hark ! the Dauphin’s drum, a warn- 
ing bell, 

Sings heavy music to thy tinioi’ous soul, w 
And mine shall ring thy dire departure out. 

[^Exeant General^ (i:c,,from tlm walh. 

Tal. He fables not, I hear the enemy. — 
Out, some light horsemen, and pcrus(3 their 
wings. — 

O, negligent and heedless discipline ! 

How are we park’d, and hounded in a pale ! 

A little herd of England’s timorous de(‘r. 

Maz’d with a yelping kennel of French 
curs 

If we be English deer, be then in blood ; 

Not ra.scal-like, to fall down with a pinch, 

But i-ather mo^y-mad and des|)erate stags, so 
Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of 
steel, I 

And make the cowards stand aloof at bay : 

Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 

And they shall find dear^ deer of us, my 
friends.— 


God, and Saint George, Talbot, and Englaijd’s 
right, 

Prosper our* colours in this dangerous fight ! 

[Exeunt 

Scene III.— Plains in Gascony. 

Enter York, with Forces ; to hiviy a 
Messenger. 

York. Are not the speedy scouts return’ll 
again, 

That dogg’d the mighty army of the Dauphin] 

Mess. Tliey are return’d, my lord ; and 
give it out, 

That lie is march’d to Bourdeaux with hi. 
power. 

To fight with Talbot. As ho march’d along, 
By your espials were discovered 
Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led. 
Which join’d with him, and made their 
march for Bourdeaux. 

York, A plague upon that villain Somerset, 
That thus delays my promised supply i‘> 
Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege ! 
Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid, 

And I am lowted by a traitor villain, 

And cannot help the noble chevalier. 

God comfort him in tins necessity ! 

If he miscarry, farewell wai*s in France. 

Enter Sir William Lucv."^ 

Lucy, Thou })rincely leader of our English 
strength, 

Never so needful on the earth of France, 

Spur to the rescue of the noble Talbot, 

Who now is girdled with a waist of iron, 

And liemm’d about witli grim destruction. 

To Bourdeaux, warlike duke ! to Bourdeaux, 
York ! 

Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England’s 
honour. 

York, O God ! that Somerset, who in 
proud heart 

Doth stop my cornets, were in Talbot’s place I 
So should we save a valiant gentleman, 

By forfeiting a traitor and a coward. 

Mad ire, and wrathful fury, inake me weep, 
That thus we die, while remiss traitoi’s sleep. 

Lucy. O, send some succour to the dis- 
tress’d lord I i 30 

York, He dies, we lose ; I break my war- 
like word ; 

Wo mourn, Franco smiles; we lose, they 
daily get ; 

All Tong of this vile traitor Somerset. 

Lv/cy. Then, God take mercy on brave 
Talbot's soul ; ♦ 
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Act IV. / 


KING HENRY VL-~-PART I. 


SCBNB V. 


Aiid on his sou, yoimg John, whom two 
houi's since 

I met in travel toward his warlike father. 
This seven years did not Talbot see hLs son, 
And now they meet where both their lives 
are done. 

York. Alas ! what joy shall noble Talbot 
have, 

To bid his young son welcoti: to his grave ? « 
Away ! vexation almost stops my breath, 
That sunder’d friends greet in the hour of 
Icath.- 

Lucy, farewell : no more my fortune can, 

But curSo the cause I cannot aid the man. — 
Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours, are won 
away, 

’Long all of Somerset, and his delay. 

[Exit, im fJi h is Forces. 

* Lucy. Thus, while the vulture of seditioi 
Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders, 
Sleeping ncglection doth betray to loss 
The conquest of o\ir scarce-cold conqueror, so 
That ever-liwng man of memory, 

Henry the Fifth : whiles they each other 
cross, 

Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loss. 

[Exit, 


Scene IV. — Other Plains of Gascony. 

Enter Somerset, icith his Army ; tut Officer 
/o/ T albot’s -with him. 

Som. It is too late 3 I cannot send them 
now. 

This expedition wa.s by York and Talbot 
Too rashly pFotted :* all our geneml force 
Might with a sally of the very town 
Bo buckled with. The over-daring Talbot 
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour 
By this unheedful, desperate, wild adventure. 
York set him dn to fight and die in shame, 
That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the 
name. 

Off. Hci'o is Sir William Lucy, who with 
me 10 

Set from our overmatch’d forces, forth for aid. 

Enter Sir WitiLiAM Lucy, 

Som. How now, Sir William? whither 
were you sent 1 

Lucy. Whither, my lord ? from bought and 
sold Lord Talbot ; 

Who, ring’d about with bold adversity, 

Cries out for noble York and Someraet, 

To beat assailing death from his weak legions. 
And whiles the honourable captain there 


Drops bloody sweat from his’ war* wearied 
limbs, 

And, in advimtage lingering, looks for rescue, 
You, his false hopes, the trust of England’s 
honour, ao 

Keep off aloof with woHliless emulation. 

Let not your private discord keep away 
The levied succours that should lend him aid. 
While he, renowned noble gentleman, 

Yields up his life unto a world of odds. 
Orleans the Bastard, Charles, Burgundy, 
Alenc^on, Reignier, compjiss him about. 

And Talbot perisheth by your default. 

Som. York set him on, York should have 
sent him aid. 

Lucy. And York sis fast upon your grace 
exclaims ; :h) 

Swearing that you withhold his levied horse, 
Collected for this expedition. 

Som. York lies : he might have sent and 
had the horse. 

I owe him little duty, and less love. 

And take foul scorn to fawn on him by send- 
ing. 

Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force 
of Franco, 

Hath now entra])p’d the noble-minded Talbot. 
Never to England shall he beiir his life, 

]hit dies, betray’d to fortune by your strife. 

Som. Come, go ; I will despatch the horse- 
men straight : 4<> 

Within six hours they will be at his aid. 

Lucy. Too late comes rescue : he is ta’en, 
or slain ; 

For fly he could not, if he woidd have fled : 
And fly would Talbot never, though he might. 

Som, If he be dead, bnive Talbot, then 
adieu ! 

Lucy. His fame lives in the world, his 
shame in you. [Exeunt. 


Scene V. — The English Camp near 
Bourdeaux. 

Enter Talbot and John his son. 

Tal. O young John Talbot ! 1 did send for 
thee, 

To tutor thee in stmtagems of war. 

That Talbot’s name might bo in thee reviv’d, 
When sapless age, and weak unable limbs, 
Should bring thy father to his drooping-chair. 
But,--rO malignant and ill-boding stai's ! — 
Now thoti art come unto a feast of death, 

A temble and unavoided danger : . 
Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest 
horse, 
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BpENE VI. 


And I ^11 direct thee how tho\i shalt escape lo 
By sudden flight : come, dally not, be gone. 

Jo/m, Is iny name Talbot ( and am 1 your 
son? 

And shall I fly ? O ! if you love my mother, 
Dishonour not her honourable name, 

To make a bastard, and a slave of me : 

The world will say, he is not Talbot’s blood, 
That basely fled, when noble Talljot stood. 

Tal, Fly, to revenge my death, if I be 
slain. 

Jo/m, He that flies so will ne’er return 
again. 

Ta/, If we both stay, we both are sure to 
die. 

Jo/m. Then let me stay ; and, father, do 
you fly : 

Your loss is great, so your regard should be ; 
My worth unknown, no loss is known in me. 
Ul)on my death the French can little boast ; 
In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost. 
Flight eannot stain the honour you have 
won ; 

But mine it will, that no exjdoit have done : 
You fled for vantage, every one will swear ; 
But if I bow, they ’ll say, it was for fear. 
There is no hope that ever I will stay, ao 
If the first hour I shrink, and run away. 

Here, on my knee, I beg mortality, 

Rather than life pre.serv’d with infamy. 

Shall all thy mother’s hopes lie in one 
tomb ? 

Jo/m. Ay, rather than I ’ll shame my 
mother’s womb. 

2W, Upon my blessing I command thee 

go- 

Jo/m. To fight I will, but not to fly the 
foe. 

7W/. Part of thy father may be sav’d in 
thee. 

Jo/m. No pai-t of him but will be shai 4 c in 
me. 

Tal. Thou never hadst renown, nor canst 
not lose it 40 

Jo/ifi. Yes, your renowned name : shall 
flight abuse it i 

Tal, Thy father’s charge shall clear thee 
from that stain. 

Jo/m. You cannot witness for me, being 
slain. 

If death be so apparent, then both fly. 

Tal, And leave my followers here, to fight 
and die ? 

My age was never tainted with such shame. 

Jo/m, And shall my youth be guilty of 
such blame ? 

No more can I be sever’d from your side, 

Than can yourself yourself in twain divide. 


Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I ; so 
For live I will not, if my father die. 

Tal. Then here I take my leave of th^^e, 
fair son. 

Bom to eclipse thy life this afternoon. 

Come, side by side together live and die, 

And soul with soul from France to heaven 
fly. [Exeunt. 


Scene VI. — A Field of Battle. 

i laruni : Excursions, wherein Talbot’s Hon 
is /hemmed about, and Talbot rescues /dm, 

Tal. Saint George and victory ! fight, sol- 
tiers, fight ! 

The regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 
And left us to the mge of France his sword. 
Where is John Talbot ? — pause, and take thy 
breath : 

1 gave thee life, and rescu’d thee from death. 
Jo/m. O, twice my father ! twice am I thy 
son : 

The life thou gav’st me first was lost and 
tone ; 

Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate. 
To my determin’d time thou gav’st new date. 
Tal, When from the Dau[)hin’s crest thy 
sword struck fire, u» 

It warm’d thy father’s heart with proud 
desire 

Of bold-fac’d victory. Then leaden age, 
Quicken’d with youthful spleen and warlike 
rage, 

Beat down Alen<^on, Orleans, Burgundy, 

And from the pride of Gallia rescu’d thee. 

The ireful Bastard Orleans, ‘that drew blood 
From thee, my boy, and had the maidenhood 
Of thy first fight, I soon encountered, 

And, interchanging blows, I quickly shed 
Some of his bastard blood ; and, in disgmee. 
Bespoke him thus : “ Contaminated, base, 21 
And misbegotten blood I spill of thine. 

Mean and right poor ; for that pure blood of 
mine. 

Which thou didst force from Tall:ot, my 
bmve boy : ” — 

Here, purjxjsing the Bastard to destroy, 

Came in strong rescue. Speak, thy father’s 
care, 

Art thou not weary, John ? How dost thou 
fare ? 

Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly, 
Now thou art seal’d the son of chivalry ? 

Fly to revenge my death, when I am dead ; » 
The help of one stands me in little stead. 

0 ! too much folly is it, well I wot, 



Act IV/ 


KING HENRY VI.— PART L 


Scene VIL 


To hazard all our lives in one small boat. 

If I to-day die not with French in en^s rage 
To-morrow I shall die with mickle age : 

By me they nothing gain, and if I stay, 

’T is but the shortening of my life one day. 

In thee thy mother dies, our householdes 
name, 

My death’s revenge, thy youth, and England’s 
fame. 

All these, and more, we hazard by thy stay ; 
All these are sav’d, if thou wilt fly away. ■« 
John. The sword of Orleans hath not 
^ made me smart ; 

These words of yours draw life-blood from 
my heart. 

On that advantage, bought with such a 
shame, 

To save a paltry life, and slay bright fame. 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 

The coward horse that bears me fall and die ! 
And like me to the ])easaut boys of France, 
To bo shame’s scorn, and subject of mis- 
cliarico ! 

Surely, by all the glory you have won, so 
An if I fly, 1 am not Talbot’s son : 

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot ; 

If son to Talbot, die at Talbot’s foot. 

Tat. Then follow thou thy desperate sire 
of Crete, 

Thou Icarus. Thy life to mo is sweet : 

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy fixther’s side, 
And, cojiimciidablo prov’d, let ’s die in pride. 

\^Exennt. 


Scene VII. — Another Part of the Same. 

Alar^cnis : Exaintfons. E)\ier Talbot, 

wounded, mjtported hy a Servant. 

Tal. Where is my other lifo? — mine own 
is gone : 

O, where ’s young Talbot] where is valiant 
J olin ] — 

Triumphant death, smear’d with captivity. 
Young Talbot’s valour makes me smile at 
thee. — 

When lie {lerceiv’d me shrink, and on my 
knee, 

His bloody sword he brandish’d over me, 

And like a hungry lion did commence 
Rough deeds of r^ge, and stern impatience ; 
But when my angry guardant stood alone, 
Tend’ring my ruin, and assail’d of n’one, lo 
Dizzy-ey’d fury, and great rage of heart, 
Suddenly made him from my side to start 
Into the clust’nng battle of the French : 

And in that sea of blood my boy did drench 


His overmounting spirit ; and there died 
My Icarus, my blossom, in his pride. 

Enter Soldiers, hearlny the body of John 
Talbot. 

Serv. O my dear lord ! lo, where your son 
is lK)rno ! 

Tal. Thou an tick death, which laugh ’st us 
here to scorn. 

Anon, from thy insulting tyranny. 

Coupled in bonds of i>eq)etuity, so 

Two Talbots, winged through the lither sky. 
In thy despite shall ’scape mortality. — 

O ! thou whose wounds become hard-fa vour d 
death. 

Speak to thy father, ere thou yield thy 
breath : 

Brave death by speaking, whether he will or no; 
Imagine him a Frenchmen, and thy foe. — 
Poor boy ! he smiles, methinks, as who 
should say, 

Had death been French, then death had died 
to-day. 

Come, come, and lay him in his father’s arms. 
My spirit can no longer bear thesci harms, so 
Soldiers, adieu ! I have what I would have. 
Now my old arms arc young John Talbot’s 
gnxve. [Dies. 

Alarums. Exeunt Soldiers and Servant, 
leaving the two bodies. Enter Chables, 
Alen^on, Burgundy, Bastard, La Pu- 
CELLE, and Forces. 

Char. Had York and Somerset brought 
rescue in. 

We should have found a bloody day of this. 
Bast. How the young whelp of Talbot’s, 
Aging-wood, 

Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchmen’s 
blood ! 

Puc. Once I encounter’d him, and thus I 
said : 

‘‘Thou maiden youth, be vanquish’d by a 
maid ; ” 

But, with a proud majestical high scorn. 

He answered thus : “ Young Talbot was not 
born <0 

To bo the pillage of a giglot wench.” 

So, rushing in the bowels of the French, 

He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtless, he would have made a 
noble knight ; 

See, where he lies inhearsed in the arms 
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms. 

Bast. Hew them to pieces, hack their 
bones asunder, 

Whose life was England’s glory, Gallia’s 
wonder. 
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Ohar, O, no ! forbear ; for that which we 
have tied 

During the life, let ns not wrong it dead, m 

Enter Sir William Lucy, attended ; a 
French Herald preceding, 

Lucy. Herald, conduct lue to the Dauphin’s 
tent. 

To know who hath obtain’d the glory of the 
day. 

Char, On what subiuissive iiiessiigo art 
thou sent? 

Lucy, Siibiuission, Dauphin I ’t is a mere 
Frencli word ; 

We English Avarriors wot not what it means. 

I come to know wliat prisoriei's thou hast 
ta’en, 

And to survey the bodies of the dead. 

Char, For ])risoiiers ask’st thou ? hell our 
prison is. 

But tell me whom thou seek’st. 

Lucy, But where 's the great Alcides of 
the held, <3o 

Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Slirewsbuiy, 

Created, for his rai’o success in arms, 

Great Earl of Waslifbrd, Waterford, and 
Valence ; 

Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinhcld, 

Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdun of 
Alton, 

Lord Cromwell of AVinglicld, Lord Furnival 
of yiieliicld, 

The thrice victorious Lord of Falconbridge, 

Knight of the noble order of Saint George, 

Worthy Saint Michael, and the Golden 
Fleece, 
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Of all his wars within the realm of France ? 

Puc, Here is a silly stately style indeed ! 
The Turk, that two iind*lifty kingdoms hath, 
Writes not so tedious a style as this. — 

Him, that thou magnifiest with all these titles, 
Stinking, and fly-blown, lies here at our feet. 
Lucy, Is Talbot slain, the Frenchmen’s 
only scourge, 

Your kingdom’s terror and black Nemesis? 

O ! were mine eyeballs into bullets turn’d. 
That I in rage might shoot them at your 
faces ! , w 

O, that I could but call these dead to life ! 

It were enough to fright the realm of France. 
Were but his picture left among you here, 

It would ama;^ the proudest of you all. 

Give me their bodies, that I may bear them 
hence, 

And give them burial as beseems their woi'th. 
Puc, I think, this upstart is old Talbot’s 
ghost. 

He speaks with such a pioud-con’mianding 
spirit. 

For God’s sake, let him liave ’em ; to kec]) 
them here, 

They would but stink, and putrefy the air. m 
Char, Go, take their bodies hence. 

Lucy, 1 ’ll bear them hence : 

But from their ashes shall bt^ rear’d 
A pheenix that shall make all France afoard. 
Char, So we be rid of them, do with ’em 
what thou wilt. 

And now to Pai'is, in this coiKpioring vein : 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbot ’s slain. 

I [Exeu'nt, 


ACT.V. 


Scene I. — London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, mui Exeter. 

K, Hen, Have you perus’d the letters from 
the pope, 

The emperor, and the Earl of Armagnac ? 

Glo, I have, my lord ; and their intent is 
this : — 

They humbly sue unto your excellence, 

To have a godly peace concluded of 

Between the realms of England and of 
France. 

K, Hen, How doth your grace affect their 
motion ? 

Gh, Well, my good lord ; and as the only 
means 

To stop effusion of our Christian blooil. 

And ’stablish quietness on every side. 10 


K, Hen, Ay, many, uncle ; for I always 
thought, 

It was both impious and uniiatunil. 

That such iniinanity and bloody strife 
Should reign among professors of one faith. 

Glo, Beside, my lord, the sooner to effect, 
And surer bind, this knot of amity, 

The Earl of Anuagnac, near knit to Charles, 
A man of great authority in France, 

Proffers his only daughter to your grace 
In mariiage, with a large and sumptuous 
dowiy. t 30 

K, Hen, Marriage, uncle ! ala.s ! my years 
are* young, 

And fitter is my study and my books 
Than wanton dalliance with a paramour. 

Yet, call the ambassador; and, as you/ 
please, 
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So let them have their answers every one : 

I shall be well content with any choice 
Tends to God^s glory ami my country's weal. 

Enter a Legate and two ^imhassadorsy with 
Winchester in a cardinal^ s habit. 

Exe. What ! is my Lord of Winchester 
install’d, 

And call'd unto a cardinal’s degree ? 

Then, I perceive, tliat will be verified, so 
Henry the Fifth did sometime prophesy, — 

If once he come to be a cardinal. 

He ’ll make his cap co-equal with the 
crown.” 

K, Hen. My lords ambassadors, your 
several suits 

Have been consider’d and debated oil 
Your purpose is both good and reasonable ; 
And, therefore, are we cei*taiiily resolv’d 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace ; 
Which, by my Lord of Winchester, we 
mean 

Shall be transported presently to France. lo 

iilo. And f(n* the profier of my lord your 
master, 

I have inform’d his highness so at large. 

As — liking of the lady’s virtuous gifts. 

Her beauty, and th(^ value of her tlower — 

Ho doth intend she shall be England’s 
queen. 

K. Hen. In argument and proof of which 
contract. 

Bear her this jewel, pledge of my affection. — 
And so, my lord protector, see them 
guarded, 

And safely brought to Dover; where, in- 
shii^p’d, - 

Commit them to tlie fortune of the sea. 
[Eocexint King Henry and Train ; Gloster, 
Exeter, and Ambassadors. 

Win. Stay, my lord legate : you shall first 
receive 

The sum of money, which I promised 
Should be deliver’d to liis holiness 
For clothing mo in these grave ornaments. 

Leg.- I will attend upon your lordship’s 
leispre. 

Win. Now, Winchester will not submit, I 
trow, 

Or be inferior to the proudest peer. 

Humphrey of Gloster, thou shalt well 2)er- 
ceive, • . 

Tliat, neither in birth, or for ajuthority, 

The bisho2> ^ overborne by thee : 

I’ll either make thee stoop, and bend tby 
knee, 

Or sack this country with a mutiny. 

[Exeunt, 


Scene IT. — France. Plains in Anjou, 

I Enter Charles, Bitroundy, Alen^on, La 

^ PuoELLE, arul Eorcetij marchhig. 

Char. These news, my lords, may cheer 
our drooping s^nrits. 

’T is said, the stout Parisians do revolt, 

And turn again unto the wai like French. 

Alen. Then march to Paris, royal Charles 
of France, 

And keep not back your powers in dalliance. 

Piic. Peace be amongst them, if they turn 
to us ; 

Else, ruin combat witli their j)alaces ! 

Enter a Scout. 

Scont. Success unto our valiant general. 

And happiness to his accomplices ! 

Char. What tidings send our scouts? T 
2)r’ythce, speak. lo 

Scout. The English army, that divided was 

Into two i)arties, is now conjoin’d in one. 

And means to give you battle presently. 

Char. Somovdiat too sudden, sirs, tlie 
warning is ; 

But wc will presently provider for them. 

Bur. I tinist, the ghost of Talbot is not 
there : 

Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear. 

Fnc. Of all base passions fear is most ac- 
curs’d. — 

Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be 
thine ; 

Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. »» 

Char, Then on, my lords; and Franco be 
fortunate ! [Exexint. 


Scene HI. — ^Tlie Same. Before Angioi*s. 

Akirnms ; Excursions. Enter La Pucelle. 

Fnc. The regent conquers, and the French- 
men fly, — 

Now help, ye charming spells, and periapts ; 
And ye choice sjurits that admonish me, 

And give mo signs of future accidents : 

Yi'h}nider. 

You speedy helpers, that arc subs tit uti^s 
Under the lordly monarch ot the north, 
Apj)ear, and aid me in this enterprise ! 

Enter Fiends. 

This sj^eedy and* quick appearance argues 
proof 

Of your accustom’d diligence to me* 

Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull d 
Out of the powerful legions under earth, 
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Help me this once, that Franco may get the 
fiehl. walk, a)ul apejik not, 

0 ! hold mo not with silencer ovt‘r-loiig. 

Where T was wont to feed you with my 

blood, 

1 ’ll lop a member off, and give it you, 

In earnest of a further benefit, 

So you do condescend to help mo now. — 

[They Ik my their heads. 
No hope to have redress'? — My body shall 
Pay recomiKsnse, if you will grant niy suit. 

[They shake their heads. 
Cannot my body, nor blood-sacrifice, ‘A) 

Entreat you to your wonted furtherance ? 
Then take riiy soul ; my body, soul, and all. 
Before that England give the French the foil. 

[They depart. 

See ! they forsake me. Now the time is 
come. 

That Finance must vail her lofty-pluined crest, 
And let her head fall into England’s lap. 

My ancient incantations are too weak. 

And hell too strong for me to buckle with : 
Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust. 

[Exit. 

Alanam, Enter French and EmjUshfiyhtimj ; 
La Pucelle a7id York Jiyht hand to hand. 
La Pucelle is taken, l^he Fre^wh Jty, 

York, Damsel of France, I think, 1 have 
you fast : 

Unchain your spirits now with spelling 
charms, 

And try if they can gain your liberty. — 

A goodly prize, fit for the devils grace ! 

See, how the ugly witch doth bend her brows. 
As if, with Circe, she would change my 
sha2:>e. 

Puc, Chang’d to a woi'ser shape thou canst 
not be. 

Yo7*k. O ! Charles the Dauphin is a i)ro 2 ier 
man : 

No shape but his can please your dainty eye, 
Pac, A plaguing mischief light on Charles, 
and thee ! 

And may ye both be suddenly surpris’d 40 
By bloody liands, in sleeping on your beds ! 
York, Fell banning hag, enchantress, hold 
thy tongue ! 

Puc, I pr’ythee, give me leave to curse 
awhile. 

York, Curse, misci’eant, when thou coinest 
to the stake. , [Exetmt, 

Alarums, Enter Suffolk, leading in 
Ijady Margaret. 

Euf, Be what thou wilt, thou art my 
'prisoner. [Gazes on her. 


O, fairest beauty ! do not fear, nor fly, 

For I will touch thee but with I'everent hands. 
I kiss those fingei-s for eternal jieace, 

And lay them gently on thy tender side. 
Who ai*t thou ? say, that I may honour thee. 

Mar, Maigaret my name, and daughter to 
a king, 51 

The King of Naples, whosoe’er thou art. 

Suf, An earl I am, and Suffolk am I 
call’d. 

Be not offended, nature’s miracle, 

Thou art allotted to be ta’en by me : 

So doth the swan her downy cygnets save. 
Keeping them j)risoner underneath her wings. 
Yet, if this servile usage once offend, 

Go, and be free again, as Suffolk’s friend. 

f [She turns away cls yniny, 
O, stay ! — I have no power to let her j)ass ; «i 
My hand would free her, but my lieart says 
-no. 

As plays tlie sun upon the glassy streams, 
Twinkling another coiintei-feited beam. 

So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 
Fain would I woo her, yet 1 dare not sj^eak : 
1 ’ll call for 2 )en and ink, and write my 
mind. 

Fie, de la Poole ! disable not thyself ; 

Hast not a tongue ? is she not here thy 
))risoner ‘ 

Wilt thou be daunted at a woman’s sight ? 
Ay ; beauty’s princely majesty is such, 70 
Confounds the tongue, and makes f^he senses 
rough. 

Mar, Say, Earl of Suffolk, if thy name be 
so. 

What ransom must I ]3ay before* I i>ass 1 
For, I perceive, I am thy piisoner. 

Suf, [Aside.l^ How canst thou tell she will 
deny thy suit. 

Before thou make a trial of her love ? 

Mar. Why speak’st thou not ? what ransom 
must I pay ] 

Suf, [Aside,'] She 's beautiful, and therefore 
to be woo’d ; 

She is a woman, therefore to be won. 

Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransom, yea, or 
no ? w> 

Suf [Aside,] Fond man ! remember, that 
thou hast a wife ; 

Tlien, how can Margaret be thy paramour ? 

Mar, I were best to leave him, for he will 
not hear. < 

Stif [Asid^.] There all is marr’d ; there 
lies a cooling card. 

Mar, He talks at random ; sure, the man 
is mad. 

Suf, [Aside.] And yet a dispensation paay 
be had. 
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Mar, And yet I would that you would 
answer me. 

Suf. [Aside.'] 1 'll win this Lady Margaret. 
For whom ? 

Why, for my king : tush ! that 's a wooden 
thing. 

Mar. He talks of wood • it is some car- 
})enter. 

Stif. [Aside.] Yet so my fancy may be 
satisfied, 

And peace established between these realms. 


S'lif. Then call our captains, and our colours, 
forth ! 

And, madam, at your father's castle walls 
We 'll crave a parley, to confer with him. lao 
[Troops come forward 

A parley soiuided. Enter Reigxier, on the 
walls, 

Suf See, Reignier, see thy daughter pri- 
soner. 

Reiy. To whom ? 


But there remains a scruple in that too ; Suf. To me. 

For though her father be the King of Naples, ! Reiy. Suffolk, what remedy ? 

Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor, | I am a soldier, and unapt to weep, 

And our nobility will scorn the match. Or to exclaiin on fortune's fickleness. 

Mar. Hear ye, captain? Ave you not at Suf Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord : 

leisure ? l Consent, and for thy honour give consent, 

Suf, [Aside.] It shall be so, disdain they Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king ; 
ne'er so much : Whom I with pain have woo’d and woii 

Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. — thei-eto, 

Madam, I have a secret to reveal. iw And this her easy-held imprisonment 

J/ar. [Aside^ What though I be enthrall'd ? Hath gain’d thy daughter princely liberty. i4o 
he seems a knight, Reiy. Speaks Suffolk Jis he thinks ? 

And will not any way dishonour me. Suf. Fair Margaret knows, 

Suf. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say. That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feign. 
Mar. [Aside.] Perhaps, I shall bo I’escu’d | Uj)on thy princely warrant, I descend, 

by the French ; | To give thee answer of thy just demand. 

And then I need not crave his courtesy. ! [Exit from, the walls. 

Stef. Sweet madam, give me heanng in a i Suf And here I will expect thy coming. 


cause — 

Mar. [Aside.] Tush ! women liave been 
captivate ere now. 

Suf Lady, wherefoi’t talk you so ? 

Mar. I cry you mercy, 't is but quid for qao. 
Suf. Say, gentle princess, would you not 
suppose ' no 

Your bondage happy, to be made a queen? 
Mar. To be a (]ueen in bondage is more 
vile. 

Than is a slave in base servility ; ' 

For princes should be free. ! 

Suf. And so shall you, I 

If happy England's royal king be free. 

Ma^, Why, what concerns his freedom 
unto me ? 

Suf I 'll undertake to make thee Henry's 
queen. 

To put a golden sceptre in thy hand, 

And set a precious crown upon thy head, 

If thou wilt condescend to be my— 

What? ISO 

Stf His love. 

Ma/r , I am unworthy to be Henry's wife. 
Sttf No, gentle madam ; I unworthy am 
To woo so fair a dame to be his wife. 

And have no portion in the choice myself. 

How say you, madam, are you so content ? 
Mar. An if mv father please, I am content. 

A 


Trumpets sounded. Enter Reigniek below. 

Reig. Welcome, biuve earl, into our 
territories : 

Command in Anjou what your honour pleases. 

Suf. Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet 
a child, 

Fit to be made companion with a king. 

What answer makes your grace unto my suit T 

Reig. Since thou dost deign to woo her little 
worth, i.'ii 

To be the princely bride of such a lord, 

Upon condition I may quietly 
Enjoy mine own, the counties Maine and 
Anjou, 

Free fi’om oppression or the stroke of war, 

• My daughter shall be Henry’s, if ho please. 

Suf That is her ransom, I deliver her ; 
And those two counties, I will undertake. 
Your gi’ace shall well and ipiietly enjoy. 

Reig. And I again, in Henry’s royal name. 
As deputy unto that gnicious king, lei 

Give thee her liand, for sign of plighted 
faith. 

Suf Reignier of Fi-ance, I give thee 
kingly thanks, 

Because this is in traffic of a king : 

[Aside.] And yet, methinks, I could be well 
content 
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To be mine own attorney in tliis case. — 

1 1] over then to England witli this news, 
And make this marriage to be solemnis'd. 

So, farewell, Reignier. Set this diamond safe 
In golden palaces, as it becomes. 

Reig, I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Christian prince, King Henry, were he 
here. 

Mar, Farewell, my lord. Good wishes, 
praise, and prayers, 

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [Gomr/. 

Suf, Farewell, sweet madam I But hark 
you, M.'irgaret : 

No princely commendations to my king? 

Mar, Such commendations ;is become a 
maid, 

A virgin, and his servant, say to him. 

Suf, Words sweetly plac'd, and modestly 
directed. I 

But, madam, I must trouble you again, — 

No loving token to his majesty 1 

Mar, Yes, my good lord ; a pure unspotted 
heart. 

Never yet taint with love, 1 send the king. 

And this withal. [A7cs*.s*ei# her, | 

* Mar, That for thyself : 1 will not so pre- | 
sume. 

To send such peevish tokens to a king. 

[Eooinnt Reignier and Mak(;aret. 

Siif, O, wei-t thou for myself ! — But, 
Suffolk, stay ; 

Thou may’st not wander in that labyrinth : 
There Minotaurs, and ugly treasons, lurk. 
Solicit Henry wdth her wondrous praise : ph* 
Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount, 
And natural gi-aces that extinguish art ; 

Repeat their semblance often on the seas, 

That, when thou coni’st to kneel at Pleiiry’s 
feet, 

Thou may’st bereave him of his wits with 
wonder. 


Scene IV. — Camp of the Duke of York, in 
Anjou. 

'Enter York, Warwick, and others. 

York. Bring forth that sorceress, condemn’d 
to burn. 

Enter La Pucelle, guarded; and a 
Shepfnird. 

Shep. Ah, Joan ! this kills thy father's lieart 
outright. 

Have I sought every country far and near, 
And, now it is my chance to find thee out. 
Must I behold thy timeless cruel death ? 


All, Joan! sweet daughter Joan, I’ll d\p 
with thee, 

Puc. Decrepit miser ! base ignoble wretch ! 
I am descended of a gentler blood : 

Thou art no father, nor no friend, of mine. 
Ehep, Out, out ! — My lords, an please you, 
^t is not so ; lo 

I did beget her, all the parish knows : 

Iltu* mother liveth yet, can testify 
She was the first fruit of my bachelorship. 
liar. Graceless ! wilt thou deny thy 
2 >arentage ? 

York. This argues what her kind of life 
hath been : 

Wicked and vile; and so her death concludes, 
Mep. Fie,# Joan, that thou wilt be so 
obstacle ! 

God knows, thou ai’t a col lop of my flesh, 

And for thy sake have I shed many a tear : 
Deny me not, I pr’ythee, gentle Joan. 

Puc. Peasant, avaunt ! — you have suborn’d 
this man. 

Of ])ur 2 )Ose to obscure my noble birth. 

Ehep. ’T is true, I gave a noble to the 
priest, 

The morn that I was weddeil to her mother. — 
Kneel down, and take my blessing, good my 
gii-i.— 

Wilt thou not stoop? Now cursed be the 
time 

Of thy nativity ! I would, the milk^ 

Thy mother gave thee, wdien thou .suck^dst 
her breast, • 

Had been a little i*atsbane for thy Siike ! 

Or else, wlieii thou didst keep my lambs 
a-field, " ^ • »> 

I wish some ravenous wolf had eaten thee ! 
Dost thou deny thy hither, cursed drab ? 

0 ! biii-n her, burn her : hanging is too good. 

[Exit. 

York. Take her away ; for she hath lived 
too long, 

To fill the world with vicious qualities. 

Ptic. First, let me tell you whom you have 
condemn’d ; 

i Not me begotten of a shei^herd swain, 

I But issu’d from the progeny of kings ; 

' Vii-tiious, and holy; chosen from above, 

By insj)! ration of celestial grace, 

To work exceeding mimcles on earth. 

1 never had to do with wicked sjnrits : 

But you, — that are imlliited with your lusts. 
Stain’d with the guiltless blood of innocents, 
Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices, — 
Because you want the grace that others have, 
You judge it straight a thing impossible 
To compass wonders, but by help of devils. 

No, misconceived ! Joan of Arc hath been 
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A virgin from her tender infancy, r 

Chaste and immaculate in very thought ; 
Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously eitiisM, 
Will cry for v#ngeance at the gates of 
heaven. 

York, Ay, ay. — Away with lier to exe- 
cution ! 

War, And hark ye, sirs ; because she is a 
maid, 

8pai’c for no fagots, let there be enow : 

Place barrels of pitch n])on the fatal stake, 
That so her torture may be sliortened. 

Fac. Will nothing turn your um*elenting 
heai'ts 1 — 

Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity, »:<) 

That warraiiteth by law to be thy privilege.- • 

1 am with child, ye bloody homicides ; 

Murder not then the fruit within my womb, 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. 

Y6rk. Now, heaven forfend ! the holy maid 
with child 1 

War, The greatest miracle that e’er ye 
wrought ! 

Is all your strict precisoiiess come to this ? 

Y'ork, She and the Dauphin have been 
juggling : 

I did imagine what would be her refuge. 

W<it\ Well, go to : we will have no bastards 
live ; 

Especially, since Charles must father it. 

Fac,'Y<^\x are deceiv’d; my child is none 
of his : 

It was AleiK^on, that enjoy’d my love. 

Yiirk. Alen^on, that notorious Machiavel ! 

It dies, an if ic had a thousand lives. 

Puc, O ! gb^e me leave ; I have deluded 
you : 

’T was neither Charles, nor yet the duke I 
nam’d. 

But Reignier, King of Naples, that prevail’d. 

Wa?\ A niarned man : that *s most in- 
tolerable. 

York. Why, here ’s a girl ! I think, she 
knows not well, w 

There were so many, whom she may accuse. 

War, It ’s sign she hath been liberal and 
free. 

York. And yet, forsooth, she is a virgin 
pure. — 

Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat, and 
thee : 

Use no entreaty, for it is in vain. 

Fuc, Then lead me hence; — with whom I 
leave my curse. 

May never glorious sun reflex his beams 
Upon the coiintry where you make abode ; 

But darkness and the gloomy shade of death 
Environ you, till mischief, and despaii', 
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Drive yon to break your n^‘cks, or hang your* 
selves ! yuarthd, 

York. Break thou in pieces, and coiisiime 
to ashes, 

Thou foul accursed minister of lielJ ! 

I Enter Cardituil Beaufort, nth ndnd. 

Car, Lord regent, I do gieet y«>ur excel- 
lence 

Witli lettens of commission fi-om tlie king. 
For know, my lords, the states of Chiisteu- 
dom, 

Alov’d with remorse of these outragcious 
broils, 

Have earnestly implor’d a gen leral peace* 
f’etwixt our nation and the aspiring French ; 
AjuI here at hand the Dauphin, and his tiaiii, 
Approacheth to coiifer about some matter, mi 
Yirrk. Is all our travail turn’d to this 
eflbct 1 

After the slaughter of so many peers, 

So many captains, gentlemen, and soldiers. 
That in this quarrel have beeji ovci’thrown, 
And sold their bodies for tlieir country’s 
benefit, 

Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace ! 
Have we not lost most part of all the towns, 
By treason, falsehood, and by tr(;acliery, 

Our great ])rogenitors had coiiqiu red ( — ii(t 
O, Warwick, Warwick ! I foresiu* with grief 
The utter loss of all the realm of Fiunce. 

War, Be patient, York ! if v e coiielutle a 
peace, 

It shall be with such strict and severe 
covenants 

As little shall the Freiichmen gain thereby. 

Chakles, atte)ided ; ALE.\goN, Bastard, 
Reignier, and of/ao'a. 

^ Char, Since, lords of England, it is thus 
agreed, 

Tliat peaceful truce shall be proclaim’d in 
France, 

We come to btj informed by yourselves 
What the conditions of that league must be. 
York, Speak, Winchester ; for I )oi I iiig cla »ler 
chokes rM 

The hollow passage of my poison'd voice, 

By sight of these our baleful eiiomies. 

With, Charles, and the rest, it is enacted 
thus : — 

That, in regard King Henry gives consent, 

Of mere compassion .and of lenity. 

To ease your country of distressful war, 

And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace, 
You shall become true liegemen to his crown. 
And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear 
To i>ay him tribute, and submit thyself, i:<> 
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Thou slmlt bo placed as viceroy under him, 
And Htill enjoy thy regal dignity. 

Ahn, Must he be then as shadow of him- 
self 1 

Adorn his temples with a eoronet, 

And yet, in substance and authority, 

Retain but privilege of a pri^^ate man I 
This proffer is absurd and reasonless. 

CJuir, T is known already that I am pos- 
sess’d 

With more than half the Gallian territories, 
And therein reverenc’d for their lawful 
king : 

Shall T, for luci-e of the rest unvanquish’d, 
Deti'act so much from that j)rerogative, 

As to be call’d but viceroy of the whole ? 

No, lord ambassador ; I ’ll rather keep 
That which f have, than, coveting for more, 
Be cast from jKjssibility of all. 

York. 1 nsulting Charles ! hast thou by 
secret means 

IJs’d intercession to obtain a league. 

And, now the matter grows to compromise, 
StaiuVst thou aloof upon comparison] i5t» 
Either accept tlie title thou usurp’st, 

Of benefit proceeding from our king, 

Aiul not of any challenge of desert. 

Or we will plague thee with incessant wars. 
Beig. My lord, you do not well in ob- 
stinacy 

To cavil in the course of this contract : 

If once it be neglected, ten to one, 

We shall not find like oi>portunity. 

A leu. [Asid^ to Charles.] To say the truth, 
it is your jjoiicy 

To save your subjects from such massacre, m 
And ruthless slaughters, as are daily seen 
By our proceeding in hostility ; 

And therefoi’e take this compact of a truce. 
Although you break it when your pleasure 
serves. 

How say’st thou, Charles ? shall our 
condition stand ? 

CJtar. It shall ; 

Only reserv’d, you claim no interest 
In any of our towns of ganison. 

York. Then sw(‘ar allegiance to his majesty ; 
As thou aii; knight, never to disoljey, no 
Nor lye rebellious to the crown of England, 
Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of Eng- 
land. — [Charles, mul his Nobles, 

give tokens of fealty. 

8o ; now dismiss your army when ye 
j)lease : 

Hang up your ensigns, let your drums be 
still. 

For hei-e we enteii^ain a solemn peace. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene V. — London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry, in conference with Suf- 
folk ; Gloster and Exjter following. 

K. lien. Your wondrous rare description, 
noble earl. 

Of beauteous Margaret hath astonish’d me : 
Her virtues, graced with external gifts. 

Do breed love’s settled passions in my heart ; 
And like as rigour of tempestuous gusts 
Provokes the mightiest hulk against the tide, 
So am I driven, by breath of her reiiQwn, 
Either H;o suffer shij> wrack, or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. 

Euf 'I’ush ! my good lord, this superficial 
tale# 

Is but a preface of her worthy praise : 

The chief perfections of that lovely dame 
(Had I sufiicient skill to utter them) 

Would make a volume of enticing lines, * 

Able to i*avish any dull conceit. 

And, which is more, she is not so divine. 

So full replete with choice of all delights, 

But, with as humble lowliness of mind. 

She is content to be at your command ; 
Command, 1 mean, of virtuous chaste intents, 
To love and honour Henry as her lord. *i 
K. lien. And otherwise will Henry ne’er 
presume. 

Therefore, my lord pi’otector, give consent. 
That Margaret may be England’s royal queen. 

(rlo. So should I give consent toilatter sin. 
You know, my lord, your highness is be- 
troth’d 

Unto another lady of esteem ; • 

How shall we then dispense ,with that con- 
tract. 

And not deface your honour with reproach ? 

Enf As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ; 
Or one that, at a triumph having vow’d si 
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists 
By reason of his adveraary’s odds. 

A poor earl’s daughter is unequal odds. 

And therefore may be broke without offence. 
Glo. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more 
than that ? ^ 

Her father is no better than an earl. 

Although in glorious titles he excel. 

Enf Yes, my good lord, her father Ls a 
king, 

The King of Naples andiJerusalem ; sy 

And of such gi’eat authority in France, 

As his alliance will confirm our peace, 

And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance. 

Glo. And so the Earl of Armagnac may do, 
Because he is near kinsman unto Charles. 

Eone. Beside, his wealth doth warrant a 
liberal dower, 
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Where Reignier sooner will receive than give. 
Suf, A dower, my lords ! disgrace not so 
your king, 

That he should be so abject, base, and poor, 
To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love. 
Henry is able to enrich his queen, si 

And not to seek a queen to make him rich. 
So worthless peasants bargain f their wives. 
As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse. 
Marriage is a matter of more worth 
Than to be dealt in by attorneysliii) : 

Not whom we will, but wliom his grace 
jtffects. 

Must be companion of his nuptial bed ; 

And therefoi'e, lords, since ho affects hei* most, 
It most of all these reasons bindetli us, 

In our opinions she should be ])reierr’d. 

Foi; what is wedlock forced, but a hell, 

An age of discord and continual strife ? 
Whereas the contrary bringeth bliss, 

And is a pattern of celestial peace. 

Whom should we match with Henry, being a 
king, 

But Margaret, that is daughtei* to a king 1 
Her peerless feature, joined with her birth, 
Approves her lit for none but for a king : 
Her valiant courage, and undaunted spirit, 70 
(More than in women commonly is seen,) 
Will answer our hope in issue of a king ; 

For Henry, son unto a conqueror, 

Is likely to beget more conquerors, 

If with a lady of so high resolve. 

As is fair Margaret, ho be link’d in love. 
Then yield, iny lords and here conclude 
with me 

That Margaret shall be queen, and none but 
she. 


K, Hnii» Whether it be through force of 
your report, 

My noble Lord of Suffolk, ov for that ao 
My tender youth was never yet attaint 
With any passion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell ; but this I am assur'cl, 

I feel such sharp dissension in my breast^ 
Such fierce alarums both of lio])(‘ and fear. 

As I am sick With working of my thoughts. 
Take, therefore, shi])ping; post, my lord, to 
France ; 

Agree to any covenants, and procure* 

That Lady Margaret do voucLsaft* to come 
To cross the seas to England, and be 
crown’d w 

King Henry’s faithful and anointed (juoen. 
For your expenses and sufficient charge, 
Among the people gather up a tenth. 

Be gone, I say ; for till you do j*eturn, 

I rest pcrjdexed with a thousand cares. — 
And you, good uncle, banish all oH’ence : 

If you do censure me by what you were, 

Not what you are, I know it will excuse 
This sudden execution of my will. 

And so conduct me, wliere fi’om company hd 
I may revolve and ruminate my grief. [Uxit 
Ulo. Ay, giief, I fear me, both at first and 
last. [Exeunt Clostek nml Exeter. 
Svf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail’d ; and thus 
he goes, 

As did the youthful Paris once to Greece ; 
With hope to find the Kke event in love, 

But prosper better than tlie Trojau did. 
Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the 
king ;• 

But I will rule both lier, the king, and realm. 

[Exit. 
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Duke of Milan, Fathe^r to Silvia. 
Valentine, 

r» ' Hw I ivo (jenUeimn. 

Proteus, 

Antonio, Father to Profens. 

Tiiuuio, a foolish Rival to Vahntim. 
EgL'.jIOUR, Age at for Silvia ia her escape. 
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Julia, beloved of Proteus. 

Silvia, beloved of Valentine. 
Lucetta, Waiting-woman to Jnlia, 

Se rvants, Masicii nis. 


SC EXE — Sumetiin(‘s in Verona, sometimes in Milan, tiiicl on the frontiers of Mantua. 


Scene I. — An open Place in Verona. 
Enter VALENTINE and PhOTEUS. 

Vid. Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus : 
Honit'-keeping youth have ever homely wits. 
Wen* ’t not uiibction chains thy tender days 
To the sweet glances of thy honour’d love, 

I rather would entreat thy coni])any, 

To see tlie wonders of the world abroad, 
Than, living dully sluggardis’d at home, 

Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness. 
But siuc(‘ thou lov’st, love still, and thrive 
therein, 

E\'en as f would, when I to love liegin. m 
pro. Wilt thou 1)6 gone ? Sweet Valen- 
tine, adieu. 

Think on thy Proteus, when thou haply seest 
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel : 
Wish me ]»artaker in thy happiness, 

When thou dost meet good hap ; and in thy 
danger. 

If ever danger do tmviron thee, 

Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers, 
For I will be thy beadsman, Valentine. 

Val. And on a love-book pray for my 
success. 

Pro. Ui)on some book J love, I ’ll pray for 
thee. 21 ^ 

Val. That ’s on some shallow story of deep 
love, 

How young Leander cross’d the Hellespont. 

Pro. That ’s a deep story of a deeper love, 
For he was more than over shoes in love. 

Val. T is true ; for you are over boots in 
Io\'e, 


ACT I. 

And yet yon never swum the Hellespont. 

I P?'o. ( )ver the boots 'I nay, give me not 
’ the boots. 

Val, No, 1 will not, for it bools tliec not. 
Pro. Wlmt? 

Val. To be in love, where scorn is bought 
with groans ; 

Coy looks, with hejirt-sore sighs ; one fading 
moment’s mirth, •* 3u 

With twenty watchful, w(*aiy, tedious nights: 
If haply won, perlia])s, a. Iiapless gain ; 

If lost, why then a grievous labour won : 
However, but a folly bought witli wit, 

Or else a wit by folly vaiKpiish'ed’. 

Pro. 8o, by your circumstance you call me 
fool. 

Val. So, by yojr circumstance, I fear, 
yon ’ll prove. 

Pro. Tis love you cavil at: I am not 
Love. 

l^al. Love is your master, for he masti^rs 
you ; 

And he that is so yoked by a fool, 4o 

Metliinks, should not be chronicled for wise. 
Pro. Yet writers say, as in the sweetest 
bud 

Tlie eating canker dwells, so eating love • 
Inhabits in the finest wits of all. 

Fal. And writers say, as the most forward 
bud 

Is eaten by the canker ore it blow. 

Even so by love the young and tender wit ' 
Is turn’d to folly ; blasting in the bud, 

Losing his verdure even in the prime*, 

And all the fair effects of future hopes. « 



Act 1. 


THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA 


Scene L 


iiut wherefore waste I time to counsel tliee, 
*i'hat art a votary to fond desire ] 

Once more adieu. My fathei* at the road 
Expects iny coming, thei*e to mo shipp'd. 
7>o. And thither will 1 bring thee, Valen- 
tine. 

Fal, Sweet Proteus, no ; now let us take 
our leave. 

1\> jNlilan let me hear from thee by letters, 

Of thy success in love, and what news else 
Betideth here in absence of thy friend ; 

And t likewise will visit thee with mine. 
y^ro. All happiness bechance to thee in 
Milan ! 

Va^. As much to you at home ! and so, 
farewell. [Exit. 

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love : 
He i(‘aves his friends to dignify them more ; 

1 leave mysfilf, my friends, and all, for love. 
Thou, Julia, thou hast metainorphosM mo ; 
Made me. neglect my studies, lose my time, 
War with good counsel, set the worhl at 
nought, 

Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with 
thought. 

Enter Speed. 

Epf'.cd. Sir Pi’oteus, save you. Saw you 
my master % 

Pro. But now he parted hence to embark 
for Milan. 

yijteed. Twenty to one then, he is shippM 
already, 

And 1 have play\l the shcc^p in losing him. 

/Vo. Indeed, a shec]) dotli very often stray, 
An if the shepherd be awhile away. 

SpepcL You conclude, that my master is a 
shepherd then, and 1 a sheep 
yVo. 1 do. 

Spml. Why, then my horns are his hoi’iis, 
whether I wake or sleep. 

Pro. A silly answer, and fitting well a 
sheep. 

A^peed. This proves me still a sheep. 

Pro. True, and thy master a shepherd. 
Epeed, Nay, that I can deny by a circum- 
stance. 

Pro. It shall go hard, but I ^11 prove it by 
another. 

Speed. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and 
not the sheep the shepherd ; but I seek 
my master, ancf my master seeks not me : 
thei’efore, I am no sheep. 

Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shep- 
herd, the shepherd for food follows not the 
sheep ; thou for wages followest thy master, 
thy master for wages follows not thee : there- 
fore, thou art a sheep. m 
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Speed. Such another proof will make me 
cry “baa.” 

Pro. But dost thou hear ? gav’st thou my 
letter to Julia ? 

Speed. Ay, sir : I, a lost mutton, gave your 
letter to her, a laced mutton ; and she, a 
laced mutton, gave me, a lost mutton, nothing 
for my labour. 

yVo. Here^s too small a pasture for such 
store* of muttons. loo 

Speed. If the ground be overcharg’d you 
were best stick lier. 

I*ro. Nay, in that you are astray : ’t were 
best pound you. 

Sj>eed. Nay, sir, less than a pound shall 
serve me for carrying your letter. 

yVo. \’'ou mistake ; 1 mean the pound, — a 
pinfold. 

Speed. From a pound to a pin ? fold it over 
and over, 

’Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter 
to your lover. 

yVe. What said she ? [Speed ^tods.^ Did 
she nod '? 

Speed. I. 

yVe. Nod, 1 ? why, that ’s noddy. 

Speed. Y^ou mistook, sir ; I say she did 
nod ; and you ask me, if she did nod ; and I 
sa}', I. 

Pro. And that set together, is noddy. 

Speed. Now you have taken the pains to 
set it together, takA it for your pains. 

yVo. No, no ; you shall have it forbearing 
the letter. 

Speed, Well, I ^x^rcoive I must be fain to 
bear witli you. 

yVo. Why, sir, how do you bear with me ? 

Speed. JMarry, .sir, the lettei* very orderly \ 
having nothing ))iit the word noddy for my 
pains. 

yVo. Beshrew me, but you have a (]uick 
wit. 

SpmJ. And yet it cannot overtake your 
slow ]>urse. 

Pro. Come, come ; open the matter in 
brief : what said she ? 

Speed. Open your purse, that the money, 
and the matter, may be botli at once deliver’d. 

iVo. Well, sir, liere is for your pains. 
What said she ? 

Speed. Truly, sir, I think you’ll hardly 
win her. 

Pro. Why? Couldst thou perceive so 
much from her ? 

Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all 
from her; no, not so much as a ducat for 
delivering your letter. And being’ so hard 
to me that brought your mind, I fear she ’ll 
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prove as hard to y(5ii in telling your mind 
Give her no token but stones, for she *s ai 
hard as steel. 

Pro, What ! said she nothing 1 m 

Speed, No, not so much as — “ Take this foi 
thy j)ains.^^ To testify your bounty, I thank 
you, you have testerii’d me ; in I’eqiiita^ 
whereof, henceforth caiTy your letters yourself. 
And so, sir, I 41 commend you to my master. 
Pro, Go, go, be gone, to save your shi| 
from wrack. 

Which cannot perish, having thee aboard. 
Being destin’d to a drier death on shore. — 

I must go send some better messenger : 

I fear my Julia would not deign my lines, iw 
Receiving them from such a worth les.s post. 

[ Exeunt, 


Scene II. — ^The Same. Julia’s Garden. 

Elder Julia and Lucetta. 

Jid, But say, Lucetta, now we are alone, 

Wouldst thou tlien counsel me to fall in 
love? 

Iaic, Ay, madam ; so you stumble not un- 
heedfully. 

Jul, Of all the fair resort of gentlemen. 

That every day with parle encounter me. 

In thy opinion, which is worthiest love ? 

Lm, Please you, repeat their names, I’ll 
show my mind 

According to my shallow simj)le skill. 

Jvl, What think’st thou of the fair Sir 
Eglamour ? 

Luc, As of a knight well-spoken, neat and 
fine ; lo 

But, were I you, he never should be mine. 

Jul, What think’st thou of the lich Mer- 
catio ? 

Imc, Well of his wealth ; but of himself, 
so, so. 

Jvl, What think’st thou of the gentle 
Proteus ? 

Iaic, Lord, Lord ! to see what folly reigns 
in us ! 

Jul, How now ! what means this passion 
at his name ? 

LvjC, Pardon,, dear madam : ’t is a passing 
shame. 

That I, unworthy body as I am, 

Should censure thus on lovely gentlemen. 

Jul, Why not on Proteus, as of all the 
rest ? 20 

Imc, Then thus, — of many good I think 
him best. 

Jul, Your reason ? 


Luc, I have no other but a woman’s reason : 
I think him so, because I think him so. ’ 

Jul, And would’st thou have me cast my 
, love on him '] 

Luc, Ay, if you thought your love not 
cast away. 

Jul, Why, he of all the rest hath never 
mov’d mo. 

Ltu\ Vet he of all the rest, I think, beat 
loves ye. 

Jul, His little speaking shows his love but 
small. 

Liic, Fire that ’s closest kept burns moSt of 
all. iio 

Jul. They do not love that do not show 
their love. 

Iktc, O! they love least, that lot men know 
their love. 

Jul, I would I knew his mind. 

Lm‘„ Peruwse this paper, madam. 

Jul. To Julia.” Say, from whom? 
j Jyiu\ That the contents will show. 

Jul, Say, say, wlio gave it thee ? 

Luc, Sir Valentine’s page ; and sent, I 
think, from Proteus. 

He would hav<^ given it you, but I, being in 
the way. 

Did in your name receive it : pardon tin? 
fault, r pray. 

Jul, Now, by my modesty, a goodly 
broker ! 

Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines ? 
To whisper and conspire against my yotith ? 
Now, trust me, ’t is an ojBSco of great worth, 
And you an ofiicer fit for the place. 

There, take the paper : see it bo return’d ; 

Or else return no more into my siglit. 

Luc, To j)lead for love deserves more fee 
than hate. 

Jul, Will ye be gone ? 

Imc, That you may ruminate. \^Exit, 

Jul, And yet, I would I had o’erlook’d the 
letter. 

t were a shame to call her back again. 

And pray her to a fault for which I chid 
her. ao 

What fool is she, that knows I am a maid. 
And would not force the letter to my view ! 
^ince maids, in modesty, say No ” to that 
Which they would have the profferer con- 
strue, “ Ay.” 

Fie, fie ! how wayward is this foolish love. 
That, like a testy babe, will scratch the 
nurse, 

And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod. 

How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence. 

When willingly I would have had her here 
How angerly I taught my brow to frown, w 
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When inward joy enforcVl my lieart to smile. 
My penance is, to call Liicotto back, 

And ask remission for my folly past. — 

What ho ! Liicetta ! 

Re-enter Lucetta. 

Luc, What would your ladyship ? 

Jnl, Is it near dinner-time'^ 

Lxm, I would it were ; 

That you might kilJ your stomach on your 
meat, 

And not upon your maid. 

Jxd , . What is ’t that you took up so 
gingerly % 

Luc, Nothing. 

Jxd. Why didst thou stoop then 
Luc, To takfc a paper u|l 

That I let fall. 

Jul, And is that paper notliiiog % 7i 

ZiAc. Nothing concerning me. 

J\d, Then let it lie for those that it con- 
cerns. 

Lnc, Madam, it will not lie where it 
concerns, 

Unless it have a false interpreter. 

Jid, Some love of yours hath writ to you 
in rhyme. 

Luc, That I might sing it, madam, to a tune : 
Give me a. note : your ladyship can set. 

Jid, As little by such toys as may be 
possible : 

Best sing it to the tune of ‘‘ Light o’ love.” m) 
Iaic. It is too heavy for so light a tune. 

Jxd, Heavy? belike, it hath some burden 
then. 

Luc, Ay \ and melodious were it, would 
you sing it. 

Jul, And why not you ? 

Luc, I cannot reach so high. 

Jxd, Let^s see your song. — How now, 
minion ! 

Zuc. Keep tune there still, so you will 
sing it out : 

And yet, methinks, I do not like this tune. 
Jid, You do not ? 

Luxi. No, madam ; it is too sharp. 

Jul, You, minion, are too saucy. 

Zt4c. Nay, now you are too flat, 

And mar the concord with too harah a 
descant : «o 

There wanteth but 'a mean to till your song. 
Jul, The mean is drown'd with your un- 
ruly base. 

Luc, Indeed, I bid the base for Proteus. 

Jul, This babble shall not henceforth 
trouble me. 

Here is a coil with protestation ! — 

[Tecvrs the letter. 
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gone, and let tho papei'S lie : 

You would be fingering tlu'iii to anger me. 
Luc. She makes it strange, but she would 
be best pleas’d 

To be so anger’d with anothiM' letter. [Eodt, 
Jul. Nay, would I wara so anger’d with 
the same ! jou 

0 hateful hands ! to tear such loving wor<ls : 
Injurious wasps, to feed on such swtict honey, 
And kill the bees that yield it with your 

stings ! 

1 ’ll kiss each several paper for amends. 

Look, here is writ — “ kind Julia.” — Unkind 

Julia I 

As in revenge of thy ingratitude, 

T throw thy name against tho bruising stones. 
Trampling (‘ontemptuously on thy disdain. 
And here is wi it — “ love- wounded Proteus.” — 
Poor wounded name ! my bosom, as a bed, no 
Shall lodge time, till thy wound be througlily 
heal’d ; 

And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss. 
But twice, or thiice, was Proteus written 
lown 

Be calm, good wind, blow not a word away, 
Till I have found each letter in the letter, 
Except mine own name; that some whirl 
wind bear 

Unto a ragged, fearful-hanging rock. 

And throw it thence into the mging sea ! 

Lo ! hero in one line is his name twice 
writ, — 

Poor forlorn Proteus ; passionate Proteus 
To the sweet Julia : ” — that T ’ll tear away ; 
And yet 1 will not, sith so prettily 
He couples it to his complaining names. 

Thus will T fold them one upon another : 

Now kivss, embrace, contend, do what you« 
will. 

Re-enter Lucetta. 

Lie. Madam, 

Dinner is ready, and your father stays. 

Jul, Well, let us go. 

Z?fcc. What ! shall these pa])ers lie like 
tell-tales here ? 

Jul. If you respect them, best to take 
them up. J30 

Lv/i, Nay, I was taken uj) for laying them 
down \ 

Yet here they shall not lie, for catching cold. 

Jxd, I see, you have a month’s mind to 
them. 

Lm, Ay, madam, you may sity what sights 
you see ; 

I see things too, although you judge I wink. 

Jul, Come, come ; will ’t please you go ? 

\Exmi7ix. 
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Scene HI. — Tlie Same. A Room in 
Antonio's House. 

Fnff^.r Antonio (md rANniixo. 

A}}t. Tell me, Pantljino, wJiat sad talk was 
that, • 

Wherewith my brother lield you in the 
cloister i 

Pant. 'T was of his nepliew Proteus, your 
son. 

Ant, Why, what of him? 

Pant. PIo wonder’d, that youi* lordshi] 
Would suffer him to spend Jiis youth at 
home, 

While other men, of slender reputation. 

Put forth their sons to seek ])referm(‘ut out 
Some, to the wars, to try their fortune there ; 
Some, to discover islands far away ; 

Some, to the studious unh'crsities. lo 

For any, or for all these exercises. 

He .said that Proteus, your son, was meet, 

And did re(piest me to impoiluiK* you 
To let him s})end his time no more at home, 
Which would be great impeachment to his 

In having knowni no travel in his youth. 

Ant, Nor need'st thou much im|)ortune me 
to that 

Whereon this mouth I have been hammering. 

1 have consider’d well his loss of tiim^, 

And how he cannot be a })eilect man, 

Not being tried and tutor’d in th<^ world : 
Experience is by industry achiev’d, 

And perfected by the swift course of time. 
Then, tell me, whither were I )»est to send 
him ? 

Pant. I think, your lord.shii) is not igno- 
I'ant, 

^low his companion, youthful Valentine, 
Attends the emperor in his royal court. 

Ant. I know it well. 

Pant. ’T w^ore good, I think, your lordsJiip 
sent him thither. 

There shall he practise tilts and tournaments. 
Hear sweet discoui-se, converse with noble- 
men, 31 

And be in eye of every exercise. 

Worthy his youth, and nobleness of birth. 

Ant. I like thy counsel : well hast thou 
advis’d ; 

And, that thou may’st perceive how well I 
like it, 

The execution of it ^hall make known. 

Even witli the speediest expedition 
I will di8])atch him to the emperor’s court. 
Pant. To-moiTOW, may it please you, Don 
Alphonso, 

With other gentlemen of good esteem, 4o j 
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Are journeying to salute the emperor, 

And to coimmuid their service to his will.* 

A?it. Good company ; with them shall 
Proteus go : 

And, in good time. — Now will we break witii 
him. 

Fnter Proteus. 

Pro. Sweet lo^^e ! sweet lines ! sweet life ! 
Here is her hand, the agent of her heart ; 
Hoi-e is her bath for love, her honour’s 
]mwn. 

() ! that our fathers would applaud our 
loves, 

To .seal our happiness with their consents ! 

0 heavenly Julia ! 

♦ A?it. Ho\V now ! what letter are you 
I’eadiiig tliere ? 

Pm JNIay ’t jdease your lordship, ’tis a 
wor<l or two 

Of comiiKuidations sent from Valentine, 
Deliver’ll by a friend that came from him. 

Ant. Lend me the letter: let me sec what 
news. 

Pro. Thei’e is no news, my lord, but that 
he writes 

How ha])pily he lives, how well belov’d, 

And daily graced by the cmpci’or ; 

Wishing me with him, partner of his 
fortune. 

A7it. And how stand you affected to his 
wish ? e 00 

Pro. As one relying on your * lordship’s 
will, 

And not depending on his friendly wish. 

A /it. My will is something sorted with his 
wish. • • 

^luse not that I thus suddenly proceed, 

For wJiat f will, 1 will, and there an end. 

1 am resolv’d, that thou shalt spend some 

time 

With Valentinus in the emperor’s court : 
What inainteiianco ho from his friends 
receives. 

Like exhibition thou shalt have from me. 
ro-moiTovv be in readiness to go : to 

Excuse it not ; for I am peremptory. 

Pro. My lord, I cannot be so soon pro- 
vided : 

Please you, deliberate a day or two. 

Ant. Look, what thou ' waiiA’st shall Ido 
sent after thee : » 

No more of stay ; to-morrow thou must go. — 
jJonie on, Panthino ; you shall be employ’d 
To hasten on liis expedition. 

[Fj[!^?c7it Antonio n7id Panthino. 

Pro. Thus have I shunn’d the fire for fear 
of burning, 
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And drencliM ino in tlie sea, where 1 
IrownM. 

I fearM to sliow uiy father J ulia’s letter, « 
Lest he sliould take exeeptious to my love ; 
And, with the vantage of mine own excuse, 
Hath he excepted most against my love. 

O ! how this spring of love rcsemhleth 
The niiccrtain glory of an A jail day, 

Which now shows all the heaiity of the sun, 


Aiwl by-and-by a cloud takes all away. 
Re-enter Panthino. 

Pant. Sir Proteus, your father calls for you : 
He is in liaste : therefore, 1 pray you, go. 
Pro. Why, this it is : my heai't accords 
thereto, m 

And yet a thousand times it answers, No. 

[P:t‘e?t}U, 


ACT IT. 


Scene 1. — Milan. A Room in the Duke's 

Palace. 

p}t.fer Valentine Speed. » 

Speed. Sir, your glovf'. 

Val. Not mine ; my gloves are on. 

Speed. Why, then this may be your.s, for 
this is but «m('. 

Val. Ha ! let me S(‘f> : ay, giv<" it me, it's 
mine. — 

Sweet ornament, that decks a thing divine ! 
Ah Silvia ! Silvia ! 

Speed. Madam Silvia ! Madam Silvia ! 

Val. How now, sirrah ? 

Speed. She is not within hearing, sir. 

Val. Why, sir, vvlio bade you call lier “? 

Speed, Your worship, sir ; or <d.se 1 mis- 
took. 10 

Val, Well, you'll still be too forward. 

Speed. And yet 1 was last chidden for 
being too slow. 

Val. Co to, sir. Tell me, do you know 
Madam Silviti '! 

Speed. Siie that your worship loves ? 

Val. Why, how know you that I am in 
love I 

Si^eed. Marry, by these special marks. 
First, you have learn 'd, like Sir Proteus, to 
wreath your ai’ins, like a malcontent ; to 
relish a love-song, like a I’obin-redbrejist ; to 
walk alone, like one tliat had the jxjstilence ; 
to sigh, like a school-boy that had lost his 
ABC; to weep, like a young wench that 
had buried Iier grandam ; to fast, like one 
that takes diet ; to watch, like one that feai>t 
robbing ; to speak puling, like a beggar at 
Hallowmas. You were wont, when you 
laugh'd, to croiw like a cock ; when you 
walk'd, to walk like one of the lions ; when 
you fasted, it was presently after dinner; 
when you look'd sadly, it was for want of 
money ; and now you are metamorphosed 
with a mistress, that, when I look on you, I 
can hardly think you my master. » 

Val. Are all these things perceived in me 1 


Speed. They are all perceived without ye. 

Val. Without me ? they cannot. 

Speed. Without you? nay, that’s certain; 
for, without you were so simple, none else 
would : but you are so without these follies, 
that these follies are within you, and shine 
through you like the water in an urinal, that 
not an eye that sees you, but is a physician 
to comment on your malady. 

Val. But, tell me, dost tliou knov/ my lady 
Silvia ? Hi 

Sjxe.d, She, that you gaz(.‘ on so, as she 
sits at sn]>pei‘ ? 

Val. llast thou ol>scr\'ed tJiat ? even she I 
mean. 

Speed. Why. sir, 1 know her not. 

Val. Dost thou know her by my gazing on 
her, and yc^t know'st her not? 

Speed. Is slie not luinl -favour'd, sir ! 

Val. Not so fair, l)oy, as wedl-hivour’d. 

Sjteed. Sir, 1 know that w'ell enough. 

Val. What dost thou know t ao 

Sjieed. Tliat she is not so fair, as (of you) 
well -favour'd. 

Val. I mean, that lier beauty is excjuisite, 
but her favour intinite. 

Speed. Tliat 's becausi^ the one is pa,iutod, 
and the other out of all count. 

Val. How painted ? and how out of count ? 

Speed. Marry, sir, so pai^ited to make her 
fair, that no man counts of her'l^eauty. ei 

Val. How esteem 'st thou me ? 1 account 
of her beauty. 

Speed, You never saw her since she was 
defonn'd. 

Val. How long hath she been deformed ? 

Speed. Ever since you loved her. 

Val. I have loved her ever since I saw her, 
and still I see her beautiful. 

Speed. If you love her, you cannot see her. 
Val. Why? 

Speed. Because Love is blind. O ! that 
you had mine eyes ; or your own eyes had 
the lights they wei’e wont to have, when you 
chid at Sii* Proteus for going ungaiiiered ! n 
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VaJ, Wliat should 1 see then 1 > 

Speed, Your own present folly, and he 
passing deformity; for he, being in love, 
could not see to garter his hose; juid you 
being in love, cannot see to put on your hose. 

Val, Belike, boy, then you are iti love ; for 
last morning you could not see to wipe my 
shoes. 

Speed, True, sir; I was in love with my 
bed. I thank you, you swinged me for my 
love, which makes me the bolder to chide you 
for yours. 

Ved* Li conclusion, T stand affected to her. 
Speed, I would you w’cre set, so your 
affection would cease. 

Val, Last night she enjoined me to write 
some lines to one she loves. 

Speed, And have you ? 

Val, I have. 

Speed, Are they not lamely writ ? 

Val, No, boy, but as well as I can do them. 
— Peace ! liere she comes. 

Speed, O excellent motion ! O exceeding 
puppet ! Now will he interpret to her. 

Enter Silvia. I 

Val, Madam and mistress, a thousand 
good-morrows. 

Speed, O ! ’give ye good even : here ’s a 
million of mamiers. 

Sil, Sir Valentine and servant, to you two 
thousand. loo 

Speed, He should give her interest, and she 
gives it him. 

Val, As you enjoin’d me, T have writ your 
letter 

Unto the seci’et nameless friend of yours ; 
Which I was much unwilling to proceed in, 
But for my duty to your ladyship. 

, SU. I thank you, gentle seiwant. ’T is 
very clerkly done. 

Val, Now trust me, madam, it came hardly 
off; 

For, being ignor’ant to whom it goes, 

I writ at random, very doubtfully. 

Sil, Perchance you think too much of so 
much pains ? 

Val, No, madam ; so it stead you, I will 
write, 

Please you command, a thousand times as 
much. 

And yet, — 

Sil, A pretty period. Well, I guess tlie 
sequel ; 

And yet I will not name it ; — and yet I care 
not ; — 

And yet take this again ; — and yet I thank 
you, 


Meaning henceforth to trouble you no moi*e. 
Speed, And yet you will ; and yet auothe/ 
yet. lai 

Val, What means your ladyship ; do you 
not like it ? 

Sil, Yes, yes ; the lines are very quaintly 
writ, 

But since unwillingly, take them again. 

Nay, take them. 

Vid, Madam, t^ey are for you. 

Sil, Ay, ay ; you writ them, sir, at my 
request, 

But I will none of them ; they are for ydii. 

I would have had them writ more movingly. 
Val. Please you, i ’ll write your ladyship 
another. 

Sil, And wlfen it ’s writ, for my sake read 
it over : 

And, if it please you, so ; if not, why, so. 

Val, If it please me, madam ; what then ? 
Sil, Why, if it please you, take it for your 
labour : 

And so good morrow, servant. ^Exit, 

Speed. O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible, 
As a nose on a man’s face, or a weathercock 
on a steeple ! 

My master sues to her, and she hath taught 
her suitor, 

He being her pupil, to become her tutor. i4o 
O excellent device ! was there ever heard a 
better, 

That my master, being scribe, to himself 
should write the letter 1 
V'al. How now, sir I what, are you reason- 
ing with yourself ? 151 

Speed, Nay, I was rhyming : *t is you that 
have the reason. 

Val, To do what ? 

Speed, To be a spokesman from Madam 
Silvia. 

Val, To whom ? 

Sjmd, To yourself. Why, she wooes, you 
by a figure. i5i 

Val, What figure 1 
Speed, By a letter, I should say. 

Val, Why, she hath not writ to me ? 

Speed, What need she, when she hath 
made you wiite to younself ? Why, do you 
not perceive the jest ? 

Val, No, believe me. 

Speed, No believing you, indeed, sir ; but 
did you perceive her earnest i w 

Val, She gavefme none, except an angry 
word. 

Speed, Why, she hath given you a letter. 
Val, That ’s the letter I writ to her friend. 
Speed, And that letter hath she delivei^^ 
and there an end. 
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VaL I would it were no worse 1 

Speed, I 'll warrant you, 't is as well : 

For often have you writ to her, and she, iii 
modesty, 

Or else for want of idle time, could not again 
reply ; 

Or feai'ing else some messenger, that might 
her mind discover, 

Hei’self hath taught her lo^ e himself to write 
unto her lover. 

All this I speak in print, for in print I found it. 
— ^Why muse you, sir ] 't is dinner-time. 

VaL I have dined. 

Speed, Ay, but hearken, sir : though the 
chameleon Love can feed on the air, T am one 
that am nourish'd by my victijals, and would 
fain have meat. O ! be not like your mis- 
tress : be moved, be moved. [^E-mant. 


Scene JI. — Verona. A Room in Julia’s 
House. 

Enter Puoteus and Julia. 

Pro, Have patience, gentle Julia. 

Jul, I must, where is no remedy. 

Pro, When jx^ssibly I can, 1 will return. 
Jul, If you turn not, you will return the 
sooner. 

Keep this remembrance for thy J ulia’s sake. 

[Giviruf a ring. 
Pro, Why, then we ’ll make exchange : 
hei*o, take you this. 

Jul, Ai>d seal the bargain with a holy 
kiss. 

Pro. Here is my hand for my true con- 
stancy ; 

And when that hour o’erslips me in the 
day. 

Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake, i<> 
The next ensuing hour some foul mischance 
Torment me for my love’s forgetfulness. 

My father stays my coming ; answer not. 

The tide is now : nay, not thy tide of tears ; 
That tide will stay me longer than I should. 

' [^E:icit J ULIA. 

Julia, fai'ewell. — What! gone without a 
word*! 

Ay, so true love should do : it cannot speak ; 
For truth hath^ better deeds than words to 
grace it. 

Enter Panthino. 

Pant, Sir Proteus, you ai^e stay’d for. 

Pro. Go ; I come, I come. — 

Alas 1 this parting strikes poor lovers dumb. 

[Exeu'iU, 


Scene III. — The Same. A Street. 

Enter Launce, hading a dog, 

Launce, Nay, ’twill be this hour ere I have 
done weeping ; all the kind of the Launces 
have this very fault. I have received my 
proportion, like the prodigious sou, and am 
going with Sir Proteus to tlie imperial’s court. 
I think Crab, my dog, be the sourost-uatured 
dog that lives : my mother weeping, my 
father wailing, my sister crying, our maid 
howling, our cat wringing her hands, and all 
our house in a gioat perplexity, yet did iiot 
this cruel-heai’ted cur shed one tear. He is 
stone, a very pebble stone, and has no moi*e 
pity in him than a dog ; a Jew would have 
wept to have seen our paHiiig : why, my 
grandam, having no eyes, look you, wept 
hei'self blind at my parting. Nay, I ’ll show 
you the manner of it. This shoe is my fatlier : 
— no, this left shoe is my father ; — no, no, tins 
left shoe is my mother; — nay, that cannot be 
so, neither : — yes, it is so, it is so ; it liath 
the worser sole. This shoe, with the hole in 
it, is my mother, and this my father. A 
vengeance on ’t ! there ’t is : now, sir, this 
staff is my sister ; for, look you, she is as 
wliite as a lily, and as small as a wand : this 
hat is Nan, our maid ; I am the dog ; — no, 
the dog is himself, and I am the dog, — O 1 the 
dog is me, and I am myself : ay, so, so. Now 
come I to my father; “ Father, your blessing : ” 
now should not the shoe speak a word for 
weeping : now should I kiss my father ; well, 
ho weej)S on. Now come I to my motlier ; 
— 0, that she could speak now, like a wood 
woman ! — well, I kiss her ; why, there ’t is, 
here ’s my mother’s breath up and down. Now 
come I to my sister ; mark the moan she 
makes : now, the dog all this while sheds not 
a tear, nor speaks a word ; but see how I lay 
the dust with my tears. w 

I Enter Panthino. 

Pant. Launce, away, away, aboard : thy 
master is shipped, and thou art to post after 
with oars. What ’s the matter ? wliy weep’st 
thou, man ? Away, ass ; you ’ll Jose the tide, 
if you tany any longer. 

Lamice. It is no matter if the tied were 
lost; for it is the luikindost tied tliat ever 
any man tied. 

Pant, What ’s the unkindest tide '1 ^ 

Jjaunce, Why, he that ’s tied here. Crab, my 
dog. 

Pant, Tut, man, I mean thoU ’It lose the 
flood ; and, in losing the flood, lose thy 
voyage ; and, in losing thy voyage, lose thy 
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master ; and, in losing thy master, lose thy 
service ; and, in losing thy service, — Why 
dost thou stop my mouth ) 

Launce, For fear thou shouldst lose thy 
tongue. 

Where should I lose my tongue ? 

Limnce, In thy tale. 

Pant In thy tail 1 oo 

Laimce, Lose the tide, and the voyage, and 
the master, and the service, and the tied. 
Why, man, if the river were dry, I am able 
to fill it with my tears ; if the wind were 
down, I could drive the boat with my 
sighs. 

Pant Come, come, away, man : 1 was sent 
to call thee. 

Laanca, Sir, call me what thou dar’st. 

Pant, Wilt thou go ? 

Lainuie. Well, I will go. 

\^Exeunt. 


Scene TV. — Milan. A Room in the Duke^s 
P alace. 

Kiitar Valentine, Silvia, Thurio, mid 
Speed. 

aW. Servant. 

VaL Mistress ? 

Speed. Master, Sir Thurio frowns on you. 
VaL Ay, boy, it ^s for love. 

Speed. Not of you. 

VaL Of my mistress then. 

Speed. ^T were good you knockM him. 

Sil. Servant, you are sad. 

Val. Indeed, madam, 1 seem so. 

TJai. Seem you that you are not ? lo 

Val. Hai)ly, I do. 

TliU, So do counterfeits. 

Val. So do you. 

Tliu, What seem 1 that I am not % 

Val Wise. 

Thu, What instance of the contrary? 

Val. Your folly. 

Thu. And how quote you my folly ? 

Val. I quote it in your jerkin. 

Thu, My jerkin is a doublet. »» 

Val. Well, then, I 'll double your folly. 

Thu. How? 

Sil What, angry. Sir Thurio! do you 
change colour ? 

Val. Give him leave, madam : he is a kiml 
of chameleon. 

Thu. That liath more mind to feed on your 
blood, than live in your air. 

Val You have said, sir. 

lliu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time. 
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Val. I know it well, sir : you always end 
ere you begin. w 

Sil A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and 
quickly shot oft*. 

Val *Tis indeed, madam, we thank the 
giver. 

Sil Who is til at, servant ? 

Val Yourself, sweet lady ; for you gave 
the fire. Sir Thurio borrows his wit from 
your ladyship’s looks, and spends what he 
boiTOws kindly in your company. 

Thu. Sir, if you spend word for word with 
me, I shall make your wit bankrupt. 4c 

Val. I know it well, sir : you have an 
exchetpier of words, and, 1 think, no other 
treasure to givp your followers ; for it appears 
by their bare liveries, tliat they live by your 
bare words. 

Sil No more, gentlemen, no more. Here 
comes my fatliei'. 

Euter the Duke. 

Duke. Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard 
beset. 

Sir Valentin(% your fatlier ’s in good health : 
What say you to a letter from your friends 
Of much good news ? 

* Val ]My lord, I will be thankful so 

To any ha])py messenger Iroiii thence. 

Duke. Know you Don Antonio, your 
countiyman ? 

Val. Ay, my good lord ; I know the*tgentle“ 
man 

To be of worth, and worthy estimation, 

And not without dasert so wx*ll reputed. 

Duke. Hath he not a son ? r . 

Val. Ay, my good lord ; a son, that well 
deserves 

The honour and regard of such a father. 

Duke, You know him well ? 

Val, I know him tis myself ; for from our 
infancy eo 

We have convers’d, and s[)ent our hours 
together : 

And though myself have been an idle truant. 
Omitting the sweet })enefit of time 
To clotlie mine age with angel-like perfection, 
Yet hath Sir Proteus, for that ’s his name, 
Made use and fair advantage of his days : 

His years but young, but bis experience old : 
His head unmollow’d, hut hi^^ judgment ripe : 
And, in a word (for far behind his worth 
(.!ome all the praises that I now bestow), 7o 
He is complete in feature, and in mind. 

With fill good grace to grace a gentleman. 
Duke. Befehrew me, sir, but, if he make 
this good. 

He is as worthy for an empress’ love, 
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Asvjneet to be an emperor’s counsellor. 

Well, sir, this gentleman is come to me 

With commendation from great potentates : 

And here he means to spend his time awhile. 

I think, ’t is no unwelcome news to you. 

Val. vShould I have wish'd a thing, it had 
been he. 

Dtde. Welcome him tlien according to his 
wortli. ‘ 

Silvia, I speak to you ; and you, Sir 
Thurio : — 

For Valentine, 1 need not cite him to it. 

I *11 send him hither to you ]>reseiitly. [A.rv‘/. 

ral. This is the gentleman, I told your 
ladyshi]), 

Had come along with me, bi^t that his 
mistress 

Did hold his eyes lock’d in her crystal looks. 

jSiL Belike, that now she hath enfrancljis’d 
them, 

Upon some other pawn for fealty. 

Val, Nay, sure, I think, she holds them 
prisoners still. so 

Sil, Nay, then he should be blind ; and, 
being blind, 

How could lie sec his way to seek out you ( 

Val, Why, lady, Love hath twenty j)air of 
eyes. 

Tha, They say, that Love hath not an eye 
at all. 

Val, To see such lovers, Thurio, as your- 
self : 

Upon a homely object Love can wink. 

Elder Proteus. 

Sil, Have done, have done. Here conies 
the gentleman. 

Val, Welcome, dear Proteus ! — Mistress, I 
beseech you, 

Confirm his welcome with some sjiecial favour. 

Sil, His worth is warrant for his welcome 
hither, 

If this bo he you oft have wish’d to hear from. 

Val, Mistress, it is. Sweet lady, entei’tain 
him 

To be my fellow-servant to your ladyship. 

Sil. Too low a mistress for so high a j 
servant. i 

Fro, Not so, sweet lady ; but too mean a | 
servant 

To have a look of |^\ich a worthy mi.stress. 

Val, Leave off discourse of disability.- 

Sweet lady, entertain ^lim for your sei-vant. 

Pro, My duty will I boast of, nothing else. 

Sil, And duty never yet did want liis 
meed. no 

Servant, you arc welcome to a woHlih^ss 
mistress. 


/Vo. I ’ll die on him that says so, but your- 
self. 

Sil. That you are welcome ? 

Ff'a. That you are worthless. 

Enter a Servant, 

Sera, Madam, my lord, your hither, would 
speak with you. 

Sil, J wait upon his pleasure. [^Exit Serv, 
Come, 8ir Thurio, 

(Jo with me. — Once more, new servant, wel- 
come ; 

I *11 leave you to confer of home-atlairs ; 

Wlien you liave done, we look to hear from 
you. 

Fro. We ’ll both attend upon your hidy- 
slii]). 

[Exeunt Silvia, Thurio, and Speed. 

Val. Now, t63ll me, how do all fi-om whence 
you came m 

J*ro. Youi* friends are well, and have them 
mucli conmiended. 

Val. And how do yours ] 

Pro. 1 left them all in health. 

V(d. How tloes your lady, and how thrives 
your love '? 

Pro, My tales of love were wont to weary 
you : 

I know, you joy not in a love-discourse. 

Vaf. Ay, Proteus, but that life is alter'd 
now : 

I have done pcaianco for contemning Love ; 

Whose high imperious thoughts have [mnisli’d 
me 

With bitter fasts, with ix*nitential gi’oans, 

With nightly teai*s, and daily heart-sore 
sighs ; iX) 

For, in revenge of my contempt of Lovx, 

Love hath chas’d sleep from my enthralled 
eyes, 

And made them watchers of mine own heart’s 

SOITOW. 

O gentle Proteus ! Love ’s a mighty lord. 

And hath so humbled me, as, 1 confess, 

There is no woe to his correction, 

Nor to his service no such joy on earth ! 

Now, no discourse, except it be of lovr ; 

Now can I break my fast, dim*, su]), and 
sleep, 

Upon the very naked name of leve. 

Pro. Enough ; I read your fortune in your 
eye. ^ 

Was this the idol that you worship so 1 

Val. Even she \ and is she not a heavenly 
saint { 

Pro. No, l>ut slie is an earthly paragon. 

Val. Call her divine. 

Pro, I >vill not flatter her. 
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Vat O ! flatter xiie, for love delights in 
pmises. 

Pm When I was sick you gave me bitter 
pills, 

And I must minister the like to you. 

Vat Then speak the truth by her : if not 
divine, 

Yet let her be a principality, 

Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth. 
Pro. Except my mistress. 

Vat Sweet, except not any, 

Except thou wilt except against my love. 

Pro. Have 1 not reason to prefer mine 
own 1 

V((l, And I will help thee to prefer her too : 
She shall be dignified with this high honour, — 
To beai* my lady’s train, lest the base earth 
Should from her vesture chance to steal a 
kiss, 

And, of so great a favour gi’owing proud. 
Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower, lao 
And make rough winter everlastingly. 

Pro. Why, Valentine, what braggardism 
is this I 

Vat Pardon me, Proteus : all I can, Ls 
nothing 

To her, whose worth makes other worthies 
nothing. 

She is alone. 

Pro. Tlien let her alone. 

Vat Not for the world. Why, nmn, she 
is mine own, 

And I as rich in having such a jewel 
As twenty seiis^ if all their sand were pearl. 
The water necto, and the rocks pure gold. 
Forgive me, that I do not dream on thee, no 
Because thou seest me dote upon my love. 

My foolish rival, that her father likes, 

Only for his jKJssessions are so huge, 

Is gone with her along, and I must after. 

For love, thou know’st, is full of jealousy. 

Pro. But she loves you ? 

Vat Ay, and we are betroth’d ; nay, more, 
our marriage-hoim, 

With all the cunning manner of our flight. 
Determin’d of : how 1 must climb her win- 
dow, 

The ladder made of cords, and all the meansiso, 
Plotted, and ’greed on, for my hapinness. 

Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber. 

In these affairs to aid me with thy counsel. 

Pro. Go on before^ I shall enquire you 
forth. 

I must unto the road, to disemlxirk 
Some necessaries, that I needs must use, 

And then I ’ll pi’eseiitly attend you. 

Vat Will you make haste 1 

Pro. I will. — [Exit Valentine. 

80 


Even as one heat another heat ex))els, , 

Or as one nail by strength drives out anotlier, 
So the remembrance of my former love 
Is by a newer object quite forgotten. 

Is it mine eye, or Valentinus’ praise. 

Her true perfection, or my false transgression, 
That makes me, reasonless, to reason thtui l 
She’s fair, tind so is Julia that I love,fp-r 
That I did love, for now my loVe is 
Which, like a waxen image ’gainst a 
Beal’S no impression of the thing it was. soc 
Methinks, my zeal to Valentine is cold, 

And that I love him not, as I was wont ; 

O ! but I love his lady too too much ; 

And that ’s the reason I love him so little. 
How shall I dote on her with more advice, 
That thus without advice begin to love her I . 
’T is but her [)icture I have yet beheld. 

And that hath dazzled my reason’s light ; 

But when I look on her perfections, 

There is no reason but I shall be blind. 210 
If I can check my erring love, I will ; 

If not, to compass her I ’ll use my skill. 

[Exit. 


Scene V. — ^The Same. A Street. 

Enter Speed ami Launce. 

Speed. Launce ! by mine honesty, welcome 
to Padua ! ^ 

Laance. p orswear not thyself, sweet youth, 
for I am not welcome. I reckon this always, 
that a mail is never undone, till he be hang’d ; 
nor never welcome to a piece, ti^l some cer- 
tain shot be paid, and the hostess say, ‘‘Wel- 
come ’ ” 

Speed. Come on, you madcap, I ’ll to the 
ale-house with you pi’esently \ where for one 
shot of five pence thou shalt have five thou- 
sand Avelcomes. But, sirrah, how did thy 
master part with Madam Julia 1 u 

Lannce. Marry, after they closed in earnest, 
they parted very fairly in jest. 

Speed. But shall she maiTy him 1 

Launce, No. 

Speed. How then ? Shall he marry her ? 

Launce. No, neither. 

Speed. What, are they broken ? 

Launce. No, they are both as whole as a 
fish. 

Speed, Why then, Ifbw stands the matter 
with them ? « 

Jjaunxe. Many, thus : when it stands well 
with him, it stands well with her. 

Sjmd. What an ass art thou ! I understand 
thee not. 
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speed. What an ass art thou 1 I understand thee not 
JLaunce. What a block art thou, that thou canst not I 
My staff understands me. 
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Launce, What a block art thou, that tliou 
cansfrnot. My staif understands me. 

Speed, What thou say’st ] , 

Lannce. Ay, and what I do too : look 
tKee, 1 11 but lean, and my stall' understands 
me. 

Speed, It stands under thee, indeed. ;)i» 

Launce, Why, stand>undor and under-stand 
is all one. 

Speed, But tell me true, will ’t be a match ] 

Launce, Ask my dog : if he say, ay, it will 
ii* he say, no, it will ; if he shake his tail, am 
«iay notliing, it will. 

Speed, The conclusion is then, that it will 

Laniice, Thou shalt never get such a score 
from me, but by a parable. 

Speed, 'T is well that I get it so. But 
Launce, how say’at thou, that my master h 
become a notable lover ? 

Launce, I never knew him otherwise. 4 

Speed, Than how ? 

Launce, A notable lubber, as thou reportesi 
him to be. 

Speed, Why, thou wlioresou ass, thou 
mistak’.st me. 

Launce, Why, fool, I meant not thee ; I 
meant thy master. 

Speed, I tell thee, my master is liecorae a 
hot lover. 

Launce, Why, I tell thee, I care not thougl 
he bum himself in love. If thou wilt go with 
me to the aje-house, so ; if not, thou art an 
Hebrew, a Jew, and not worth the name of 
a Christian. 

Speed. Why ? 

Launce. Because thou Jiast not so much 
charity in thee, , as to go to the ale with a 
Christian. Wilt thou go ] 

S 2 ieed, At thy service. [Exe^mt, 


^BKE VI. — ^The Same. An Apartment in 
the Palace. 

• E 7 Uer Pkoteus. 


At firat I did adore a twinkling star, 

But now I worship a celestial sun. xo 

Unheedful vows may lioetlfully he broken ; 
And he wants wit that wants rosolved will 
To learn liis wit to exchange the bad for 
better. — 

Pie, fie, nnreverend tongue ! to call her bad, 
Whose sovereignty so oft thou Jiast, ])i oferr’d 
With twenty thousand soul-confirming oaths, 
I cannot leave to love, and yet I do ; 

But tJiere I leave to love, wliere I should 
love. 

Julia 1 lose, and Valentine I lose : 

If 1 keep them, I needs must lose myself ; » 
If I lose them, thus find I, by their loss, 

For Valentine, myself; for Julia, Silvia. 

I to myself am dearer than a friend, 

For love is still most precious in itself ; 

And Silvia (witness Heaven that made her 
fair !) 

ShoM^s Julia hut a swarthy Ethiop. 

I will forget that Julia is alive, 

Bemembering that my love to lier Ls dead ; 
And Valentine I 'll hold an enemy, 

Aiming at Silvia, as a sweetei* friend, m 
T cannot now prove constant to myself 
Without some treachery used to Valen- 
tine : — 

This night, ho meaneth with a coitled ladder 
To climJj c^ilestial Silvia’s chamber-window ; 
Myself in counsel, his competitor. 

Now, presently I ’ll give her father notice 
Of their disguising, and pretended flight ; 
Who, all eniug’d, will banish Valentine, 

For Thurio, he intends, sliall wed his 
laughter ; 

But, Valentine being gone, I ’ll quickly cross 
By some sly trick blunt Thurio’s dull pro- 
ceeding. 41 

Love, lend mo wings to make my purpose 
swift, 

As thou hast lent me wit to idot this drift ! 

[Exit, 


Pro, To leaye my Julia, shall I be for- 
sworn; 

' To love fair Silvia, shall I be forsworn ; 

To wrong my friend, I shall be much for- 
sworn ; 

And even that power which gave me first 
my oath, 

Provokes me to this threefold perjuiy ; 

Love bade me swear, and Love bids me for- 
swear. 

: 0 sweet-suggesting Love ! if thou hast sinn’d. 

Teach me, Qiy tempted subject, to excuse it. 

■' 5 . 


Scene VIL — Verona. A Room in Julia’s 
House. 

Enter J ulia and Lucetta. 

J'td. Counsel, Lucetta ; gentle girl, assist 
me ; 

And, e’en in kind love, I do conjure thee, 
Who art the table wherein all my thoughts 
.\re visibly character’d and engrav’d, 

To lesson me ; and tell me some good mean, 
How, witli my honour, I may undmiake 
A journey to my loving Proteus. 
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Lite, Alas ! the way is wearisome .•uicl 
long. 

JitL A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps ; 
Much less shall she, that hath Love’s wings 
to dy, ii 

And when the flight is made to one so dear, 
Of such divine perfection, as 8ir Proteus. 

Luc, Better forbear, till Proteus make re- 
turn. 

JuL 0 ! know’st thou not, his looks arc my 
soul’s food / 

Pity the dearth that I have pined in, 

By longing for that food so long a time. 

Didst thou but know the inly touch of love, 
Thou wouldst as soon go kindle tire with 
snow, 

As seek to (jueiich the lire of love with 
words. »» 

Luc. I do not seek to (piench your love’s 
hot tire, 

But qualify the tire’s extreme rage. 

Lest it should lairn above the bounds of 
reason. 

J}d. 1^110 more thou damm’st it up, tlie more 
it burns. 

Tlio curnmt, that with gentle murmur glides, 
'riioii know’st, being stopp’d, impatiently doth 
rage ; 

But, when his fair course is not hindered, 

He makes sweet music with the enamell’d 
stones, 

(riving a gentle kiss to every sedge 
lie overtaketh in his pilgrimage ; so 

And so by many winding nooks he strays 
With willing sport to the wild ocean. 

Then, let me go, and hinder not my couhse. 

1 ’ll be as patient as a gentle stream. 

And make a pa.stime of each weary step, 
Till*the last step have brought me to my 
love ; 

And there 1 ’ll rest, as, after much turmoil, 

A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 

Luc. But in what habit will you go along! 

Jtd. Not like a woman ; for I would pi*c- 
vent 40 

The loose encounters of la.scivious men. 

Gentle Lucetta, tit mo with such wee 
As may beseem some well-reputed page. 

Luc, Why, then your ladyship must cut 
your hair. 

Jul. No, girl ; I ’ll knit it up in silken 
strings 

With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots : 

To be fantastic, may become a youth 
(.If greater time than I shall show to be. 

Luc. What fashion, madam, shall I make 
your breeches ? 


Jul, That fits as well as — “ Tell me, good 
my lord, , ,, s-x 

What compass will you wear your farthin- 
gale ! ” 

Why, even what fa.sliion thou best lik’st,, 
Lucetta. 

Luc. You must needs have them with a 
codpiece, madam. 

Jul. Out, out, Lucetta! that will be ill- 
fa vour’d. 

Luc. A round hose, madam, now ’s not 
worth a pin. 

Unless you have a codpiece to sticky pins oii- 

Jul. Lucetta, as thou lov’st me, let me 
have 

What thou think’st meet, and is most 
mannerly. 

But tell me, wench, how will the world 
re£)ute me 

For undertaking so unstaid a journey I «*> 
1 fear me, it will make me scandalis’d. 

Luc. If you think so, then stay at homtv 
and go not. 

Jul. Nay, that I will not. 

Luc. I’lieii never dream on infamy, bait' go- 
lf Proteus like your journey, when you come. 
No matter who’s displeas’d, when you are 
gone. 

I fear me, he will scanje be plea.s’d withal. 

Jul. That is the least, Lucetta, of my fear. 
A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears, 

A ml instances of inflnite of love, ro 

Warrant me welcome to my Proteus. 

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful 
men. 

Jul. Base men, that use them to so base 
effect ; , , 

But truer stai’s did govern Proteus’ birth : 

His words are bonds, his oaths are oraclea; 
His lovt} simrere, his thoughts immaculate ; 
His tears pure luesseiigers sent from his 
heai't ; 

His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from 
earth. 

Luc. Pray Heaven, he prove so, when you 
come to him ! 

Jul. Now, as thou lov’st me, do him not 
that wrong, «o 

To bear a hard opinion of his truth : 

Only deserve my love by loving him, 

And presently go with me to my chamber, 

To take a note of what„T stand in need of. 

To furnish me upon my longing journey. 

All that is mine I leave at thy dispose, 

My goods, my lands, my reputation ; 

Only, in lieu thereof, dispatch me hence. 

Come, answer not, but to it presently : sa 

I am impatient of my taiTiance. \Excunt, 
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Scene I. — Milan. An Antechamber in the 
Duke’s Palace. 

Enter Duke, Thurio, and Proteus. 

' Dnke, Sir Thurio, give us leave, I pniy, 
awhile : 

We have some secrets to confer about. — 

[Exit Thurio. 

Now, tell me, Proteus, w'hat ’s your will with 
me % 

Pro. My gracious lord, that which I would 
discover, 

The law of friendship bids me t6 conceal ; 
But, ^vhen I (^all to mind your gracious 
favours 

Done to me, undeserving as I am, 

My duty j)ricks me on to utter that 
Which (dse no worldly good should draw from 
me. 

Know, worthy [n-ince, Sir Valentine, my 
friend, i«‘ 

This night intends to st(jal away your 
daughter : 

Myself am one made prisy to the plot. 

T know you have determin’d to bestow lie.r 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates; 
And should she thus bo stol’n away from you, 
It woula be much vexation to your age. 

Thus, for my duty’s sake, 1 rather chose 
To cross my frieml in his intended drift 
Than, by concealing it, heap on your bead 
A pack of sorrows, Avbich would j)ress you 
down, 20 

Being unprevented, to your timeless grave. 
Duke. Proteus, I thank thee for thine 
honest care, 

Which to requite, command mo while I live. 
This love of theirs myself have often seen. 
Haply, when they have judg’d me fast asleep ; 
And oftentimes hath purpos’d to forbid 
8 ir Valentine her company, and my court ; 
But, fearing lest my jealous aim might eiT, 
And so unworthily disgrace the man 
(A rashness that I ever yet have shunn’d), 20 
I gave him gentle looks ; thereby to find 
That which thyself hast now disclos’d to me. 
And, that thou ^may’st i>erceive my feai* of 
this, 

Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested, 

I nightly lodge her in an upper tower. 

The key whereof myself have ever kept ; 

And thence she cannot be convoy’d away. 

Pro. Know, noble lord, they have devis’d 
a mean 


How' lie her chamber- window will ascend, 
And with a corded ladder fetch her down ; 40 
For which the youthful lover now is gone, 
And this way comes lie with it presently. 
Where, if it please you, you may intercept 
him. 

But, good my lonl, do it so cunningly, 

That my discovery b(? not aimed at ; 

For love of you, not hate unto my friend, 
Hath made me jiublisher of this pretence. 
Duke. Upon mine honour, he shall never 
know 

That I had any light from thc(^ of this. 

Pro. Adieu, my lord ; Sir Valentine is 
coming. [ Exit . 

Enter V.\lentine. 

Duke.. Sir Valentine, whitlniraway so fast? 
Val. Please it your grace, there is a mes- 
senger 

That stays to bear my letters to my friends, 
And I am going to deliver them. 

Duke. Be tJiey of much import? 

V(d. The tenor of tliem doth but signify 
My health, and hajipy being at your court. 
Duke. Nay, then no m.'itter : stay with me 
awhile. 

T am to break with thee of some affairs. 

That touch mo near, wdiei'eiu thou must ho 
secret. 

’T is not unknown to thee, that I have sought 
To match my friend. Sir Thurio, to my 
daughter. 

Val. I know it well, my lord ; and, siu'e, the 
match 

Were rich and honourable ; besides, the 
gentleman 

Is full of virtue, bounty, worth, and rpialities 
Beseeming such a wife as your fair daughter. 
Cannot your grace win her to fancy him ? 
Duke. No, trust me : she is peevish, sullen, 
froward, 

Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty ; 
Neither regarding that she is my child, 70 
Nor fearing me as if T were hei* father : 

And, may I say to tliee, this pri<le of hera, 
Ujxm advice, hath drawn my love from her ; 
And, wliere I thought the j’cinnant of mine 
age 

Should have been cherish’d her child-like 
duty, 

I now am full resolv’d to take a wife, 

And turn her out to who will take her in : 
Then, let her beauty be her wedding-dower ; 
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For nie and my possessions sliti (‘steems not. 

FaL What would your gract? liave me to do 
in tliis ? w 

DffA’e, There is a lady in Verona here, 
WJiom I affect ; but she is nice, and coy, 

And nought esteems my aged elocjuence ; 

. Now, therefore, would I have thee to my 
5 tutor 

(For long agone I have forgot to court ; 
Besides, the fashion of tin* time is chang’d), 
How, and Avhicli way, I may bestow myself. 
To be regarded in her sun-bright eye. 

VaL Win her with gifts, if she respect 
not words. 

Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind, oo 
More than quick words do move a woman's 
mind. 

Duke, But slie did scorn a present that I 
sent h(ir. 

Val. A woman sometimes scorns wdiat best 
(contents her. 

Send her another ; never give her o’er,. 

For scorn at first makes after-love the more. 

If she do frown, ’t is not in hate of you, 

But rather to beget more love in you ; 

If she do chide, ^t is not to have you gone. 

For why the fools are mad, if left alone. 

Take no repulse, whatever she doth say ; lou 
For, ‘‘get you gone,” slie doth not mean, 
“ away.” 

Flatter, and praise, commend, extol their 
graces ; 

Though ne’er so black, say they have angels’ 
faces. 

That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no 
man 

If with his tongue he cannot wiii a woman, 

Duke. But she 1 mean is promis’d by her 
friends 

Unto a youthful gentleman of worth, 

And kept severely from resort of men, 

That no man liath access by day to her. 

Vah Why, then I wouhl I'esort to her by 
night. no 

Duke, Ay, but the doors be lock’d, and 
keys kept safe, 

That no man hath recoui’se to her by night. 

Val, What lets but one may enter at her 
window ? 

Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the 
ground, 

And built so shelving, that one cannot climb it 
Without apparent hazard of liis life. 

Yah Why then, a ladder quaintly made of 
cords, 

To cast up, with a pair of anchoring hooks, 
Would serve to scale another Hero’s tower, 

So bold Leander would adventui'e it 


Duke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of 
blood, 

Advise me where I may have such a ladder. 

Val, When would you use it 'i pray, sir,, 
tell me that. 

Duke. This very night ; for Love is like a 
child, 

That longs for evejy thing that he can come by. 

Val. By seven o’clock I ’ll got you such a 
ladder. 

Duke. But hark thee ; 1 will go to her 
alone. 

How shall I best convey the ladder thither ? 

Yal. It will be light, my lord, that you 
may bear it 

Linder a cloak that is of any length. laa 

Duke. A cloak as long as thine will serve 
the turn I 

Val. Ay, my good lord. 

Duke. Then, let me see thy cloak : 

I ’ll get me one of such another lengtli. 

Val. Wliy, any cloak will serve the turn,, 
my lord. 

Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a- 
cloak '? — 

I pray thee, let me feel tliy cloak u)>on me. — 

What letter is tliis same ? What ’s hero 'I — 
“To Silvia r’ 

And here an engine fit for my proceeding ! 

I ’ll be so bold to break the seal for once. 

“ Jfy thoughfit do harhcyur with luy^ Silvia 
nightly ; m 

And slaves they are to iue, that send tltevh 
flying: 

01 could their master come aaid go,.as lightly^ 

Himself would lodge, wlmre senseless they 
are lyivy. 

My herald thoughts in thy jmre bosom rest 
them ; 

While /, their king, that thither them im^ 
yortune. 

Do curse the grace that with such grace Juith 
hless\l them 

Because myself do 'want my servants^ for- 
time : ^ 

I curse myself, for they are sent by me, 

That they slwuH harbour where their lord 
should 

What ’s here ? iso 

Silvia, this night I will enfranchise thee.’* 

’T is so ; and here ’s the ladder for the puq>ose. 

Why, Phaethon (for thou art Merops’ son), 

Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car. 

And with thy daring folly bum the world ? 

Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on 
thee? 
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Go, base intruder ! overweening slave ! 
Bestow thy fawning smiles on ecjual mates, 
And think niy patience, more than tliy 
desert, 

Is privilege for thy departure hence. i«o 

Tliank me foi* this, more than for all the 
favours, 

Which, all tiX) iiiTich, Lhave bestow’d on thee : 
But if thou linger in my territories 
Longer than swiftest expedition 
Will give thee time to leave our royal court, 
By . Heaven, my wrath shall far exceed the 
love 

I ever bore my daughter, or thyself. 

Be gone : I will not hear thy vain oxcu.se ; 
But, as thou lov’st thy life, n^akc sp<ied from 
hence. f EAt Duke. 

J'V/. And why not death, rather than 
living toiimmt 't 

To die is to bo banish’d from myself ; 

And Silvia is myself : banish’d from her, 
Is«elf from self ; a dewlly banishment. 

What light is light, if Silvia not soon ? 
What joy is joy, if Silvia bo not by ? 

IJnl (*ss it he, to think that she is by, 

And feed \ipon the shadow of perfection. 
Except I be by Silvia in the night, 

Inhere is no music in the nightingale ; 

Unless I look on Silvia in the day, 

Tliore is no day for me to look nj>on. 

She is my essence ; and I leave to bo, 

If I be not by her fair influence 
FosterM, illumin’d, cherish’d, kept alive. 

I fl}’' not death, to lly his deadly doom : 

Tarry I here, I but attend on death ; 

But, fly il hence, I fly away from life. 

Enter Proteus and JjAUNCE. 

Pro. Run, boy ; run, run, and seek him out. 
Lau7i^e. So-ho ! so-ho ! 

Pro. What seest thou *? iw 

Launce. Him we go to find : there ’s not a 
hair on ’s head, but ’t is a Valentine. 

Pro. Valentine? 

Val. No. 

Pro. Who then ? his spirit ? 

Val. Neither. 

Pro. What then ? 

VaL Nothing. 

Lamice. Can nothing speak ? master, shall 
. I strike % 

Pro. Who wouldst thou strike ? soo 

Latince. Nothing. 

Pro. Villain, forl)ear. 

Launce. Why, sir, 1*11 strike nothing : I 
pray you, — 

Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear.— Friend Valen- 
tine, a word. 


Val. My oars ar<^ stop]/d, and cannot hear 
gocxl nows, 

So much of bad alrt^ady hath possess'd t];iem. 

7Vo. Then in dumb silcn(!<* will I bury mine, 
For tliey arc haj\sli, untimcablo, and bad. 

Val. Is Silvia dead ? 

Pro. No, Valentino. aio 

Val. No Valentine, ijideed, for saci'ed 
Silvia ! — 

Hath she forsworn me ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No Valentine, if Silvia hath fui-sworii 
me 1 — 

What is your news ? 

Lamice. Sir, there is a proclamation that 
you arc vanish’d. 

Pro. I'liat thou art banish’d : O ! that is 
the news, 

Eroiii hence, from Silvia, and from me, thy 
friend. 

Val. (.) ! T hav(^ fed upon this woe already, 
An<l now excess of it will make mo siiiieit. 
Doth Silvia know that 1 am banish’d ? 22 s 

Pro. Ay, ay ; and she Lath ofier’d to the 
doom 

(Which, unrewers’d, staiuls in tjfleciual force) 
A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears : 
Those at her father’s churlish feet she tender’d, 
With them, upon her knees, her humble self. 
Wringing lier hands, whose whiteness so 
became them, 

As if but now they waxt‘d [)ale for woe : 

But neither bended knees, ]>ur(^ hands held up, 
Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding 
tears, 

Could penetmte her uncompassionate sire ; 
But Valentine, if he be ta’eii, must die. 
Besides, her intercession chaf’d him so, 

Wlien she for thy repc'al was suppliant, 

I^hat to close prison he commanded her, 

With many bitter threats of biding there. 

Val. No more ; unless the next word that 
thou speak’st 

Have some injilignaiit power upon my life : 

If so, I pray thee, breathe it in mim^ ear, m 
As ending anthem of my endless dolour. 

Pro. Cease to lament for that tljou canst 
not help, 

And study help for that which thou lament’st. 
Time is the nurse and breeder of all good. 
Here if thou stay, thou canst not see tliy 
love ; 

Besides, thy staying will abridge thy life. 
Hope is a lover’s staff; walk hence with that. 
And manage it against despairing thoughts. 
Thy letters may be here, though thou art 
hence ; 

Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver’d w 
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Even in tJic xuilk-wliitc bosom of tliy love. 
The time now serves not to expostuliite : 
Come, I ’il couv(?y thee througli tlie city-gate, 
And, ore I part with thee, coiih'i* at largo 
Of all that may concern thy love-aflairs. 

As thou lov\st Silvia, though not for thyself, 
Regard thy danger, and along with me ! 

VaL 1 pray thee, Lauiice, an if thou .see.st 
my boy, 

Bid him make haste, and me(‘t me at the 
north gate. 

Pro. Go, sirrah, find him out. Come, 
Valentine 

Vah O my dear Silvia ! ha] >lc.ss Valentine ’ 
\ fC,reiinf Valentine amJ Proteus. 

Launce. 1 am l>ut a fool, look you, and yet 
I have tlui wit U) tlii?ik, my master is a kind 
of a knave ; but that ’s all one, if he be but 
one knave. He lives not now, that knows 
me to be in love : yet 1 am in love ; but a 
team of Iioj*.se shall not pluck that from me, 
nor who ’t is I love ; and yet ’t is a woman : 
but what woman, I will not tell myself ; and 
yet ’t is a milk-maid ; yet T is not a maid, for 
she hath had gossips ; yet 't is a maid, for 
she is her master s maid, and serves for wages 
She hath niorc^ qualities than a water-spaniel, 
which is much in a bare (Jhristian. Here is 
the cate-log out a paper^ of her con- 

ditions. Imprimis, “ She can fetch and 
carry.*' Why, a horse can do no more : nay, 
a horse cannot fetch, l)ut only carry ; therefore 
is she better than a jade. Item, “ She can 
milk," look you ; a sweet virtue in a maid 
with clean luuids. 

bJut^r Speed. 

Spr-ed. How now, Signior Launce? what 
nows with your mastershi]) ? 2 «> 

Launce. With my master’s ship ? why, it is 
at S(^a. 

Speed. Well, your old vice still ; mis- 
take the word. What news, then, in your 
paper ? 

Laimee. I'Ih? blackest news that ever thou 
heani'st. 

Speed. Why, man, how black ? 

Launce. Why, as black as ink. 

SpeeA. Let me read them. 

Launce. Fie on thee, jolthead ! thou canst 
not read. 

Speed. Thou liest, I can. am 

Launce. I will try thee. Tell me this: 
who begot thee ? 

Speed. Marry, the son of my grandfather. 

Launce. G illiterate loiterer I it was the 
son of thy grandmother. Tliis provo.s, that 
thou canst not read.. 


Speed. Come, fool, come : try me in thy 
paper. 

Laimce, There, and Saint Nicholas be thy 
speed ! 

Speed. Imprimis, “ She can milk." 

Launce. Ay, that she can. 

Speed. Item, ‘‘ Slie brews good ale." noo 

Lauuee. And thereof comes the proverb, — 
Blessing of your heart, you brew good ale. ' 

Speed. Item, “ She can sew." 

Launce. That s iis much as to say, Can 
slie so ? 

Speed. Item, She can knit." 

Launce. What lu^ed a man care for a stock 
with a wencli, when she can knit him a 
stock ? ^ 

Speed. Item, Slie can wash and scour." 

lAiunce. A special virtue ; for tlien she need 
not be wash’d and scour’d. -nf* 

Speed. Item, “ She can s])in.’’ 

Launce. Then may I set the world on 
wheels, when sht^ can spin for her living. . 

Speed. Item, “ She hath many nameless 
virtues." 

Launce. That ’s as mucli as to say, bastard 
virtues ; that, indeed, know not their fathers, 
and therefore liave no names. 

Speed. Here follow her vices. 

Launce. Close at the heels of her virtues. 

Speed. Item, “ She is Jiot to be kisseil 
fasting, in respect of her breath." :i:ji 

Launce. Well, that fiiilt may be mJjiuled 
with a breakfast. Rea<l on. 

Speed. Item, “ She hath a sweet mouth." 

Lauuee. That makes aineiids for ,hoi‘ sour 
breiith. 

Speed. Item, “ She doth talk in her sleep." 

Launce. It ’s no matter for that, so she 
I sleep not in her talk, 
j Speed. Item, ‘‘ She is slow in w'ords." 

Launce. O villain, that set this down 
among her vices ! To be slow in w'ords is 
a woman's only virtue. I pray thee, out 
with 't, and place it for her chief virtue. 

Speed. Item, “ She is ])roud." 

Launce. Out with that too : it was Eve's 
legacy, ami cannot be ta’en fi’om her.' 

Sj}eed. Item, “ Sbe hath no teeth." 

Launce, I care not for that neither, because 
I love crusts. 

Speed. Item, “ She is cunst.’' , wo 

Launce. Well ; the best is, slie hath no 
teeth to bite. 

Speed. Item, “ She will often praise her 
liquor." 

Launce. If her liquor be good, she shall ; if 
she will not, 1 will j for good things should 
1 k) pmised. 
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Speed, Item, “ She is too liberal.’^ 

'Launce, Of her tongue she cannot, for 
that ’s writ clown she is slow of ; of her purse 
she shall not, for that I ’ll keep shut ; now, of 
another thing she may, and that cannot 1 
lielp. Well, proceed. 

Speed, Item, “ She hath more liair than 
wit, and inoi*e faults than hairs, and more 
wealth than faults.” 

Launce, Stop there ; I ’ll have her : she 
was mine, and not mine, twice or thrice 
in that last article. Rehearse that once 
nK>rc. 

Speed, Item, She hath more hair than 
wit,” — 

La n nee. More hail* than wit, — -it may be : 
1 ’ll prove it : the cover of the salt liides the 
salt, an<l therefore it is niore than the salt; 
the h:\ir, that (covers the wit, is more than the 
wit, for the gri^ater hides the less. What ’s 
next 1 

Speed. — “ And more faults than hairs,”- — 

Laanee. That s monstruus : O, that that 
were out ! 

Speed. - “ And mon^ wealth than faults.” 

La a ace. Why, that word makos the faults 
gracious. Well, I ’ll have her ; and if it bo 
a matcli, as nothing is impossible, — 

Speed. What then 1 

L(vvnee. Wliy, then will J tell thee, — 
that thy master stays for thee at the north 
gate. 

■ Speed. For me ? »‘o 

Laance. F or thee ! ay ; who art thou 1 lie 
hath stay’d for a bt^tter man than thee. 

Speed. And must 1 go to him 1 

Ijannr.e, Thou must run to him, for thou 
liast stay’d so lung, that going will scarce 
serve the turn. 

Speed. Why didst not tell me s<ioner? pox 
of your love-letters ! [Exit. 

La a nee. Now will he be swing’d for read- 
ing my letter. An unmannerly slave, that 
will thrust himself into secrets. — I ’ll after, 
to rejoice in the boy’s correction. [^E,rit. 


Scene II.— The Same. An Ajiartment in 
the Duke's Palace. 

Enter Duke and Thu Rio ; Proteus behind, 

Duke, Sir Thurio, fear not but that she 
will love you. 

Now Valentine is hanish’d from her sight. 

Thu, Since his exile she hath despis’d me ■ 
most : ' 

Forsworn my company, and rail’d at me, . 


That I am desp(*ratc of ol;»taining her. 

Duke. This weak iinpre^js of love is as a 
figure 

Trenched in ice, which with an hour’s heat 
Dissolves to water, and dotli lose his form. 

A little time will nu^lt her frozen thoughts, 
And worthless Valtnitim^ shall be foi’got. — jo 
H ow now, Sir Proteus ? Is your countiy- 
nian, 

According to our prod a i nation, gone 1 

Pro. Gone, my good lord. 

Duke. My daughter takes Jiis goiiiff 
grievously. 

Pro. A little timt*, my lord, will kill that 

Duke. So I believe ; hut Thurio thinks 
not so. 

Proteus, the good conceit 1 hold of thee 
(For thou hast shown some sign of good 
dc'sert), 

Makes me the better to confer with thee. 

Pro. Longer thtin I prove loyal to your 
g!*ace, »» 

Let me not live to look upon your grace. 

Dnke. ’riiou know'st how* willingly 1 would 
effect . 

The match between Sir Thurio Jind my 
laughter 

Pro. I do, my lord. 

Duke, And also, 1 think, thou art not 
ignorant 

How she oj>p()ses lun* against my will. 

Pro, She did, my lord, when Valentine was 
here. 

Duke. Ay, and perversely she }H)rsevers 
so. 

What might we do to nutke the girl forget 
The love of Valentine, and lov(^ Sir Tliuno? 

Pro. Tim best way is, to slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent; 
Tliree things tliat women highly Jiold in hate. 

Duke. Ay, but she ’ll think that it is s})oke 
in hate. 

Pro, Ay, if his enemy deliver it : 

Therefore, it must, with cir«u instance, be 
spoken 

By one whom she esteemeth as his friend. 

Duke. Then you must undertake to slander 
him. 

Pro. And that, mv lord, I sliall be loth to 
do : ^ 

’T is an ill office for a gentleman, m 

Especially, against his very fj’ienJ. 

Duke. Where your good word cannot ad' 
vantage him, 

Your .slander never can emlamage him : 
Tliercfore, tin? office is indifferent, 

Being entreated to it by your friend. 
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Pro. You liave juMivail’d, my lord. If I 
can do it 

By aught that I can speak in his dispraise, 
8he shall not long continue love to liiin. 

But say, this weed her love from Valentbie, 
It follows not that she will lov(‘ Sir Thurio.so 
Thu. Therefore, as you unwind her love 
from him, 

Lest it should ravel and bo good to none, 

You must provide to bottom it on me : 

Which must be don(% by prjiising me jis 
much 

As you in worth dispraise Sir Valentine. 
Duke. And, IVoieus, we dare trust you in 
this kind, 

Because we know, on Valentine’s re[)ort. 

You are ali-oady Jjove’s hi in votary, 

And cannot soon revolt, and change your 
mind. 

Upon this warrant shall you have access w 
Where you with Silvia may confer at large ; 
For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy. 

And for your friend’s sake, will be glad of 
you, 

Where you may temper her, by your i)er- 
suasion, ^ 

To hate young Valentine, and love my friend. 

Fro. As much as I can do I will effect. 

But you, Sir Thurio, arc not sharp enough ; 
You must lay lime to tangle her desires 
By wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes 
Should be full fmught with serviceable vows. 

Duke. Ay, n 

Much is the force of heaven-bred poesy. 

Fro. Say, that upon the altar of her l^auty 


Yon sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your 
heart. 

Write, till your ink be dry, and with your tears 
Moist it again ; and frame some feeling line, 
That may discover such integrity : 

For Grpheus’ lute was strung with poets’ 
sinews. 

Whose golden touch could soften steel and 
stones, 

Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands. 
After your dire-lamentiiig elegies, 

Visit by night your lady’s chamber- window 
With some swe^ot conceii) : to their instru- 
ments 

Tune a deploring diim[) ; the night’s dead 
silence 

Will well ht^epm^ such sweet-complaining 
grievance*. 

This, or else nothing, will inherit her. 

Duke. This disci[)linc shows thou hast been 
in love. 

Thu. And thy adxdce this night I ’ll pat in 
practice. 

Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver, 
Let us into the city presently, oi 

To sort some gentlemen well skill’d in music. 

1 have a sonnet that will serve the turn 
I’o give the onset to thy good advice. 

Duke. Aboiit it, gentlemen ! 

Fro. We 'll wait upon your grace till after 
su])pcr, 

And afterward determine our proceedings. • 

Jhikn. Even now about it ! I will j)ardbu . 
you. [Exeunt. 


ACT 

Scene I. — A Forest, between Milan and 
Verona. 

Enter certain Outlaws. 

1 Out. Fellows, stand fast : I see a pas- 

senger. 

2 Out. If there be ten, shrink not, but 

down with *em. 

Enter V>^lentine mid Speed. 

3 Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that you 

have about you ; 

If not, we ’ll make you sit, and rifle you. 

Speed. Sir, we are undone. These are the 
villains 

That all the ti-avellers do fear so much. 

Val. My friends, — 

1 Out. That ’s not so, sir : we are your 
enemies. 


IV. 

2 Out. Peace ! we ’ll hear him. 

3 Out. Ay, by my beard, will we ; for lie 

is a pro})er man. lo 

Val. Then know, that I have little wealth 
to lose. 

A man I am crossed with adversity ; 

My riches are these poor habiliments. 

Of which if you should hero disfurnish me, 
You take the sum and substance that I have. 

2 Out. Whither travel you ? 

Val. To Verona. 

1 Out. Whence came you ? 

Val. From Milan. 

3 Out. Have you long sojoum*3 there ? 

Val. Sotne sixteen months; and longei* 

might have stayed, 

If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 

1 Out. What ! were you banish’d thence? 
Val. 1 was. 
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2 Out. For what offence ? 

ViiL For that which now torments me to 
rehearse. 

I killM a man, whose ileath I much repent; 
Rut yet I slew him manfully in tight, 
Witliout false vantage, or base treachery. 

1 Out. Why, ne’er rt pent it, if it were 

done so. 30 

Out were you banish’d for so small a fault ? 
Val. 1 was, and held me glad of such a 
-loom. 

2 Oat. Have you the tongues ? 

Val. My youthful tiavel tJierein made me 
happy, 

Or else I often had been n?iscrabl(\ 

3 Out. By the bare scalp of Robin Hoo<i’s 

fat friar, 

This fellow were a king for our wild faction. 

1 Out. We ’ll have him. 8irs, a word. 
^peed. Mastei', b(i one of them : 

It is ail honourable kind of thievery. 40 

Vid. reaco, villain ! 

2 Oat. Tell us this : have you anything to 

take to ? 

Val. Nothing, but my fortune. 

3 Oat. Know then, that some of us are 

gentlenum, 

Such as the fury of ungovern’d youth 
Thrust from the company of awful men ; 
Myself was from Verona banished 
For piuctising to steal away a lady. 

All heir, and near allied unto the duke. 

2 Oat. And I from Mantua, for a gentle- 
man, 

Who, in my mood, I stabb’d unto the heart. 

1 Out. Ainl I for such-like petty crimes as 

these. 

But to the purpose ; for we cite our faults. 
That they may hold excus’d our lawless lives ; 
And, partly, seeing you are beautified 
With goodly shape, and by your own report 
A linguist, and a man of such perfection, 

As we do in our quality much want — 

2 Out. Indeed, because you are a banish’d 

man, 

Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you. go 
Are you content to be our general I 
To make a virtue of necessity, 

And live, as we do, in this wilderness ? 

3 Oat. What say’st thou 1 wilt thou be of 

our consort ^ 

Say, ay, and be the captain of us all. 

We’ll do thee homage, and be rul'd by thee, 
Love thee as our commander, and our king. 

1 Out. But if thou scorn our courtesy, thou 

diest. 

2 Out. Thou shalt not live to brag what 

we have offer’d. 


Val. 1 take your utfer, and will live with 
you ; 70 

Provided that you do 110 outrages 
On silly women, or i)Our }>iiss(Migers. 

3 Out. No ; we detest such vile, base 
practices. 

Come, go with us : we ’ll bring thee to our 
crows, 

And show thee all the treasure we have got. 
Which, witli ourselves, all rest at thy dispose.. 

[Exeunt^ 


Scene II. — Milan. The Court of the Palace. 
Enter Proteus. 

Pro. Already have I been false to Valen- 
tine, 

And now 1 must be as unjust to Thurio. 
Under the colour of commending him, 

I have ficccss my own love to prefer ; 

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy, 

To be corru|:)ted with my worthless gifts. 
Wlien I protest true loyalty to her, 

Slic twits me with my lalsehood to my friend; 
WJien to her beauty I commend my vows, 

She bids me think how I have been forswoiTi,. 
In breaking faith with Julia whom J Jov’d ;h 
A nd, notw'itbstanding all her sudden q\iips, 
The least whereof would quell a love]'’s liope,. 
Yet, sj>aniel-like, the more she spurns iiiy 
love, 

The more it gi’ows, and fawiieth on her still. 
But lierc comes Thurio. Now must we to 
her window, 

And give some evening music to her ear. 

Elder Thurio, and Musicians. • 

Thu. How now, Sir Proteus 1 are you crept 
before us 1 

Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio ; for you know 
that love 

Will creep in service where it cannot go. 2f> 
Tha. Ay ; but I hope, sir, that you love 
not here. 

Pro. Sir, but I do; or else 1 would l>e. 
hence 

Thu. Who? Silvia? 

Pro. Ay, Silvia, — for your sake. 

Thu. I thank you for your own. Now, 
gentlemen, 

Let ’s tune, and to it lustily awhile. 

Enter Host awl Julia, behind; Julia in 
hoys clothes. 

Host. Now, my young guest ; methinks 
you Ve allicholly : I pray you, wliy is it ? 
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Jid, Marry, mine liost, because I cannot 
be ineiTy. 

Host. Come, we 'll Imve you merry. I 'll 
bring you wJiere you sliall h(\'ir music, and 
see the gentleman that you ask'd for. si 

JuL But shall I hear him s])eak t I 

Host. Ay, that* you shall. j 

JuL That will be music. [Musir jdays. ! 
Host. Hark ! hark ! 

JuL Is he among these i 

Host. Ay ; but ])eae(i ! let ’s hear ’em. 

8oxo. 

Who is SUrio / o'hot is slo^ 

That all oor strains conDiuutd h(‘Tl 
Hoi If ^ fah\ and o:is(‘. is she. : 

The heave }t s^teh (/race did lotd her 
That she miijht admired be. 

Js she kin(L (IS she is fair / 

For he.ani^ lives ivith kind )( ess : 

Love doth to her et/es re/)(ih\ 

To help him (]f his blindness : 

And, bein(/ h(d/nl, inhabits there. 

Then to Silvia lei ns sing, 

That Silvia is excelling ; 

She f'xce.ls each mortal thing 
r/)on the dnU earth dwelling ; 

To her let vs garlands bring. 

. Host. How now' ! are you sadder than you 
were before '/ How do you, man / the music 
likes you not. 

Jul. You mistake : tlic musician likes me 
not. 

Host. Why, my pretty youth / 

Jul. He jilays false, father. 

Host. How < out of tunc on the strings / 

Jul. Not so ; but yet so false, that he 
grieves my very lieartstiings. oo 

Host. You have a quick ear. 

Jul. Ay; 1 would I were deaf! it makes 
me have a slow heart. 

Host. I perceive, you delight not in music. 
Jul. Not a whit, when it jars so. 

Host. Hark ! w'hat line change is in the 
music. 

Jul. Ay, that change is the spite. 

Host. You w'ould have them always play 
but one thing \ 

Jul. I would always have one play but one 
thing. 70 

But, host, (loth this Sir Proteus, that we talk 
on. 

Often resort unto this gentlewoman ? 

Host. I tell you what Launce, his man, 
told me, — he lov’d her out of all nick. 

JuL Where is l^Aunce 1 


Host. Gone to se(?k his dog; which, to- 
moiTow, by his ma.ster’s command, ho must 
carry tVn* a jiresent to his lady. 

Jul. Peace ! stand iiside : the company 
jiarts. 

Fro. 8ir Tlnirio, feai* not you : I will so 
plead HI) 

That you shall say my cunning drift excels. 
Thu. Where meet we '/ 

J*ro. At Saint Gregory's well 

Th?/. Farewell. 

\F.cmnt Thu RIO a'nd Musicians. 

Enter Silvia above, at her window. 

Pro. Madam, gopd even to your ladysliip. 
Sil. I thank ,yoii for your music, gentle- 
men. 

Who is that th.at spake '/ 

/Ve. One, lady, if you knew liis pure 
li cart’s truth, 

You would (piickly leani to know him by liis 
voice. 

Sil. Sir Proteus, as I take it. 

Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your 
servant. 

Sil, What is your will '( 

Pro. That I may compass yours. 

Sil. You have your wish : my wdll is even 
this, 

That presently you hie you liome to b(‘d. 

Thou subtle, ))erjur’d, false, disloyal man ! \ 
Thiiik’st thou, I am so shallow, so conceitle.ss, 
To be seduced by thy flattery, 

Tliat hast dc^ceiv’d so many with thy vows ? 
K(^turii, return, and make tliy love anievds. 
For me, by this pale queen of night I swear, 

I am so far from granting thy request, 

That I despise thee for thy wrongful suit, m 
And by-and-by intend to chide myself, 

Even for this time I spend in talking to thee. 
Pro. I grant, sweet love, that I did love a 
lady ; 

But she is dead. 

Jul. [A side. \ 'T were false, if I should speak 

. . • 

For, I am sure, slie is not buried. 

Sil. Say, that she be ; yet Valentine, thy 
friend, 

Survives, to whom, thyself art witness, 

I am betroth'd ; an<l art thou iiot^asham'd 
To wrong him with thy importunacy '/ no 
Pro. I likewise hear, that Valentine is 
dead . 

Sil. And so, suppose, am I ; for in his 
grave, 

Assure thyself, my Jove is buried. 

Pro. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the 
earih. • 
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Sil. Go to thy lady's grave, and call hers 
tlieiice ; 

Or, at the least, in hers sepulchre thine. 

J?iL \^Aside^ He heard not that. 

Pro. Madam, it* your heart bo so obdurate. 
Vouchsafe me yet yourj|>ictu]‘e ha* my love, 
The picture that is hanging in your oliamber : 
To that 1 'll spt'ak, to that T '11 sigh and weep; 
For, since the substance of your p*^rfe(.*t self n '2 
Is else dovototl, I am but a shadow, 

And to your shadow will 1 make true love. 
Jn.L Jf 'twere a substance, you 

would, sure, deceive it, ^ 

And make it but a shadow, as I am. 

SIL I am very loth to be your idol, sir ; 
But, since your falsehood shall become you 
well 

To worshif) shadows, and adore false shapes. 
Send to me in the morning, and 1 '11 send it. «.>«» 
And so, good rest. 

Pro. As wretcdies have o’erniglit, 

That wait for execution in the morn. 

\Kx<omt Proteus, nud Silvi\. 
dfd. Host, will you go '] 

JlosL By my hali<lom, 1 was fast asleep. 
Jnl. Pray you, wlien^ lies Sir Proteus ^ 
Host. Many, at my house. Trust me, J 
tliink, 'tis almost da 3 ^ 

Jtd. Not so ; but it hath been the longest 
night 

That e’er 1 watch’d, and the most heaviest. 

[Kxrunt. 

« 

Scene JIJ. — The Same. 

Enter Eol AMOUR. 

Eol. This is the hour that Madam Silvia 
Entreated me to call, and know hei’ mind. 
There 's some great matter she 'd employ me 
in. — 

Madam, madam ! 

kilter Silvia above, at her window. 

Sil. Who calls 1 

E(/l. Your servant, and your friend ; 
One that attends your ladyship's command. 
Sil. Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good 
moiTOw. 

Egl. As many, worthy lady, to yourself. 
According to your ladyship’s impose, 

T am thus early come, to know what service 
It is your pleasure to command me in. n 
Sil. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman 
(Think not I flatter, for I swear I do not), 
Valiant, wise, remorseful, well accomplish'd. 
That ai*t not ignorant what dear good will 
I bear un^o the banish'd Valentine, 


Nor how my father won hi enforce me many' 
Vain Thurio, whom my veiy .soul abhors. 
Thyself hast lov’d ; and I have heard thee 
«ay, 

No grief did f^xcv come so near thy heart, w 
As when thy lady aial thy triu^ love died, 
Upon whose grave thou vowMst pure chastity. 
8ir Eglamour, I wouhl to Valentine, 

To Mantua, where, I hear, he makes abode ; 
And, for the ways are dangerous to pass, 

I <lo desire thy worthy eoinpany. 

Upon whose faith and honour I r<^pos(*. 

Urge not my fathePs anger, Eglamour, 

But think iij)on my grief, a, lady’s giief, 

And on the jmstice of my flying inaice, sc» 
To keep me from a most unholy match, 

Which heaven and fotniie still rewards with 
plagues. 

I do desire thee, even from a heart 
As full of sorrows as the sea of .sands, 

To bear me com])any, and go with me : 

If not, to hide wliat I have .said to thee, 

That I may venture to depart alone. 

Egl. Madam, T pity much youi’ gi ievaiiccs ; 
Which since I know they virtuou.sly are 
])Iac’d, 

I give consent to go along with you ; 

! Reeking as little wiiat betideth m<’ 
j As much 1. wish all good befortnne you. 

When will you go 'i 

Sil. This tivening coining. 

Egl. Where shall 1 meet you i 
Sil. At Friar Patrick’s cell. 

Where 1 intend holy confession. ^ 

PJgl. I will not fail your ladyship. 

Good morrow, gentle lady. 

*Sil. Good morrow, kind Sir Eglamour. 

r E.een'ni. 


Scene IV. — The Same. 

Enter Laitnce with his dog. 

Lannce. When a man’s servant shall play 
the cur with him, look you, it goes hard : 
one that I brought up of a })uppy ; one that 
I saved from drowning, when three or four 
of his blind brothers and sisters went to it. 
I have taught iiim, even as one would say 
preci.sely, “ Thus I wouhl ttjach a dog." I 
was sent to deliver him as a present to 
Mistress Silvia from my master, and I came 
no sooner into tlie dining-chamber, but he 
steps me to her trenclier, and steals her 
capon's leg. O ! ’t is a foul thing, when a 
cur cannot keep himself in all companies. 1 
would have, as one should say, one that take.s 
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Ti|)oii him to ho a dog indeed, to he, as it 
wore, a dog at all things. If I liad not Jiad 
more wit than lie, to take a fault ii[)on nio 
that lie did, I think verily, ho liad boon 
hangVl for ’t : sure as I li\ o, hti had sulfor’d 
for 't : you shall judge. lie tlirusts ino 
himself into the company of three or four 
gentleman-like dogs under the duko’s table: 
he had not boon thorn (bless tht^ mark) a 
pissing while, but all the chamber smelt him. 

Out with the dog ! says one ; WHiat cur is 
that?” says another ; “ Whij» him out,” says 
the third ; Hang him up,” says the duke. I, 
having l.>een acquainted with the smell before, 
knew it was Crab, and gO(\s me to the fellow 
that whips the dogs : “ Friend,” (pioth I, 
“ you *aean to whip the dog I ” “ Ay, marry, 

'do 1,” quoth ho. “ You do him the more 
wrong,” quoth I ; “ ’t was I did the thing 
you wot of.” H(‘ makes me no nume ado, 
but whij)s me out of the chamber. How 
many masters would do this for his serv^ant ? 
Nay, I ’ll be sworn, I liave siit in the stocks 
for puddings he hath stolen, otluTwiso ho ha<l 
been executed; f have stood on the pillory 
for get^so ho hath kill’d, otherwise lie had 
sufter’d for ’t : thou think’st not of this now. 
— Nay, I remember the trick you served 
me, when I took my leave of Madam Silvia. 
Did not 1 bid thee still mark me, and do as 
I do ? When didst thou see me heave up my 
leg, and make water against a gemtlewoimin’s 
farthingale ? Didst thou (»ver see me do such 
a trick ? 40 

Enter Proteus and J i lia. 

Pro. Sebastian is thv Jlam<^? I like thee 
well, 

And will employ thee in some service pre- 
sently. 

Jul. In wliai you ])lease : I will do what 
I can. 

Pro. I hope thou wilt. — Ho>v now, you 
whoreson peasant ! 

Where have you been these two days 
loitering ? 

Lamice. Marry, sir, I carried Mistress 
Silvia the dog you bade me. 

Pro. And what says she to my little 
jewel ? 

Laume. Marry, she says, your dog was a 
cur; and tells you, currish thanks is good 
enough for such a pi’esent si 

Pro. But she receivM my dog? 

Launce. No, indeed, did she not. Here 
have I brought him back again. 

Pro. What ! didst thou offer her this from 
me? 


I Launce. Ay, sir : the other squirrel was 
: stolen fi’om me by tJie hangman’s boys in the 
market-place ; and then 1 offer’d lier mine 
own, \vho is a dog as l)ig as ten of yqui’s, and 
therefore the gift tlu^ greater. 

Pro. Go get tliee Jumee, and find my dog 
again, m 

Or ne’er return again into my sight. 

Away, I say ! Stay’st thou to vex me here ? 

A slave that still an end turns me to shame. 

[Exit Launce. 

Sebastian, T have entcTtained thee. 

Partly, that I have lu^ed of such a youth, * 
That can with some discretion do my 
business, 

For ’t is no trusting to yon foolisli lout ; 

But, eliiefly, for^fcliy face, and thy behaviour, 
Whicli (if rny augury deceive me not) 

Witness good bringing up, fortune, and ‘ 

ti’iith : 70 

Therefore know thee, for this I entei*tain 
‘ thee. 

Go jiresently, and take this ring with thee : 
Deliver it to Madam Silvia.. 

She lov’d me w^ell, deliver'd it to mo. 

J ul. It seems yon lov’d not her, to leave 
her token. 

She ’s dead, belike ? 

Pro. Not so : I think, she lives. 

Jut. Alas 1 

Pro. Why dost thou cry, Alas ? 

Jvl. I cannot choose but pity her. ^ % 

Pro. AVherefore shouldst thou pity her? 
Jul. Because, methiuks, that she' lov’d you 
as well 

As you do lovv) your lady Silvia. ' ^ : 

She dreams on liim, that has forgot her love ; 
You dote on her, that cares not for your love. 
’T is pity, love should bo so contrary ; 

And thinking on it makes me cry, Alas ! 

Pro. Well, give her that ring, and there- 
withal 

This letter : — that ’s her chamber. — ^Tell my 
lady, 

I claim the promise for her heavenly picture. 
Your message done, hie home unto my 
chamber, ») 

Where thou shalt find me ssid and solitary. 

[Exit. 

Jul. How many women would do such a 
message ? 

Alas, poor Proteus ! thou hast entertain’d 
A fox to be the shepherd of thy lambs. 

Alas, poor fool ! why do I pity him, 

That witli his veiy heart despiseth me ? 
Because he loves her, ho despiseth me ; 

Because I love him, I must pity him. 

This ring I gave him when he parted! from me, 
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To bind him to remember my good will ; i«) 

And now am I (unhappy messenger !) 

To plead for that which I would not obtain ; 
To carry that which I would have refus’d, 

To i)raise his faith which I would liave 
disprais’d. 

I am my master’s true-confirmed love, 

But cannot be true servant to my master, 
Unless T prove false traitor to myself. 

Yet will 1 woo for him ; but yet so coldly, 
As, heaven it knows, I would not have him 
speed. 

Enter Silvia, attended. 

Oentlewoman, good day. I ])ray you, be my 
mean no 

To Imiiig me where to speak 'with Madam 
Silvia. 

Sll. What would you with her, if that I be 
she 

Jnl. If you be she, T do entreat your 
patience 

To hear me speak the message 1 am sent on. 

Sil. From whom ? 

Jnl. bVom my master, 8ir Proteus, madam. 

SiL O ! lie sends you for a picture 1 
Ay, madam. 

Sil. Ursula, bring my jiicture tliere. 

[A yncinre hrovght. 
Go, give your master this : tell him from 
me, ISO 

One Julia, that his changing thoughts forgot, 
Would better fit Ids chamber, tlian this 
shadow. 

Jul. Madam, please you peruse this 
letter. — 

Pardon me, madam, I have uiiadyis’d 
Deliver’d you a paper that I should not : 
This is the letter to your ladyship. 

I pray thee, let mo look on that 
again. 

Jul. It may not be : good madam, parilon 
me. 

Sil. There, hold. 

I will not look upon your master’s lines : 

I. know, they are stuff’d with protestations, 
And full of new-found oaths, which he will 
break 

As easily as I do tear his paper. 

Jul. Madam, he sends your ladyship this 
ling. 

Sil, The more shame for him that he sends 
it me; 

For I have heard him say a thousand times, 
His Julia gave it him at his departure. 
Though his false finger have profan’d the 
ring, 

Mine shall not do his J ulia so much wrong. 


Jul. She thanks you. no 

Sil. What say’st tluni 1 
Jul. I thank you, madain, that you tender 
her. 

Poor gentlewoman ! my muster wrongs her 
much. 

SU. Dost thou know her 1 
Jid. Almost as well as I do know myself : ^ 
To think upon her woes, 1 do protest, 

That 1 have wept a hundred st.‘veral times. 

Sil. Belike, she thinks, that Proteus hath 
forsook her. 

Jid. I think she doth, and that ’s her 
cause of sorrow. 

Sd. Is she not passing fair 1 i.vi 

Jid. »She hath been fairer, madam, than 
she is. • 

When she did think my master lov’d her 
well, 

She, in my judgment, was as fair as you ; 

But since she did neglect her looking-glass, 
And threw her sun-expelling mask away, 

The air hath starv’d the roses in hei* cheeks, 
And pinch’d the lily-tincture of her face, 

T^hat now she is become as black as 1. 

Sil. How tall was she'/ if>j» 

Jfd. About my stature ; foi% at Pentecost, 
When all our pageants of delight were play’d, 
Our youth got me to play the woman’s part. 
And I was trimmed in Madam Julia’s gown, 
Which served me as fit, by all men’s judg- 
ments, 

As if the garment had l)con made for mo : 
Therefore, 1 know she is about my height. » 
And at that time I made Jier wee[) agood, • 
For I <lid play a lamcmtablo part. 

Madam, ’t was Ariadne, passioning 

For Theseus’ perjury and unjust flight ; iro 

Which I so lively acted with my tears. 

That my poor mistress, moved therewithal, 
Wept bitterly, and ’would I might be dead, 

If 1 in thought felt not her very soitow. 

Sil. She is beholding to thee, gentle youth. 
Alas, poor lady ) tlesolate and left ! — 

I weep myself, to think upon thy words. 

Here, youth ; there is my 2 )urse : I give thee 
this 

For thy sweet mistress’ sake, because thou 
lov’st her. 

Farewell. [Exit Silvia, attended. 

Jul. And she shall thank you for ’t, if e’er ^ 
you know her. — 

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild, and beauti- 
ful ! 

I hope my master’s suit Avill be but cold, 

Since she resj>ects my mistress’ lovo so much. 
Alas, how love can trifle with itself! 

Here is her picture. Let me see ; I think. 
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If I had such a tire, this fjicc of mine 
Were full as lovely as is this of Ikms ; 

And yet the painter flatter’d her a little, 
Unless I flatter with mys<*lf niiich. i 
Her hair is auburn, miiu^ is perfect ycdlow : 
If that be all the diherence in Jiis love, 

I ’ll get me such a colour’d periwig. 

Her eyes are grey as glass, and so are mine 
Ay, but her forcheatl ’s low, and mine ’s i 
high. 

What should it be, that he res|)ects in her, 
But I can make respective in myself, 

If this fond Love were not a blinded god I 


Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow 
up. 

For’ t is thy rival. O thou senseless form ! 

Thou shalt be worshipp’d, kiss’d, lov’d, and 
ador’d. 

And, were there seusti in his idolatry. 

My substance should be statue in thy stead. 

1 ’ll use thee kindly for thy mistress’ sake. 

That us’d me so, or tdse, by Jove I vow, 

I should have scratch’d out your umseeing 
eyes, 

To make my master out of love with thee. 

[/TiciL 


ACT 

Scene I. — The Same. An Abbey. 

Eidf^r EciLAMorii. 

Ay/. The sun begins to gild the westeiai 

sky, ^ 

And now it is about the very hour, 

That Silvia at Friar Patrick’s cell shouj^l 
meet me. 

She W’ill not fail ; for lovers break not hours, 
Unless it be to come before their time ; 

So much they spur their expedition. 

Elder Silvia. 

See, where she comes. — Lady, a hapj^y evening ! 

EiL Amen, amen ! go on, good Eglamour, 
Out at the ]>ostern by the abbey -wall. 

I fear, I am attemled by some spie.s. lo 

EgL Fear not : the forest is not three 
leagues off; 

If we recover that, we are sure enough. 


Scene II. — The Same. — A Room in the 
Ditke’s Palace. 

E^iter Tiiukio, Pkoteus, n 7 ul Julia. 

Thu. Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my 
suit ? 

Pro. O, sir ! I find her milder than she 
was : 

And yet she takes cxce[)tions at your person. 

T/iu. What 1 that my leg is too long] 

Pro. No, that it is too little. 

Thu. I ’ll wear a boot to make it somewhat 
rounder. 

Jul. [Aside.^ But love will not lie spuiT’d 
to what it loathes. 

Th^l. What says she to my face ] 

Pro. She says it is a fair one. 

94 


V. 

Thu. Nay, then the wanton lies : my face* 
is black. n> 

Pro. But jiearls ai*e fair, and the old 
saying is, 

Bhick men are pearls in beauteous ladies’ eyes. 
Jul. ’Tis true, such pearls as put 

out ladies’ eyes ; 

For I bad rather wink than look on them. 
Thu. How likes she my discourse ] 

Pro. Ill, when you talk of war. 

Tfm. But well, when I discourse of love 
and jx^ace ] 

Jul. But better, indeed, when yon 

hold your peace. 

Thu. What says she to my valoitr ] 

Pro. O, air ! she makes no doubt of that. a> 
Jul. [Aside.'] She needs not, when she 
knows it cowardice. 

Thu. What says she to my birj'th ] 

Pro. That you are well derived. 

.fid. [Aside.] True ; from a gentleman to a. 
fool. 

Thu, Considers .she my possession.s ] 

Pro. O ! ay ; and pities them. 

Thiv. Wherefore ] 

Jul. [AsldP;] That such an ass should owe* 
them. 

Pro. That they are out by lease. 

Jtd. Here comes the duke. ao 

Enter Duke. 

Duke. How now. Sir Proteus ? how now, 
Thiirio ? 

Which of you saw Sir Eglamour of late ? 

Thu. Not I. 

Pro. Nor I. 

Duke. Saw you my daughter ] 

Pro. Neither. 

Duke. Why, then 

She ’s fled unto that peasant Valentine, 

And Eglamour is in her company. 
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’T is true ; for Friar Laurence met them 
both, 

As he in penance wauderM through the 
forest ; 

Him he knew well, and guess VI that it was 
she, 

But, being mask’d, he was not sure of it : 40 

Jk*sides, she did intend confession 
At Patrick’s cell this even, and there she was 
not. 

These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence. 
Therefore, I j»ray you, stand not to discourse, 
But mount yon presently; and meet with me 
Upon tlie rising of the mountain-foot, 

That leads towards Mantua, whither they arti 
fled. 

Dispatcli, sweet gentleiiien, and follow me. 

[/tJxU, 

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl, 
That flies her fortune when it follows her. 

I ’ll after, more to be rcvejig’d on Eglamour, 
Than for the love of reckless Silvia. 

Fro, And I. will follow, more for Silvia’s 
love. 

Than hate of Eglamour, that goes with li^r. 

Jnl. And J will follow, more to cross that 
love, 

Than hate for Silvia, that is gone for lov^e. 

Scene III. — The Forest. 

Enter Silvia, and Onthnos. 

I Oat, Come, come ; 

Be patient, we must bring you to our captain. 

Sll. A thousand more mischances than this 
one 

Have learn’d me how to brook this patiently. 

fl Oat. Come, bring her away. 

1 Out, Where is the ^ntleman that was 
with her ] 

3 Out. Being nimble-footed, he liath out- 
run us : 

Blit Moyses and Valerius follow him. 

Uro thou with her to the west end of the 
wood ; 

There is our captain. We’ll follow him 
that ’s fled 10 

The thicket is beset ; he cannot scai)e. 

i Out Come, I must bring you to our 
captain’s cave. 

Fear not ; he bears an honourable mind, 

And will not use a woman lawlessly. 

Sil. O Valentine ! this 1 endure for thee. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene IV. — Another Part of the Forest. 
Enter V AL ent i n e. 

Yal. How use doth >)ree(| a habit in a man ! 
This shadowy desert, nnfre(iueuted woods, 

I better brook than flourishing pcojded 
towns. 

Here can I sit alone, unseen of any, 

And to the nightingale’s complaining notes 
Tune my distresses, and record niy woes. 

O ! thou that dost inhabit in my l)ri*ast, 
Leave not the mansion so long tenantless. 
Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall, 

And leave no memory of what it was ! 

Repair me with tliy presence, Silvia ! 

Thou gentle nymi)h, cheri.sh tliy forlorn 
swain ! — 

Wliat halloing, and what stir, is this to-tlav f 
Thesis are my mates, that make their wills 
their law, 

Have some unhappy passenger in chase. 

They love me well ; yet I hav(} much to do, 

To keep them fi*om uncivil outrages. 
Withdraw thee, Valentine: wJ»o ’s this comes 
her(‘ ? [Stejfs asidx. 

Enter Proteus, Silvia, and Julia. 

Fro. Madam, this service I liavo done fgr 
you 

(Though you respect not aught your serv^ant 
doth), a> 

To hazard life, and rescue you from him 
That woidd have forc’d your honour and your 
lov(\ 

Vouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair 
look ; 

A smaller boon than this I cannot l)eg. 

And less than this, I am sure, you cannot 
give. 

Val. How like a dream is tliis I see and 
hear ! 

Love, lend me patience to fortoir awliilef. 

Sit O miserable, unha])py tliat 1 am ! 

Fro. Unhappy were you, madam, ere J 
came ; 

But by my coming I have made you hap]»y. »* 
SiJ. By thy approach thou mak’st mo most 
unhappy. 

Jnl. [Aside.'^ And me, when he aj)proachcth 
t>o your presence. 

Sil, Had I been seized by a Jiuiigiy lion, 

I would have been a breakfast to the lx?ast, 
Rather than have false Protons rescue me. 

0 Heaven ! V)e judge, how I love Valentine, 
Whose life ’s as tender to me as my soul ; 

And full as much (for more there cannot be) 

1 do detest false ]>erjur'd Proteus. 

Therefore be gone : solicit me no more. 
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Pro. What dangerous action, stood it iiex 
to death, 

Would I not undergo for one calm look ! 

O ! ^t is the curse in love, and still approv’d, 
When women cannot love, where they ’re 
belov’d. 

When Proteus cannot love, where he ’s 
belov’d. 

Read over J ulia’s heart, thy first best love, 
For whose dear sake thou didst then rend 
thy faitli 

Into a thousand oaths ; and all those oaths 
• Descended into peijury to love me. 

Thou liast no faith left now, unless thou ’dst 
two, 

And that ’s far worse than none ; better have 
none 

Than jilural faith, which is too much by one. 
Thou countorfeit to thy true friend ! 

Pro. In love,. 

Who r(‘spocts friend ? 

*SV/. All men but Proteus. 

Pro. Nay, if the gentle spirit of inoving 
words 

Can no way change you to a milder form, 

I’ll woo you like a soldier, at arms’ end, 

And love you ’gainst the nature of love : 
force you. 

O Heaven ! 

Pro. 1 ’ll force thee yield to my de^sire. 
Val. Ruffian, let go that rude uncivil touch ; 
Thou friend of an ill fashion ! 

Pro, Valentine ! 

Val. Thou common friend, that ’s without 
faith or love (c 

(For such IS a friend now) ; trejicherous man ! 
Thou hast beguil’d my hoj)es : nought but 
mine eye 

Could have persuaded mo. Now I dare not 

I have one friend alive : thou wouldst dis- 
• * prove me. 

Who should be trusted now, when one’s right 
hand 

Is perjiir’d to the bosom ? Proteus, 

I am sorry I must never trust thee more, 

But count the world a stranger for thy sake. 70 
The private wound is deepest. O time most 
accurat ! 

’Mongst all foes, that a friend should be the 
worst ! 

Pro, My shame and guilt confounds mo. — 
Forgive me, Valentine. If hearty sorrow 
Be a sufficient ransom for offence, 

I tender ’t here : I do as truly suffer 
As e’er I did commit. 

Val Tlien I am paid ; 

And once again I do receive thee honest | 


Who by rofKmtance is not satisfied. 

Is nor of Heaven, nor earth ; for these aro 
pleas’d. HQ 

By penitence the Eternal’s wi*ath ’s apfxjas’d i 
And, that my love may appear plain and free> 
All that was mine in Silvia I give thee. 

Jnl O me unhappy ! [^Faints.. 

Pro. Look to the boy. 

Val Why, boy ! why, wag ! how now 1 
what is the matter ? 

Look up; speak. 

•hd. O good sir ! my master charg’d me 
To deliver a ring to Madam Silvia, 

Which, out of my neglect, was never done. 
Pro. Where is that ring, boy? 

Jul #Here ’t is : this is it. [(/Ives a ring. 
Pro. How ! let mo see. m ' 

Why, this is the ring I gave to Julia. 

Jul. O ! ciy you mercy, sir ; I have^ 
mistook ; 

This is the ring you sent to Silvia. 

another ring,. 

Pro. But, how carn’st thou by this ring ? 

At my depai*t I gave this unto Julia. 

Jnl And Julia herself did give it me ; 

And J ulia herself hath brought it hither.. 
Pro. How? Julia! 

Jnl. Behold her that gave aim to all thy 
oaths, 100 

And entertain’d them deeply in her heart : 
How oft hast thou with j)erjiiry*. cleft the 
root ! ' 

O Proteus 1 let this habit make thee blush : 

Be thou asham’d, that I have took upon me 
Such an immodest raiment ; if shame live 
In a disguise of love. * * 

It is the lesser blot, modesty finds. 

Women to change their shapes, than men 
their minds. 

Pro. Than men their minds ! ’t is true.. 

O Heaven 1 wei^e man 

But constant, he wc^re perfect : that one 
error no- 

FiUs him with fJUlts; makes him ^run . 

through all the sins : 
nconstancy falls off, ere it begins. 

What is in Silvia’s face, but I may spy 
More fresh in J ulia’s, with a constant eye % 

Val Come, come, a hand froxn either. 

Let me be blest to make this happy close : 

’T were pity two such friends should be long 
foes. 

Pro. Bear witness, Heaven, I have my 
wish for ever. 

Jul And I mine. 

Enter Outlaws, with Duke and Thurio, 
Outlaws. A prize ! a prize I a prize i 
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VaL Forbctar : forbear, .1 say ; it js ^my 
lord the diikc. — 

Your grace is welcome to a man disgrac’d, 
Banished Valentine. 

Duke, Sir Valentine 1 

Th/fi, Yonder is Silvia; and Silvia ^s mine. 
Val. Thurio, give back, or (*]se embrace 
thy death. 

Oornc not within the measure of my wrath : 
Do not name Silvia thine ; if once again, 
Verona shall not hold tlice. Hciro she 
stands : 

Take but possi'ssion of her witli a toucli ; 

I dare thee but to bi’cathe ujioii iny lovci. i:u) 
Thii. Sir Valentine, I care not for hiir, 1. 

I hold him but a fool that wirU endanger 
.His body for a girl that loves him not : 

.1 claim her not, and therefore she is tliino. 
Ditke, The more d(jgeiuirate and base art 
thou, 

To make such nuains for her as thou hast 
done, 

.And leave her on such slight conditioiis. 

Now, by the honour of my ancestry, 

I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine, 

And think the(i worthy of an empress’ love. ii» 
Know tln.*n, I here forget all foi’iner griefs, 
Cancel all gi'udge, repeal thee home again. — 
Plead a new state in thy unrivaird merit, 

To whicli I thus subscribe : Sir Valentine, 
Thou art a gentleman, and well deriv’d ; 

Take thou thy Silvia, for thou hast deserv’d 
her. 

Val, I thank your grace ; the gift hath 
made me happy. 

I now beseech you, for your daughter’s sake 


To grant one boon that T shall ask of yom 
Duke, I grant it for thine own, whate’er it 
be. i.v) 

Val, Th(‘S(3 banish’d imm, that I have kept 
withal, 

Are men endued with woi-thy (puilities : 

Forgive them what they have committed 
here, 

And let them be recall’d from thf‘ir exile. 

They are reformed, civil, full of good, 

And lit for great employment, worthy lord. 
Duke. Thou hast jirevail’d ; I pardon them, 
and thee : 

Dispose of them, as thou know’.st their deserts. 

C'Ome, let us go : we will include all jars 

With triumphs, mirth, and rare solemnity, m 
VaJ, And as wo walk along, 1 dare be 
bohi 

With our discourse to make your grace to 
smile. 

Wliat think you of this page, my lord 1 
Dake. T think the l)oy hath graces in him : 
he blushes. 

Val, I warrant yon, my lord, moi’e grace 
than boy. 

Duke. What mean you by tliat saying ? 

Val. Pleas(^ you, i ’ll t(dl you as we pass, 
along, 

That you will wonder what hath foituncd. — 

Come, Proteus ; ’tis your penance but to 
hear 

The story of your loves discovered : iw 

That done, our day of imirriage shall bo 
yours ; 

One feast, one house, one mutual happiness. 

\ExeunU 


VI 



THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


DRAMATIS PERSONM:. 


SoLiNrs, Duke of Ephrsfffi. 
iEoEON, a Merchant of Syracaae, 

A I Twin. Jlrofherti, 

ANTIPHOLFS o/ hplwSUS, ,, , jy 

. . J ’ ■ 1o .hqeoa 

AnTIPHOLI^S of Sifracvse, Fm'Uia 

^ .• /• / r Twin Jirothrrs, Atten 

DrOMIO of Aphesns, ) 

Dromio (f St/racf(S(\ | 

Balthazar, a Mrrrkant. 

AxGRLO, o (foJfhinith. I 


danfs on the two 
Ant iphol uses. 


A Merchant, Friend to Aniipholm of Syracuse, 
A Merchant tradiny with Angelo, 

PiNCii, a Schoolmaster. 

yKMlLTA, Wife to /Egeon, 

Adriana, Wife to Antipholus of Ephesus. 
LrciANA, her Sister. 

Luce, Servant to Adriana, 

A Courtesan. 

CmJer, Officers, and other Attendants. 


.VriWA—EPHESUS. 


ACT I. 


Scene I. — A Hall in the Dukes Palace. 

Enter Duke, yE(iEON, Gaoler, Officers, and 
other Attendants. 

JJgeon. Proceed, Solinns, to procure mv 
fall. 

And by the doom of ileath end woes and all. 
Duke. Aierohant of Syraousa, plead no 
more. 

I am not partial, to infringe our laws : 

The enmity and discord, Avhich of late 
Sl)rung from tlie rancorous outrage of your 
duke 

To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, — 
Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 
Have seal’d his rigorous statutes with their 
bloods,™ 

Excludes all pity from our threat’ning looks.io 
For, since the mortal and intestine jars 
Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us. 

It hath in solemn synods been decreed, 

Both by the Syracusians and oursedves. 

To admit no traffic to our adverse towns : 
Nay, more, if any, born at Ephesus, 

Be seen at Syracusian marts and fairs ; 

Again, if any Syracusian born 
Dome to the bay of Ephesus, he dies, 

His goods confiscate to the duke’s dispose ; 20 
Unless a thousand marks be levied. 

To quit tlie j)enalty, and to ransom liim. 

Thy substance, valued at the hightjst rate, 
Cannot amount unto a hundi’ed marks ; 
Therefore, by law thou art condemn'd to die. 


^Ege. Yet this iny comfort : when your 
words arc done. 

My woes end likewise with the evening sun. 
Duke. Well, Syracusian ; say, in brief, the 
cause 

Why thou departedst from thy native koine, 
And for wliat cause thou (;anrst to Eph('sus. 
/Eye. A heavier task could not have been 
impos’d ju 

Than I to si)c«dc my griefs unspeakable ; 

Yet, that the world may witness, tliat luy 
end 

Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 

I ’ll utter what my sorrow gives me leave. 

In Syracusa was .1 born, and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me. 

And by me too, had not our hap been bad. 
With her I liv’d in joy : our wealth increas’d 
By prosperous voyages I often made 40 

l^'o Epidamnum ; till my fixetor’s death'. 

And the great care of goods at random left, 
Drew ino from kind embracements of my 
spouse : 

From whom my absence was not six months 
old. 

Before herself (almost at fainting under 
The pleasing punishment that women hear) 
ilad made provision for her following me, 
And soon, and safe, arrived where I was. 
There had she not been long, but she became 
A joyful mother of two goodly sons ; no 
And, which was strange, the one so like the 
other, 
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As could not be distinguish'd but by names. 
That very lioiir, and in the self-same inn, 

A meaner woman was delivered 
Of such a burden, male twins, both alike. 
Those, for tlieir parents were exceeding poor, 

I bought, and brouglit up to attenfl my sons. 
My wife, not meanly j^roud of two such boys, 
Made daily motions for our home return : 
Unwillijig I agreed ; alas ! too soon «> 

We came aboard. 

A league from Epidamnum had we sailM, 
Before tlu^ always- wind-obeying dee[) 

Gave any tragic instance of our harm : 

But longer did we not retain much hope : 

For what obscured light the heavens did 
gmiit 

Did but convey unto our fearfiil minds 
A doubtful warrant of immodiat(‘ death ; 
Which, thougli myself would gladly have 
embrac'd. 

Yet the incessant weepings of my wife, 7<> 
Weeping before for what she saw must come, 
And pit(’Ous plaii lings of the i)retty halies, 
That mourn’d for fashion, ignorant what to 
fear, 

Forc’d me to seek delays for them ami mo. 
And this it was, — for other means was none. 
The sailors sought for safety hy our boat, 

And left the ship, then sinking- ripe, to us. 

My wife, more careful for (lie jatter-hoim, 

Had fasten’d him unto a small spare mast, 
Such as seafaring men provide* for storms : w* 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilst I had been like lieedful of tlio other. 
The children thus dispos'd, my wife and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix’d, 
Fasten'd ourselves at either end the mast ; 
And floating straight, obedient to the .stream, 
Were carried towards Corinth, as we thought. 
At length the sun, gazing upon the cartli, 
Dis])ers’d tliose vapours that offended us, 

And by the benefit of his wished light 
The seas wax’d calm, and we discovered 
Two ships from far making amain to us ; 

Of Corinth that, of Epiilaurus this : 

But ere they came, — O, let me say no more ! 
Gather the sequel by that went before. 

Duke, Nay, forward, old man ; do not 
break off so ; 

For we may pity, though not pardon thee. 
uEije, O, had the gods done so, I had not 
now 

Worthily term'd them merciless to us ! 

For, ere the ships could meet by twice five 
leagues, loo 

We were encounter'd by a mighty rock ; 
Which being violently borne upon, 

Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst ; 


8o that in this unjust divoi’ce of us 
Fortune had left to hotli of us alike 
What to delight in, what to sorrow for. 

Her jiart, poor soul 1 se(*ming hs burdened 
With lesser weight, but not with lesser woe, 
Was carried with more sp(MMl before the 
wind, 

And in our sight they three wen* taken up no 
By fishermen of Corinth, as \V(i thought. 

At length another ship liad seized on us ; 
And, knowing whom it was tlitav hap to 
save, 

Gave healthful welcome to their shipwraok’d 
guests ; 

And would Inu e reft the fishers of tlieir prey, 
Had not tluur bark been very slow of sail ; 
And therefore homeward flifl the*}' Ijeud tlieir 
course. — 

Thus liave you heard me sever'd from inv 
bliss, 

That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd, 

To tell sad stories of my own mishaps. 

And, for tin* 8ak(^ f)f them tlion 
sorrowest for, 

Do me the favour to dilate at full 
What hath hefall’n of them, and tJioe, till 
now. 

uEije. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest 
care, 

At eighteen years became impiisitive 
After his In’other ; and importun’d me, 

That his attendant (so his case was like*, 

R(jft of his brother, but retain’d his name) 
Might bear him coin)>any in the quest of him; 
Wliom whilst I labour’d of a love to see, iw 
I hazanled the loss of whom T lov'd. 

Five summers have I spent in farthest 
Greece, 

Roaming clean through the bounds of Asia, 
And, coasting homeward, came to Epliesus, 
Hopeless to find, yet loath to leave unsought 
Or that, or any place that harbours men. 

Bnt there must end the story of my life ; 

And ha))py were I in my timely death, 

Could all my travels warrant m(^ they live. 
Duke, Hapless .^-Egeon, whom the fates Iiavo- 
mark'd 

To bear the extremity of di»-e mishap ! 

Now, trust me, were it not against our laws, 
Against my crown, my oatli, my dignity, 
Which princes, would they, may not dis- 
annul, 

My soul shoidd sue as advocate for thee. 

But though thou art adjudged to the death, 
And passed sentence may not be recall’d 
But to our honour’s grcat^lisparageinent, 

Yet will I fiivour thee in what I can : 
Therefore, merchant, I 'll limit thee this day„ 
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To seek tliy lielp by beneficial h(‘lp : 

Try all the friends thou hast in Ej)hesus ; 

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up tlie sum. 
And live; if no, then thou art doom’d to 
die. — 

tlaoler, take him to thy custody. 

Gaol. I will, my lord. 
uEge. Hopeless, and ]ielpK‘ss, doth ^Egoon 
wend, 

But to procmstinatt* his lifeless end. [^Kxenni. j 


Sc’EXE II. — A Public Place. 

Enter Axtipholus Syrac 7 f .'< p , Dromio of 
aud a Mn'chmit. 

*ei\ Tli(uefoi'(^, give out you are of Epi- 
(lamnum, 

Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate. 
Tin’s very day, a SyT'acusiaii meichaut 
Is apprehended for arrival here ; 

And, not being able to buy out liis life 
According to the statute of the town, 

Dies ere the weary sun set in tlie west. 

There is your money that I had to keej). 

Ant. aS'. Co bear it to tlie Centaur, where 
we Iiost, 

And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee. 
Within this liour it will be dinner-time : n 
Till that, I ’ll view the manners of the town. 
Peruse the traders, gaze u[)on the buildings, 
And then return ami sloo[) within mine inn ; 
For with long travel I am stiff and weary. 

Oet thee away. 

Dro. S. Many a man would take you at 
your word, 

And go indeed, having so good a mean. 

[Exit. 

Ant. S. A trusty villain, sir, that very oft, 
When I am dull with care and melancholy, 20 
Lightens my humour with his merry jests. 
What, will you walk with me about the 
town, 

And then go to my inn, and dine with me 1 
J/er.r I am invited, sir, to ceiiiaiii mer- 
chants. 

Of whom I hope to make much benefit ; 

I crave your pardon. Soon at five o’clock. 
Please you, I’ll meet with you upon the 
mart, 

And afterwards consort you till bed-time : 

My present business calls me fr-om you now. 
Ant. S. Farewell till then. I will go lose 
myself, ao 

And wander up and down to view the city. 
Mer. Sir, I commend you to your own 
content. [Exit. 


Ant. S. He that commends me to mine own 
content, 

Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 

I to the world am lilce a drop of water, 

That in the ocean seeks another drop ; 

Who, falling there to find his fellow foith, 
Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself : 

So I, to find a mother, and a brother, 

In tpiest of them, unhappy, lose myself. 4fi 

Enter Diionio of Ephes/is. 

Here comes the almamic of my true date. 
What now ? How cliance thou art return’d 
so soon ? 

Dro. E. Return’d so soon ! ratlier approach’d 
too late. 

The capon biA’iis, the pig falls from the spit, 
The clock hath struckeii twelve upon the 
l)ell; 

My mistress made it one upon my cheek : 

She is so liot, because th(i meat is cold ; 

The meat is cold, because you come not 
home ; 

You come not home, because you have no 
stomach ; 

You have no stomach, having 'broke your 
last ; w) 

But we, that know what * ’t is to fast and 
pi’ay. 

Are penitent for your defiuilt to-day. 

Ant. S. Stop in your wind, sir. Tell me 
this, I pray : “ 

Where have you left the money that I gave 
you ? 

Dro. E. O ! sixpence, that I had o’ Wednes- 
lay last, 

To pay the saddler for my mistress’ crupi>er ; 
Tlie saddler had it, sir ; I kept it not. 

Ant. S. I am not in a sportive humour 
now. 

Tell me, and dally not, where is the money ? 
We being strangers here, how dar’st thou 
trust 

So great a charge from thine own custody 1 

Dro. E. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at 
dinner. 

I from my mistress come to you in post ; 

If I return, I shall be post indeed, 

For she will score your fault upon my pate. 
Methinks, your maw, like mine, should be 
your clock, ^ 

And strike you home without a messenger. 

Ant. S. Come, Dromio, come; these jests 
are out of season : 

Reserve them till a merrier hour than this. 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to theel ro 

Dro. E. To me, sir? ^why, you gave no 
gold to me. 
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AnL S, Come on, sir knave; have done 
your foolishness, 

And tell me how thou hast dispos’d thy 
charge. 

• Dro. E. My cliarge was hut to fetch you 
from the mart 

Horne to your liouse, the Phmnix, sir, to 
linner. 

My mistress, and her sister, stay l.a* you. 

Ant, X Now, as f am a Oliristiau, answer 
me, 

In what safe place you have bestow’d my 
money ; 

Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours. 

That stands on tricks wlnm 1 am iiiidispos’d.*^' 

Wliere is the thousand marks thou liadst of 
me ? * 

Dro, E, I have soim? marks of yours upon 
my pate ; 

Some of my mistress’ marks upon my 
shoulders, 

But not a thousand marks betweoji you both. 

If I should pay your worship those again, 

Perchance, you will not bear them patiently. 
Ant, S, Thy mistress’ marks I what mistress, 
slave, hast thou ? 


I)ro. E, Your worship’s wife, my mistress 
at the Phoenix ; 

Slie that doth fast till you come home to 
dinner, 

And 2 >rays that you will liie yon home to 
dinner. no 

Ant, S, What, wilt thou flout me thus unto 
my face. 

Being forbid ? Thon^, take? yon that, sii* 
knave. [Xr?7r.s hhn, 

I)ro. E, What mean you, sir ? for Cod’s 
sake, hold your liaiids. 

Nay, an yon will not, sir, 1 ’ll take iny In^ds. 

[Eiif. 

Auf. S, U 2 )on my life, by some devi(?e or 
other 

The villain is o’er-raught of all my money. 

They say, this town is full of cozenage ; 

As, nimble jugglers that deceive the eye, 

Dai-k-working sorecr(?rs that change the mind, 

Soul-killing witches that deform the body, I'xi 

Disguised cheaters, juating mountebanks, 

And many siich-like liberties of sin : 

Jf it prove so, I will l>o gone the sooner. 

I ’ll to the (.entaiir, to go seek this slave : 

I greatly fear, niy money is not safe. [Exit, 


ACT 

Scene I. — House oKAntipiiolus of Ephesus. 
Entor Adkiana and Luoiana. 

A dr. Neither my husband, nor the slave 
retiuui’d. 

That in such haste T sent to seek his master ! 

Sure, Luciana,"^ it is two o’clock. 

/aic. Perha])s, some merchant hath invited 
him, 

And from the mart ho ’s somewhere gone to 
dinner. 

Good sister, let us dine, and never fret : 

A man is master of his liberty : 

Time is their master; and, when they see 

^ time, 

They ’ll go, or come : if so, be patient, sister. 

Adr. Why should their liberty than ours 
be more ? Jo 

Ltic, Because their business still lies out o’ 
door. 

Adr, Look, when I serve him so, he takes 
it ill. 

Ztbc, O ! know he is the bridle of your 
will. 

Adr, There ’s none but asses will be bridled 
so. 

Luc, Why, headstrong liberty is lash’d 
with woe. 


11 . 

Th(?re ’s nothing situate under heaven’s eye 
But hath his boiind, in eartli, in sea, in sky: 
The beasts, the tishes, and tlie winged fowls, 
Are their males’ subj(?cts, and at their con- 
trols. 

Men, hiore divine, tlie masters of all these, 
Lords of the wide world, an<l wild wat’ry 
seas. 

Indued with intellectual sense and souls, 

Of more 2 )re-eiiiinence than fish and fowls, 
Are masters to their females, and their lords : 
Then, let your will attend on their accords. 

Adr, This servitud(3 makes you to keej? 
unwed. 

Lii(\ Not this, but ti*oubles of the marriage^ 
IXed. 

Adr, But, were you wedded, you would 
bear some sway. 

Luc. Ere I leani love, I’ll j^ractise to 
obey. 

Adr. How if your liusband start some 
other wliere ? »> 

Lnr, Till lie come home again, I would 
forbear. 

Adr. Patience inimov’d, no marvel though 
she 2 >ause ; 

They can be meek that have no Other cause. 
A wretched soul, bruis’d with adveraity, 
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We bid be quiet, 'when we hear it cry ; 

But were we burden’d with like weiglit of 
pain, 

As much, or more, we should oui’Selves com- 
plain ; 

So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve 
thee, 

With urging }u^]pless ])ati(uicc woiiklst relieve 
me : 

But if thou live to fi(‘v like right iKU'eft, 

This fool-begg’d patience in tliec will be left. 

Zitc. Well, I will marry one day, but to 
try.— 

Here c()me.s youi’ man : now is your husband 
iiigli. 

EnUr Dromio of Ephesus, 

Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at 
liand ] 

Dro. E. Nay, he is at two hands with me, 
ami that my two ears can witness. 

Adr. Say, didst thou speak with him \ 
Know’st thou his mind ? 

Dro, E, Ay, ay ; lie told his mind upon 
mine ear. 

Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand 
it. 

L}f.c, Spake he so doubtfully, thou couhlst 
not feel his meaning ? - 51 

Dro. E. Nay, he wtruck .so plainly, I could 
too well feel his blows : and withal so doubt- 
fully, that I could scarce understand them. 

Adr. But say, I pry thee, is he coming 
home ? 

It seems, he hath great care to please his 
wife. 

Dro. E. Wliy, mistress, sure my master is 
horn-mad. 

Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain ! 

Dro. E. I mean not cuckold-mad ; but, 
sure, he is stark mad. 

When I desir’d him to come home to dinner, 
He jisk’tl mo for a thousand mai'ks in gold : ei 
“ ’T is dinner-time,” quoth I ; My gold ! ” 
piotli he : 

‘■Your meat doth burn,” quoth I; “My 
gold ! ” cpioth he : 

^‘Will you come home?” quoth I; “My 
gold ? ” quoth he : . 

“Where is the thousand marks I gave thee, 
villain?” 

“ The i>ig,” quoth T, “ is burnM ; ” “ My 
gold ! ” quoth he : 

“My mistress, sir,” quoth I ; “ Hang up thy 
mistress ! 

I know not thy mistress : out on thy mis- 
tress ! ” 

LiMi. Quoth who ? 


Dro. E. Quoth my ma.stcr : 7«> 

“I know,” quoth he, “no house, no wife, no 
mistress.” 

So that my erraiul, due unto my tongue, 

I thank him, I bear lioine upon my shouldera; 
For, in conclusion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. (to back again, thou slave, and fetch 
him home. 

Dro. E. Go back again, and be new beaten 
home ? 

For God’s sake, send some other messenger. 

Adr. Back, slave, or I will break thy pate 
across. 

Dro. E. And lie will bless that cross with 
other heating. 

Between you 1 shall have a holy head. ao 

Adr. Hence, prating peasant ! fetch thy 
master homo. 

Dro. E. Am I so round with you, as you 
with me, 

’riiat like a football yon do spurn me thus ? 
You spurn me hence, ami he will spurn mo 
liither : 

If I last in this service, you must case me in 
leather. \^Exit. 

Luc. Fie, how impatience lowci’eth in your 
face I 

Adr. His comj>any must do bis minions 
grace, 

Wliilst r at borne starve for a merry look. 
Hath homely ago the aljdiring beauty took 
From my poor cheek ? then ho liath wasted 
it : ' iK> 

Arc my discourses dull ? barren my wit ? 

If voluble and sharp discoin-so be inarr’d, 
Unkindness blunts it, more than marble 

hard. 

Do tJieir gay vestments his affections bait 1 
That ’s not my fault ; lie ’.s master of niy state* 
W'hat ruins are in me, that can be found 
By him not ruined ? then is he the ground 
Of iny ilefeatures. My decayed fair 
A sunny look of his would soon repair ; 

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale, u» 

Ami feeds from home : pool* I am but hU 
stale. 

Lfic. Self-harming jealousy ! — fie ! beat it 
liciice. 

Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs 
lisjienso. 

I know his eye doth homago otherwhere, 

Or else, what lets it but he wouhl be here ? 
Sister, you know, he promis’d me a chain : 
’Would that alone alone he Avould detain. 

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed I 
I see, the jewel best enaynelled 
Will lose iiis beauty ; and though gold ’bides 
still, no 
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That others touch, yet often touching will 
Wear gold ; and no man, that hath a name, 
But. falsehood and corruption doth it shame. 
Since that my beauty cannot please his eye, 

I ’ll weep what 's left away, and weeping die. 

Luc, How many fond fools serve mad 
jealousy ! ^ Exeunt. 

Scene TI. — A Public Place. 

Enter Antipiiolus of J^t/rarKse. 

Ayit. The gold I ga\'e to Dromio is laid 
uj^ 

Safe at the Ceutaiii* ; and the heedfiiPslave 
Is wandered forth, in care to seek me out. 

By computation, and mine host’s repoi-t, 

1 could not speak with Dromio, since at first 
1 sent him from the. mart. See, here he 
comes. 

Enter Djiomio of Sf/raeu^^e. 

flow now, sir f is your merry humour alter’d I 
As you love strokes, so jest with nu? again. 
You know no Centaur f You receiv’d no 
gold ? 

Your mistress sent to hav(' me home to 
dinner h * i«> 

My house was at the Phccnix ^ Wast thou 
mad. 

That thus so madly tliou didst answer me ? 

JDro, S. ,What answer, sir 1 when s{)ake I 
such a word f 

Ayit S, Ev(Ui , now, even here, not half an 
hour since. 

I>7'0. >y. I did iK^t see you since you sent 
me hence, 

Home to the Centaur, with the gold you 
gave me. 

Ant. S. Villain, tliou didst deny the gold’s 
receipt, 

And toldst me of a mistress, and a dinner ; 
For which, I hope, thou feltst I was dis- 
pleas’d. 

J)ro, JS. I am glad to see you in this merry 
vein. 

What means tliis jest ? I pray you, master, 
tell me. 

Ant S. Yea, dost thou Jeer, and flout me 
in the teeth f 

Think'st thou, I jest 1 Hold, take thou that, 
and that. \Beat\mj hhn. 

Dro. S. Hold, sir, for God’s sake ! now 
your jest is earnest : 

Upon what liargain do you give it me 1 

Ant. S. Because that I familiarly some- 
times 


Do use you for my fool, and chat with you, 
Your sauciuess will jet upon my love, 

And make a common of my serious houi-s. 
When the sun shines, let foolish gnats make 
sj^ort, .V) 

But creep in crannies, when he hides liis 
beams. 

If you will jest with me, know my asp<*ct, 
Ami fashion your demeanour to my looks, 

Or I will beat this metluxi in your scoime. 

Dro, S. Sconce, call you it 'I so you would 
leave battering, I had rather liave it a head : 
an you use these blows long, I must get a 
sconce for my liead, and ensconce it too ; or 
cls(* J shall seek my wit in my shoulders. 
But, I }>ray, sir, wdiy am I beaten ? 

Ant. S. Dost thou not know ? 40 

Dro. S. Nothing, sir, hut that 1 am beaten. 

A)it S. Shall I tell you why? 

J)ro. S. Ay, sir, and wherefore ; for, they 
say, every why hath a wherefore. 

A)it *V. Why, first, — for flouting me, and 
then, whendbre, - 

For urging it the second time to me. 

Dro, E. Was tJien*. ever any man thus 
beaten out of season, 

When, ill tlie wliy, and tlie wherefore, is 
neither rliyim^ nor reason ? — 

Well, sir, I thank you. 

Anf. jS. lliank me, sir ? for what ? 

Dro, Marry, sir, for tliis something, 
that you giive me for nothing. 

4lnf, S, I ’ll make you auiemls next, to give 
you nothing for .something. But say, sir, is 
it dinn(‘i*-tiiiio ? 

Dro, E. No, sir : I tliiiik, tlu^ meat wants 
that ] have. 

A}if. S. Ill good time, sir; what ’s that? 

Dro, K Basting. 

Ant. aV. Well, sir, then ’twill be dry. oo 

Dro. S. I fit be, sir, I pra}" you eat none of it. 

Ant. S. Your reason? 

Dro. S. Lest it make you choleric, and 
purchase me another diy basting. 

Ant. S, Well, sir, learn to jest in good 
time : thoie ’s a time for all things. 

Dro, S. I durst have denied that, before 
you were so choleric. 

Ant. S. By what rule, sir? 

Dro. >V. Marry, sir, by a rnhi as j>lain as 
the plain bald pate of Father Time himself. 71 

Ant S. Let 'shear it. 

Dro, aS'. There ’s no time for a man to 
recover his hair that grows bald by nature. 

Ant S. May he not do it by fine and re- 
covery ? 

/Iro. aS'. Yes, to pay a fine for a periwig, 
and recover the lost hair of another man. 
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Why is Time sucli a niggard of 
hair, being, as it is, so plf^ntifulan excrement? 

Dro, Because ifc is a l)lessing that he 
bestows on beasts : aiul what lie hath scanted 
men in liair, ho hath given them in wit. >*2 
Ant S. Why, but there’s many a man 
hath more haii than wit. 

Dro. aS\ Not a man of those, but h(^ liath 
the wit to los(^ his hair. 

Ant S. Wliy, tlmn tlidst conclude hairy 
men plain dealers without wit. 

Dro. S. The plainer dealer, the sooner lost: 
yet he loscth it in a kind of jollity. 

Anf. P\)r w'hat reason? 

Dro. S. For two ; and sound ones too. 

Anf. S. Nay, not sound, I pray you. 

Dro. ,S\ Sure ones then. 

Ant S. Nay, not sui’e, in a thing falsing. 
Dro. ( 'Ortain ones then. 

Ant S. Name them. 

Dro. aS. The one, to save the money that 
he sjiends in tiring ; the other, that at dinner 
they should not dro]) in his jiorridge. iw' 

Ant A^. You would all this time have 
proved, there is no time for all things. 

Dro. Marry, and did, sir ; namely, no 
time to recover hair lost by nature. 

A nf. S. But your reason was not substantial, 
why there is no time to recover. 

Dro. aV. Thus I mend it : 'J^ime himself is 
bald, and therefore, to the world^s end, will 
have bald followers. 

Ant A^. I knew, ’t would be a bald con- 
clusion. But soft 1 who wafts us yonder? lu 

Enter Adriana ami Luciana. 

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange, and 
frown : 

Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects, 

I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. 

The time was once, when thou unurgM 
woiildst vow 

That never words were music to thine em‘, 
That never object pleasing in thine eye, 

Tliat never touch well- welcome to thy hand. 
That never meat sweet-savour’d in thy tast<i. 
Unless I spake, or look’d, or touch’d, or 
carv’d to thee. lao 

How comes it now, my husband, O ! how 
comes it, 

That thou ai*ib then estranged from thyself? 
Thyself I call it, being strange to me, 
lliat, undividable, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear seifs better part. 
Ah, do not tear away thyself from me ; 

For know, my love, as easy may’st thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulf, 

And take unmingled thence that drop again, 


Without addition or diminishing, hk> 

As tJike from me thyself, and not me too. 
How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 
Shouldst thou but hear I were licentious, 
And that this body, consecrate to thee, 

By ruffian lust should be contaminate ! 
Wouldst thou not S 2 )it at me, and sj^urn at me. 
And hurl the name of husband in my face. 
And tear the stain’d skin otf my harlot-bro’^. 
And from my false hand cut the wedding- 
i-ing, . 

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow- ? no 
I know thou canst ; and therefore, see thou 
do it. 

1 am pqjisoss’d Avith an adulterate blot ; 

My blood is mingled w'ith the crime of lust : 
For, if we two be one, and thou play false, 

I do digest the jjoison of thy flesh, 

Being s trumpeted by thy contagion. 

Keep then fair league and truce with thy 
true bed ; 

1 live distaiii d, thou undishonoured. 

A7it. aS’. Plead you to me, fair dame? I 
know you not. 

In Ephesus T am but two hours old, 

As strange unto your town, as to your talk ; 
Who, every word by all my wit being scann’d. 
Want Avit in all one word to understand. 

Lric. Fie, brother : how the world ia 
chang’d Avith you ! ^ 

When were you wont to use my sister thus % 
She sent for you by Droinio homo to dimier, 
A^U. S. By Dromio ? 

Dro. S. By me ? 

Ad7\ By thee ; and this thou didst return 
from liirn,- 

That he did huflet thee, and, in Ins blows, m 
Denied my house for his, me for his wife. 

Ant S. Did you converse, sir, Avith this 
gentlewoman ? 

Wliat is the course and drift of your com- 
pact ? 

Dro. E. I, sir? I never saw her till this 
time. 

A^it aS. Villain, thou liest ; for even her 
very words 

Didst thou deliver to me on the mart. 

Dro. S. I iiOA^er spake with her in all my 
Ijfe. 

Aiit S. How can slv) thus then call us by 
our names, 

Unless it be by inspiration ? 

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity. 
To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ! 

Be it my Avrong, you are from me exempt, * 
But wrong not that wrong with a more con- : 
tempt. 



Act III» 


THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


SCENK I. 


Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine ; 
Thou art an elm, my husband, I a vine, 
Whose weakness, married to thy stronger state. 
Makes me with thy strength to communicate : 
If aught possess thee from me, it is dross, 
Usurping ivy, brier, or idle moss ; ]»o 

Who, all for want of in*uniiig, with intrusion 
Infect thy sap, and live on tfiy confusion. 
Ayd. aS. To me she si)eaks ; slie moves me 
for her theme ! 

What, was I married to licr in my dream, 

Or sleep I now, and think 1 Imar all this i 
What error drives our eyes and ears amiss ] 
Until 1 know this sure uncertainty, 

III entertain the olier’d fallacy. 

Xwc. Dromio, go bid the servants spread 
* for dinner. 

Dm aS*. O, for iny beads ! 1 cross me for 

^ a sinner. iw) 

This is the fairy land : 0, K])itc of spites ! 

We talk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites. 
If we obey them not, this will ensue. 

They’ll suck our breath, or pinch us black 
and blue. 

Luc» Why prat’st thou to tliyself, and 
answer’st iiot ? 

Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, 
thou sot ! 

Dro, I am transformed, master, am I 
notl 

Ant. aS. 1 think thou art, in mind, and so 
am I. 

Dro. S. Nay, master, both in mind and in 
my shape. 

ACT 

Scene I. — The Same. 

Driter Antipholus of Eplieaus, Dromio of 
Ephesm, Angelo, and Balthazar. 

Ant, E. Good Signior Angelo, you must 
excuse us all ; 

My wife is shrewish, when I keep not hours. 
Say\ that I linger’d with you at your shop 
To see the malang of her carcanet. 

And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 
But here’s a villain, that would face me 
down 

He met me on the mart, and that I l)eat him, 
And charg’d him with a thousand marks in 
gold; 

And that I did deny my wife and house. — 
Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean 
by this] 10 

Dro. E. Say what you will, sir, but I know 
what I know. 


Ant. aS. Thou liast thine own form. 

DrS. aS. No, I am an ape. 

Luc. If thou art chang’d to aught, ’tis to 
an ass. aoi 

Dro. aS, ’Tis true; she rides me, and I 
long for grass. 

’T is so, I am an ass ; else it could never bo, 
But I should know her, as well as she knows 
mo. 

A dr. Gome, come ; no longer will I be a 
fool, 

To put the finger in the eye and weep, 

Whilst man and master laugh my woes to 
scorn. 

Come, sir, to dinner. — Dromio, keep tlie 
gate.— - 

Husband, I ’ll dine above with you to-day, 
And shrive you of a tliousand idle pranks. — 
Sirrah, if any ask you for your master, an 
Say, he dines foi’th, and let no creature 
enter. — 

Conn?, sister. — Dromio, play the porter well. 

Anf. aS. Am I in earth, in lieaven, or in 
hell] 

Sleeping or waking ] mad, or well advis’d ] 
Known unto these, and to myself disguis’d ? 

I ’ll say as they say, and j)ersover so, 

And ill this mist at all adventures go. 

Dro. aS. Master, sliall 1 bo porter at the 
gate ] 

Adr. Ay ; and lot none enter, lest I break 
your ])ate. j«<» 

Luc. Come, come, Antipholus ; we din<} too 
late. [Exeunt. 


III. 

That you beat mo at the -mart, I have your 
Jiaiid to sliow : 

If the skin wore parchment, and the blows 
you gave were ink. 

Your own handwriting would tell you what I 
tliink. 

Ant. E. I think, thou art an ass. 

Dro. E. Marry, so it doth apjiear, 

By the wrongs I suffer, and the blows I 
bear. 

I should kick, being kick’d, and being at that 
pass, 

You would keep from my heels, and beware 
of an ass. 

Ani. E. You are sad, Signior Balthazar : 
’pray God, our cheer 

May aiLswer my good will, and your good 
welcome here. * 

Bal. I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and 
your welcome dear. 
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Act tit. 


THE COMErY OF ERROE8. 


Scene L 


A nt. E, O Signior Balthazar, either at flesh 
or fish, 

A table-full of welcome makes scarce one 
[lainty disli. 

Bftl. Good meat, sir, is common ; that 
every churl aflbrds. 

AnL E, And welcome iiioie common, for 
that nothiri^^ but words. 

Bed. Small clieer ami <,a’('at welcome makes 
a merry feast. 

uiref. E. Ay, to a. uii^^'anlly host, and more 
sparing guest : 

But tliough juy cates be mean, take them in 
good part ; 

Thttter cheer may you have, but not with 
l>elter lu'art. 

But soft ! my door is lock’d. Go bid them 
lot us in. 

Bvo. E. Maud, Bridget, Maiian, Cicely, 
Giiliaii, tJin ! 

Dro. S. \^]Vithhi.^ Mome, malt-horse, capon, 
coxcomb, idiot, patch 1 

Either g(?t thee from the door, or sit dowti at 
the hatch. 

Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou 
call'st for such stoi’o. 

When one is one too many ? Go get thee 
from the door. 

Dro. E. What patch is made our porter ? — 
My mas'ter stays in the street. 

Dro, S. []Vithui.~\ I^et him walk from 
whence he caiiu*, lest he catch cold 
on ’s feet. 

A )it. E. Who talks wnthin there 1 ho ! open 
tin* door. 

Dro. S. \]Vithin.'\ Right, sir : 1 ’ll tell you 
wliea, an you ’ll tell me wherefore. 

Ant. E. Wherefore? for my dinner: I 
have not din’d to-day. 

Dro. S. [^Within.'] Nor to-day Iierc you 
mu.st not ; come again when you may. 

Ant. E. What ai’t thou that keep’st me 
out from the house I owe ? 

Dro. S. []Vitliln.^ The porter for this time, 
sir, and my name is Dromio. 

Dro. E. O villain ! thou hast stolen both 
mine ofiice and my name : 

Tlio one ne’er got me credit, the other mickle 
blame. 

Jf tlioii hadst been Dromio to-day in my 
place, 

1'hou wouldst have chang’d thy face for a 
name, or thy name for an ass. 

lAice. [Within.^ What a coil is there ! 
Dromio, who are those at the gate ? 

Dro. E. lict my master in, Luce. 

Luce. [Within.'] Faith no; he comes 
too late ; 


And so tell your master. 

Dro. E. O Lord ! T must laugh. — w 

Have at you with a proverb ; — Shall I set in 
my staft*? 

Luce. [ Within.] Have at you with another: 
that ’s — When ? can you tell ? 

Dro. S. [Within.] If thy name be called 
Luce, Luce, thou hast answer’d him 
. well. 

Ant, E. -Do you hear, you minion? you’ll 
let us in, T hope ? 

L'tice. [Within.] I thought to have ask’d 
you. 

Dro. S. [Within.] And you said, no. 

Dro. E. So ; come, help : well struck ! 
there was blow for blow. 

Ant. E. Thou baggage, let me in. 

Lii&e. [Within.] Can you toll for 

whose sake ? 

Dro. E. Master, knock the door hard. 

Luce. [Withiit.] Let him knock till it 

ache. 

uint. E. You’ll cry for this, minion, if I 
beat the door down. 

Lace. [ Within.] What needs all that, and 
a ))air of stocks in the town.? m 

A dr. [Within.] Who is that at the dooi’, 
that keeps all this noise ? 

Dro. S. [ Withui.] By my troth, your town 
is troubled with unruly boys. 

Ant. E. Are you there, wife ( you might 
have come before. 

Adr. [Wlfhhi.] Your wife, sir knave? go 
get you from the door." 

Dro. E. If you went in pain, master, this, 
knave would go sore. 

An(j. H ere is neither 'cheer, sir, nor weL 
come : we would fain have either. 

Bah In debating which was best, we shall 
])art with neither. 

Dro. E. Tliey stand at the door, master : 
bid them welcome hither. 

Ant. E. There is something in the wind, 
that we cannot get in. 

Dro. E. You would say so, jnastcr, if your 
garments were thin. 7o 

Your cake there is waim within ; you stand 
here in the cold : 

It would make a man mad as a buck to be so 
bought and sold. 

Ant. E. Go fetch me .something : I ’ll break 
ope the gate. 

Dro. S. [Within.]' lAv^Sik any breaking here, 
and I ’ll break your knave’s pate. 

Dro. E. A man may break a word with 
you, sir, and words are but wind ; 

Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it 
not behind. 
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Act 111. 


THE COMEDY OE ERROES. 


Scene II. 


Dro. S. l^Within.^ It seems, thou waiitest 
breaking. Out upon thee, hiinl ! 

Dro, E. Here ’s too much out upon thee ! 

I pray tliee, let me in. 

Dto. S. \ \VilkhL,^ Ay, when fowls have no 
feathers, and hsh have no fin. 

Ant, E, Well, 1 11 l>reak in. Go borrow 
me a crow. »» 

Dro, E. A crow without feather i master, 
mean you so ? 

For a fish without a fin, there ’s a fowl with- 
out a f(*ather. 

If a crow help us in, siirah, we 11 pluck a 
crow together. 

Ant, E, Go get thee gone : fetch mc^ an 
iron crow. ^ 

Bal, Have patience, sir ; O ! let it not b(^ .so: 
Herein yon war against your reputation; 

And draw within the conipa.ss of susi)ect 
The unviolated honour of your wife. 

Once this, — your long experience of her 
wisdom, 

Her sober virtue, years, and modesty, y** 
Plead on her part some cause to you unknown ; 
And doubt not, sir, but she will w^ell excu.se 
Why at this time the doors ar<^ made against 
you. 

Be rul’d by me : depart in patience, 

And let us to the llger all to tlinner ; 

And about evening come your.seIf alone, 

To know the reason of this strange resti'aint. 

If by stiong hand you offer to break in, 

Now in the .stirring passage of the day, 

A vulgar comrmnit will ])e made of it ; iix> 
And that supposed by the common rout 
AgJiinst your yet ungalled estimation, 

That may with foul intrusion enter in, 

And dwell iii)on yonr grave w'hen you are 
dead : 

For slander lives upon succession ; 

For ever hoitsed, where it gets possession. 

Ant, E, You have prevail’d. 1 will depart 
in quiet, 

And, in despite of mirth, mean to be merry. 

I know a w'ench of excellent discourse, — 
Pretty and witty, wild and yet, too, gentl(?, — 
There will we diiie : this woman that I mean, 
My wife (but, I protest, without desert) ut: 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal ; 

To her will we to dinner. — Get you home, 

And fetcli the cliair. ; by this, I know, 'tis 
made ; 

Bring it, I pray you, to the Porpentiiie ; 

For thei’e ’s the house : that chain will I 
bestow 

(Be it for nothing but to spite my wife) 

Upon mine hostess there. Gpod sir, make 
haste. * 


j Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me,' 
I ’ll knock elsewhere, to .see if they ’ll disdain 
me. 131 

Ang. I’ll meet you at that ]>laee, some 
hour hence. 

Ant, E, Do .so. Tins j(*.st sliall cost me 
some expense. [^Et'ennt, 


kScene II. — The Same. 

Enter Litciana and Antipholus of t^}jracion>. 

Luc, And may it be that you have quite 
forgot 

A husband’s office'? Shall, Antipholii.s, 

Even in tlie si>ring of love, thy love^-.st)ring.s 
rot ? 

Shall love, in building, gr()W so ruinous'? 

If you did wed my sisttu* for her wealth, 

Then for her wealtli’s .sake u.so her with more 
kindness : 

Or, if you like el.se where, do it by stealth ; 
Mulfie your false lov(*, with some show of 
blindness ; 

Let not iny sisb'r read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongiu' thy own .shamo’.s orator ; lo 
Look .sw(‘et, speak fair, Ix^come disloyalty ; 
Aj)parel vice; like virtue’s harbinger; 

Bear a fair pre.seneo, though your heart be 
tainted ; 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint ; 

Be .secret-false ; what need she be acquainted I 
What siinple thief brags of his own attaint ? 
’Tis double wrong, to truant wdth yonr ])ed, 
And let her read it in thy looks at board : 
Shame hath a bastard fame^, well managed ; 

III deeds are doubled with an evil word. ao 
Alas, poor women ! make us but believe, 
Being compact of credit, that you love u.s ; 
Though otliers have the arm, show us the 
sleeve ; 

We in your motion turn, and you may move 
us. 

Then, gentle l.»rothei-, get you in again : 
(.Vmifort juy sister, cheer hei’, call lier wife. 

’T is holy sport to be a little vain, 

Wlien the sweet breath of flattery conquers 
strife. 

Ant, ft. Sweet iiiistre.s.s (what your name is 
else, I know not, 

Nor by wliat w^onder you do hit of mine), . m 
Les.s in your knowledge, and your grace, you 
show not, 

Than our earth’s wonder ; more than earth 
divine. 

Teach me, dear creature, how to think and 
speak : 
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AfT in. 


THE COMEDY OF EERORS. 


Scene IL 


Lay o[)en to iny earthy-gross conceit, 
Sinotlier^d in errors, feeble, shallow, weak, 
The folded moaning of your words’ deceit. 
Against my soul’s pure truth, wliy labour you 
To make it wander in an unknown field? 

Arc you a god ? would you crf‘ate me now’ ? 
Transform me then, aiid to your power I ’1 
yield. 4 

Rut if that I am T, tiien wf*Il I know, 

Your weeping sister is nt) wife of mine. 

Nor to her bed no homage do 1 owe : 

Par more, far more, to you do I decline. 

0, train me not, sweet mennaid, with thy 
note. 

To drown me in thy sister’s flood of tears. 
Sing, siren, for thyself, and I will dote : 
Spread o’er the silver waves thy golden 
hairs, 

And as a bed I ’ll take thee, and there lie ; 
Aiid, in tliat glorious supposition, think, 

He gains by death, that hath such means to 
(lie : 

Let Ijove, being light, be drowned if she 
sink ! 

Luc, What ! ai*e you mad, that you do 
reason so ? 

Ant. S. Not mad, but mated ; how, I do 
not know. 

Luc, It is a fault that springeth from your 
• eye. 

Ant S, For gazing on your beams, fair 
sun, being by. 

Lue, Gaze where you should, and that will 
clear your sight. 

A'iU. S. As good to wink, sweet love, as 
look on night. 

Luc. Why call you me love ? call my sister 
so. 

A7it JS. Thy sister ’s sister. 

Ayiic. That ’s my sister. 

Ant, aS. • 80 

It is thyself, mine own self’s better part; 

Mine eye’s clear eye, my dear heart’s dearer 
heart ; 

My food, my fortune, and my sweet hope’s aim, 

My sole earth’s heaven, and my heaven’s 
claim. 

Luc, All this my sister is, or else should 
be. 

Ant, S. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim 
thee. 

Thee will I love, and with thee lead mv 
life : 

Thou hast no hiisband yet, nor 1 no wife. 

Give me thy hand. 

I^uc. 0, soft, sir ! hold you still : 

I ^11 fetch my sister, to get her good will. 70 ■ 

\Exiit 1 


Enter Dromio of Syracfuae, hastily. 

Ant. aV. Why, how now, Dromio? where 
runn’st tliou so fast ? 

Dro. S. Do you know me, sir? am I 
Dromio ? am I your man, am I myself ? 

Ant. S. Thou art Dromio, thou art my 
man, thou art thyself. 

Dro. S. I am an ass, I am a woman’s man, 
and besides mystdf. 

Ant. aS'. What woman’s man? and how 
besides thyself? so 

Dro, aV. Many, sir, besides myself, I am 
due to a woman ; one that claims me, one 
that haunts mo, one that will have me. 

Ant, H. ^What claim lays she to thee ^ 

Dro. aV. Marry, sir, such claim as you^ 
would lay to your horse ; and slie would 
Ijave me as a beast : not that, 1 being a 
l)east, she would havfi me ; but that she, 
being a very beastly creature, lays claim to 
me. 

Anl. H. What is she ? m 

Dro. aV. A very reverend body ; ay, such a 
one as a man may not speak of, without he 
say, sir-revereuce. I have but lean luck in 
the match, and yet she is a wondrous fat 
marriage. 

Afit S. How dost thou mean a fat marriage? 
Dro. aS’. Marry, sir, she ’s the kitchen- 
wench, and all grease ; and I know not what 
use to put lier to, but to make a lii-mp of her, 
and run from her by her own light. I 
warrant, her rags, and the tallow in them, 
will bum a Poland winter : if she lives till 
doomsday, she’ll burn a week longer than 
the whole world. wa 

Ant. /S. What complexion is she of ? 

Dro. S. Swart, like my shoe, but her face 
nothing like so clean kept : for why she 
sweats ; a man may go over shoes in the grime 
of it. 

Ant. S. That ’s a fault that water will 
mend. 

Dro. aS. No, sir ; *t is in gi*ain : Noah’s 
flood could not do it. 

Ant. JS. What ’s her name ? 

Dro. S, NeU, sir ; but her name and three 
quartera, that is, an ell and thi*ee quarters, 
will not measure her from hip to hip. lu 
Ant. JS, Then she bears^some breadth? ' 
Dro, aS, No longer from head to foot, than 
from hip to hip : she is spherical, like a globe ; 

1 could And out countries in her. 

Ant, S. In what part of her body stands 
Ireland ? 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, in her butto<Jks': I, 
:onnd it out by the bogs. » 
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Act IV. 


THE COMEDY OF ERROB8. 


SCKNK L 


J?it S, Where Scotland? 

Dro, I found it by the barrenness, hard 
in the palm of the hand. 

Arit aS'. Where France ? 

Dro, aS". In her forehead ; armed and re- 
verted, making war against her hair. 

Ant. S. Where England? 

Dro. S. I look’d for the c^alky clifls, but 
I. could find no whiteness in them : but I 
guess, it stood in her chin, by the salt rheum 
that ran between Franco and it. 

Ant. kS. Where Spain? i:«> 

Dro.' aS. Faith, I saw it not ; but I felt it 
hot in her breath. 

Ant. aS\ Where America, the Indies? 

Dro. /S. O ! sir, upon her nose, all o’er 
embellished with rubies, carbuncros, sa]iphir<?s, 
declining their rich aspect to the Jiot breath 
of Spain, who sent whole armadoes of caracks 
to be ballast at her nose. 

Ant. /S. Where stood Belgia, the Nether- 
lands ? 

Dro. S. O ! sir, 1 did not look so low. To 
concliule, this drudge, or diviner, laid claim 
to mo; call’d me Droniio ; swore, I was assured 
to her ; told me what privy marks I had 
about mo, as the mark of iiiy shouldei', the 
mole in niy neck, the great wart on my left 
arm, that I, amazed, ran fromlier as a witch. 
And, I think, if my breast had not been made 
of faith, and my heart of steel, 

She had transform’d me to a curtail-dog, and 
made me turn i’ the wheel. 

Ant. S. Go hie thee presently post to the 
road : — 

An if the wjnd blow any way fi om shore, 

I will not haikoui* in this town to-night : — 

If any bark put forth, come to the ipart, 
Where I will walk till thou return to me. 

If every one knows us, and we know none, 
T?is time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be 
gone. 

Dro. S. As from a bear a man would run 
for life, 

So fly I from her that would be my wife. 

[JSicU. 


Ant. S. There s none hut witches do in- 
habit here, 

And therefore ’t is high time that I were 
hence. 

She that doth call me husl)and, even my soul 
Doth for a wife abhor ; but her fair sister, 
Possess’d with sucli a. gcmtlc sovoieigu grace, 
Of such enchanting preseiuie and discourse, i«i 
Hath almost made mo traitor to myself : 

But, lest myself be guilty <o self- wrong, 

I ’ll stop mine cars against the mermaid’s song. 

Entfir Anuklo. 

Ang. Master Antipholns? 

Ant. S. Ay, tliat ’s my name. 

Ang. I know it well, sir. Lo, liere is the 
chain. 

I thought to have ia’en you at the Porpentim;; 
Hie chain unfinish’d made me stay thus long. 

Ant. S. What is your will that I shall do 
with this ? jro 

Ang. What jdease yourself, sir : I have 
made it for you. 

Ant. S. Made it for me, sir? I bespoke 
it not. 

Aiig. Not once, nor twice, but twenty 
times yon have. 

Go home with it, and please your wife withal ; 
And soon 'at supper-time 1 *11 visit you, 

And then receive my money for the chain. 

Ant. aV. I pray you, sir, receive the money 
now, 

For fear you ne’er see chain, nor money, 
more, 

Ang. You are a meny man, sir. Fare you 
well. \Exii. 

Ant. H. What I should think of this, I 
cannot tell ; 

But this I think, there ’s no man is so vain, 
That would refuse so fair an offer’d chain. 

I sec, a man here needs not live by shifts, 
Wlieii in the streets he meets such golden 
gifts. 

I ’ll to the mart, and there for Dromio stay : 

If any ship put out, then straight away. 

[Exit. 


ACT IV. 


Scene I, — The Same. 

Enter a Merchant^ Angelo, and an Officer. 

Met. You know, since Pentecost the sum 
is due. 

And since I have not much importun’d you ; 
Nor now 1 had not, but that 1 am bound 
To Persia, and want gildera for my voyage : 


Therefore make present satisfaction, 

Or I ’ll attach you by this oflicer. 

Ang. Even just the sum, that I do owe to 
you, 

Is growing to me by Antipholus ; 

And, in the instant that I met with you, 

He had of me a^chain : at five o’clock m 
I shall receive the money for the same. 
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PJfMseth you walk with me down to his 
house, 

I will discharge my bond, and tliank you 
too. 

Entei' Antipiiolus of EpUams and .Dromio 

of EjJtesuif. 

Of That labour may you save ; sec where 
he comes. 

Ant, E, Wliilc I go to thci goldsniith\s 
house, go thou 

And buy a rope’s e*ud, that will J bestow 

Among my wife and htJi* confederates, 

For locking me out of iny doors by day. — 

But soft, I see the goldsmith. — (let thee 
gone ; 

Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

Jh'o. E. 1 huy a thousand pound a year : I 
buy a ro]ie ! \^Exit. 

Ant. E. A man is well holj) up that trusts 
to you ; 

I promised your presence, and the chain ; 

But iieitlier (diain, nor goldsmitJi, came to 
me. 

ilelike, you thought our lov'o would last too 
long, 

If it were chain’d together, and therefore came 
not. 

Any. Saving your merry liumour, hero’s 
the note 

How much your chain weighs to the utmost 
caract, 

The fineness of the gold, and chargcful 
fa.shion, 

Which doth amount to three odd ducats 
more 30 

Than I stand debted to this gentleman : 

I pray you, see him |)resently discharg’d, 

For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it. 

Ant. E, 1 am not furnish’d with the present 
money ; 

Besides, 1 have some business in the town. 

Oood signioi', take the stranger to my house. 

And with you take the chain, and bid my 
wife 

Disburse the sum on tlio receipt thereof : 

Perchance, 1 will be there as soon as you. 

Any. TJien you will bring the chain to her 
yourself ? 10 

Ant, E, No ; bear it with you, lest I come 
not time enough. 

Any. Well, sir, I will. Have you the chain 
about you ? 

Ant, E. An if I have not, sir, I hope you 
have, 

Or else you may return without your money. 

Any. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me 
the chain : 


Both wind and tide stay for this gentleman, 
And I, to blame, have held him here too 
long. 

A nt. E, Good Lord ! you use this dalliance, 
to excuse 

Your breach of i^romise to the Porj)entine. 

1 should Jiave chid you for not bringing it, so 
But, like a shrew, you tii*st begin to brawl. 
Mer. The liour steals on : 1 pray you, sir, 
despatch. 

Any, You hear, liow he importunes me: 
the chain - 

Ant, E, Why, give it. to my wife, and fetch 
your money. 

A^uj, Come, come ; you know, J gave it you 
even now. 

Either send i!lie chain, or send me by some 
token. 

Ant. E, Fie! now you run this humour out 
of breath. 

Come, where ’s the chain ? I. pray 3^011, h^t 
me see it. 

Mer. My business cannot brook this dal- 
liance. 

Good sir, say, wlie’r you ’ll answer me, or no : 
If not, 1 ’ll leave him to the olliccr. 01 

A nf, E. I answer you ! what should I 
answer you 1 

Any. The money that you owe me for tlie 
chain. 

Ant. E. I owe you none, till 1 receive tlio 
chain. ' ^ 

Any. You know, I gave it you half an hour 
since. 

Ant. E. You gave me none : you wrong me 
much to say so. 

Any. You wrong me more, siV, in denying 
it; 

Consider how it stands upon my credit. 

Mer. Well, officer, arrest him at my suit. 
Off. I do, 

And charge you in the duke’s name to obey 
me. 

Any. This touches mo in reputation. — 
Either consent to pay this sum for me, 

Ur I atbich you by this officer. 

Ant. E. Consent to pay thee that I never 
hiiiU 

Arrest rnc, foolish fellow, if thou dar’st. 

A 7 if/. Hfire is thy fee : arrest him, officer. — 

I would not s})are my brother in this case, 

If lie should scorn me so apparently. 

Off I do arrest you, sir. You hear the 
suit. 

Aiit. E. I do obey thee, till I give tin e 
bail. — 

But, sirmh, you shall buy this sjioi-t as dear 
As all the metal in your shop will answer. 
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Any, Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus, 
To your notorious shame, I doubt it not. 

Enter Dromio of Syracune, 

Dro, S, Master, there is a bark of Epi- 
(lamiium, 

That stays but till her owner conies aboard, 
And then, sir, she bears away. Our fraughtage, 
sir, 

I have convey’d aboard, and I liave l)ought 
The oil, the balsamum, and aqua-vitte. 

The ship is in her trim : tbe merry wind 
Jllows fair from land j they stay for nought 
at all, 

But for their owner, master, and yourself. 

Ant. E. How now '? a madman ! Why, 
thou ])ecvish sheep, 

What ship of Epidamnum stays for me ? 

])ro. S. A ship you sent me to, to hire 
waftage. 

Ant. E. Tliou drunken slave, T sent thee 
for a rope ; 

And tohl thee to what purpose, and what 
end. 

Dro. S. You sent me for a rope’s end as 
soon. 

You sent mo to the }>ay, sir, for a bark. 

Ant. E. I will debate this matter at more 
leisure, 

And teach your ears to list mo with more 
heed. 

To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight ; 

Cl verier this key, and tell her, in the desk 
That ’s covei-’d o’er with Turkish tapestry,. 
There is a purse of ducats : let her send it. 
Tell her,^ 1 am arrested in the street, 

And th,at shall bail me. Hie thee, slave, be 
gone. 

On, ortict'r, to ])rison till it come. 

[^EiV^Aitit Merchant^ Angklo, Officer, ami 

Ant. K. 

Dro. S. To Adriana? that is where wo 
din’d, uo 

Where Dowsabel did claim mo for her 
husband : 

She is too big, I hope, for me to compass. 
Thither I must, although against my will, 

For servants must their masters’ minds fulfil. 

[Exit. 


Scene II. — The Same. 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr. Ah ! Luciana, did he tempt thee so 1 
Mightst thou perceive austerely in his eye 
That he did plead in earnest ? yea or no ? 

Ill 


Look’d he or red oi* pale ? or sad or 
merrily i 

What observation niad’st thou, in this case, 

Of his heart’s meteors tilting in his face? 

Due. First he denied you had in him no 
right. 

Ad?\ He meant, he did me none : the moi*e 
my spite. 

Luc. Then swore he, that he w^as a stranger 
here. 

Adr. And true he sw ore, though yet for- 
sworn he were. i«> 

Iaic. Then pleaded I for you. 

A dr. And w hat said he ? 

Lvc. ’riiat lo\'e I begg’d for you, lu*. begg’d 
of me. 

Adr. With wdiat persuasion did lie tempt 
thy love I 

Lne. With w-ords that in an honest suit 
might move. 

First, lu‘ did jiraise my beauty ; then, my 
spi^eeh. 

Adr. Didst speak him fair? 

Luc. Have ])atience, I beseech. 

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not hold mo 
still : 

My tongue, though not my ]i(?art, shall have 
Ids wdll. 

llf^ is deform(‘d, crooked, old, and sere, 

Ill-fac’d, worse i>oclied, shapeless ('vcTywhere J. 

Viciou.s, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind, 21 

Stigmatical in making, w orse in mind. 

Jaic. Who w^onld be jealous then of such 
a one ? 

No evil lost is w ail’d wdien it is gone. 

Adr. Ah ! but I think him better than I 
«ay, 

And yet would herein others’ eyes wxro 
worse. 

Far from her nest the hipwdng cries aw^ay : 

My heart junys for him, though niy tongue 
do curse. 

Enter Dromio of Hyraemp. 

Dro. S. Here, go: the desk! the jairse ! 
sweet now, make haste. 

Luc. How hast thou lost thy breath ? 

Dro. S. By I’liiining fast. 

Adr. W’’herc is thy master, r)romio? is he 
w’ell ? 31 

Dro. E. No, he’s in Tartar limbo, w'oi'se 
than hell : 

A devil in an everlasting garment hath 
him, 

One wdiose liard heart is button’d up wdth 
steel ; 

A fiend, a fairy, pitiless and rougli ; 

A wolf, nay, worse, a fellow all in buff ; 
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A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one that 
countermands 

The passages of alleys, creeks, and narr6^^^ 
lands : 

A hound that runs counter, and yet draws 
dry-foot well ; 

One that, before the judgment, ca.rri(?s poor 

^ souls to hell. ' 40 

Ad)\ Why, man, what is tlie matter? 

Dro. S. I do not know tlie matter : he is 
*rested on the case. 

A dr. What, is he arrested ? tell me at 
whose suit. 

Dro. S, I know not at whose suit he is 
arrested well ; 

But is in a suit of Imff which Vested him, that 
can I tell. 

Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the 
money in his desk 1 

A dr. Co fetch it, sister. [Exit Luciana.] — 
This T wornhjr at, 

That he, unknown to me, should be in 
lebt 

Tell me, was lie arrested on a band ? 

Dro. S. Not on a band, but on a stronger 
thing ; m 

A chain, a chain. Do you not hear it 
ring ? 

Adr.^ What, the chain? 

Drd. S. No, no, the bell. T is time that I 
were gone : 

It was two ere I loft him, and now the clock 
strikes one. 

Adr. The houi’s come back ! that did I 
never hear. 

Dro. S. Oyes; if any hour meet a sergeant, 
a’ turns back for very fear. 

Adr. As if Time were in debt ! how fondly 
dost thou reason I 

Dro. S. Time is a very bankrout, and owes 
more than ho V worth, to season. 

Nay, he ^s a thief too ; have you not heard 
men say, 

That Time comes stealing on by night and 
day ? 60 

If Time be in debt and theft, and a sergeant 
in the way, 

Hath he not reason to turn biick an hour in 
a day? 

Re-enter Luciana. 

Adr. Go, Dromio : there 's the money, bear 
it straight. 

And bring thy m'aster home immediately. — 

Come, sister ; I am pressM down with con- 
ceit ; 

Conceit, my comfort, and my injury. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene III. — The S&oifr, • 

' Enter Antipholus of Syracuse. 

Ant. A There 's hot a man I meet but doth 
salute me. 

As if I were their Avell-acquainted friend ; 

And every one doth call me by my name. 

Some tender money to me, some invite 
mo ; 

Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ; 
Some offer me commoilities to buy : 

Even now a tailor calPd me in his shop. 

And show’d me silks that he had bought for 
me, 

And, therewithal, took measure of my body. 
Sure, these are but imaginary wiles, lo 

And Lapland soperers inhabit here. 

Enter Duomio of Syracuse. 

Dro. S. Mastei*, here ’s the gold you sent 
me for. — What have you got the jneture of 
old Adam new-apparelTd ? 

Aid. S. What gold is this ? What Adam 
dost thou mean ? 

Dro. S. Not that Adam that kept the 
Paradise, but that Adam that keeps the 
pidson : he that goes in the calfs .skin that 
was kiird for the Prodigal ; he that came 
liehind you, sir, lik(^ an evil angel, and bid • 
you forsake your liberty. so 

Ant. S. I understand thee not. 

Dro. S. No? why, V»is a plain case: he 
that went, like a bass-viol, in a case of le^^tk^ir : 
th^ man, sir, that, when gentlemen are tired, 
give.s them a fob, and Vests them; he, sir, 
that takes pity on decayed men, and gives 
them suits of durance; he that set^’ up his 
rest to do more exploits with his mace, than 
a morris-pike. 

Ant. S. What, thou mean\st an officer ? 

Dro. S. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band ; 
ho that brings any man to answer it, that 
breaks hi.s band ; one that thinks a man 
always going to bed, and siiys, God give you 
good rest ! ” w 

Ant. S. Well, sir, there i*est in your foolery. 

Is there any ship puts forth to-night? may 
we be gone t 

Dro. S. Why, sir, I brought you word an 
hour since, that the bark Expedition put 
forth to-night ; and then were you hindered 
by the sergeant to tarry for the hoy Delay. 
Here are the angels that you sent for to 
deliver you. ^ 

A7it. S. The fellow is distract, iind so 
am I. 40 

And here we wander in illusions. 

Some blessed power deliver us from hence I 
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Enter a Courtesan, 

Com, Well met, well met, MasteV. Anti- 
pholus. 

I see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now : 
Is that the chain you promis’d me to-day ? 

Ant, S, Satan, avoid ! I charge thee, tempt 
me not ! 

Dro, S, Master, is this Mistress Satan ? 

A nt, S, It is the devil. 

Dro. fS. Nay, she is worse, she is the devil’s 
dam, and here she comes in the habit of a 
light « wench : find thereof comes that the 
wenches say, “ God damn me,” that ’s as much 
as to say, “God make me a light wench.” It 
is written, they appear to men like angels of 
light : light is an effect of and fii-e will 
burn; ergoy light wenches will burn.* Come 
not near her. 

Cour, Your man and you are marvellous 
merry, sir. Will you go with me? we’ll 
mend our dinner here. 

Dro. Master, if you do, exj^ect spoon- 
meat, or bespeak a long spoon. «m> 

Ant. Why, Dromio? 

Dro. S. Marry, he must have a long spoon 
that must eat. with the devil. 

. Ant. aS. Avoid, thou fiend ! what tell’st 
thou me of supping? 

Thou art, as you are all, a sorcei'ess ; 

I conj 111*0 thee to leave me, and bo gone. 

Coun (Jive me the ring of mine you had 
kt dinner, 

Or for my diamond the chain you piomis’d, * 
And I ’ll be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Dro. S. 3 ome devils ask but the parings of 
one’s nail, * 70 

A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, 

A hut, a cherry-stone ; 

But she, more covetous, would have a chain. 
Master, be wise ; an if you give it her, 

The devil will shake her chfiin, and fright us 
with it. 

Cour. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the 
chain. 

I hope you do not mean to cheat me so. 

Ant. S. Avaunt, thou witch ! Come, 

Dromio, let us go. 

Dro. aS’. *“ Fly pride,” says the peacock : 
mistress, that you know. 

i Exeunt Ant. S. and Dro. S. 
t of doubt, Antipholus is mad. 
Else would he never so demean himself. ei 
A ring ho hath of mine worth forty ducats. 
And for the same he promis’d me a chain ; 
Both one and other he denies me now. 

The reason that I gather he is mad, 

Besides this present instance of his rage, 

6 %i 


Is a mad-tale he told to-day at dinner^ 

Of his own doors being shut against his 
entrance. 

Belike, his wife, acquainted witl\ his fits, 

On purpose shut the doors against his way. ou 
My way is now, to hie home to lus house, 
And tell his wife, that, being lunatic, 

He rush’d into my house, and took perforce ' 
My ring away. This 00111*80 T fittcvst choose. 
For forty ducats is too much to lose. [Exit. 


Scene IV. — The Same, 

Enter Antipholus 0/ Ephesus and the 
Officer, 

A'nt. E. Fear me not, man ; I will not 
break away : 

I ’ll give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money. 
To warrant thee, as I am ’rested for. 

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day. 

And will not lightly trust the messenger. 

Tliat I should be attach’d in Ephesus, 

1 tell you, ’t will sound harshly in her oars. 

Enter Dromio of Eplvesus with a ropers end„ 

Here comes my man ; I think ho bringil the; 

money. — ' . 

How now, sir ? have you that I sent you ? 
Dro, E. Here’s that, I warrant you, will' 
pay them all. lii, 

AnJt. E. But >vhere ’s the money ? 

Dro. E. Wliy, sir, I gave the money for 
the rope. 

Ant. E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a 
rope ? 

Dro. E. I ’ll servo you, sir, five hundied at 
the rate. 

Ant. E. To what end did I bid thee hie 
thee home ? 

Dro. E. To a rope’s end, sir; and to that 
end am I return’d. 

Ant, E. And to that end, sir, I will wel- 
come you. [Beating him. 

Off. Good sir, be patient, 

Dro. E, Nay, ’t is for me to be j^atient ; I 
am in adveraity. 

Off. Good now, hold thy tongue. 

Dro. E, Nay, rather pei*suade him to hold 
his hands. 

Ant, E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain ! 
Dro, E. I would I were senseless, sir, that 
I might not feel your blows. 

Ant. E. Thou art sensible in notliing but 
blows, and so is an ass. 

Dro. E, I am an ass, indeed ; you may 
prove it by my long ears. I have serv’d him 
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from the hour of my nativity to tliis instant, 
and have nothing at his hands for my service 
but blows. When I am cold, he heats me 
with beating ; when I am warm, he cools me 
with beating : I am wak’d with it, when 1 
sleep ; raised with it, when I sit ; driven out 
of doors with it, when I go from home ; wel- 
comed home with it, when I return : nay, I 
bear it on my shoulders, as a beggar wont her 
brat, and, I think, when he hath lamed me, I 
shall beg with it from door to door. 

Ant» K Come, go along : my wifo is coming 
yonder. 

Enter Adriana, Lucian a, the Courtesan, and 
Pinch. 1 

J)ro. E. Mistress, respice Jinem, respect 
your end ; or rather the proj^hecy, like the 
parrot, “ Beware the rope’s end.” 

Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk? [Beats him. 

Cour. How say you now 1 is not your 
husband mad ? 

Adr. His incivility confirms no less. — . 

Good Doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer ; 
Establish him in his true sense again, 

And I will please you what you will demand. 

Luc. Alas, how fiery and how sharp he 
looks ! 60 

Cour. Mark, how he trembles in his 
ecstacy 

Finch. Give me your hand, and let me 
feel your pulse. 

Ant. E. There is my hand, and let it feel 
your ear. 

Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, hous’d within 
this man. 

To yield possession to my holy prayers, 

And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight: 

I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven. 

Ant. E. Peace, doting wizard, j^eace ! I am 
not mad. 

Adr. O, that thou wei-t not, ])Oor distrc.sscd 
soul ! 

Ant. E. You minion, you, are these your 
customers ? fio 

Did this companion with the saffron face 
Revel and feast it at my house to-day, 

Wliilst upon me the guilty doors were shut. 
And I denied to enter in my house ? 

Adr. O husband, God doth know, you din’d 
at homo ; 

Where would you had I'eniain’d until this time, 
Pi’ee from these slanders, and this open 
shame ! 

Ant. E. Dined at home ! Thou, villain, 
what say’st thou % 

Dro. E* Sir, sooth to say you did not dine 
at homo. 

U4 


Ant. E. Were not my doors lock’d up, and 

I shut out ? 70 

Fro. E. Perdy, your doors were lock’d, and 
you shut out. 

Ant. E. And did not she herself revile me 
there ? 

Dro. E. Sans fable, she hei*self revil’d you 
there. 

Ant. E. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, 
taunt, and scorn me ? 

Dro. E. Certes, she did; the kitchen- 
vestal scorn’d you. 

Ant. E. And did not 1 in rage depart from 
thence ? 

Dro. E. In verity, you did : — my bones 
bear witness. 

That since ha^vo felt the vigour of his rage. 

Adr. Is’t good to soothe him in these con- 
traries ? 

Pinch. It is no shame : the follow finds his 
vein, HO 

And, yielding to him, humours well his 
frenzy. 

Ant. E. Thou hast suborn’d the goldsmith 
to ai'rest me. 

Adr. Alas, I sent you money to redeem 
you. 

By Dromio here, who came in haste for it. 

Dro. E. Money by me ? heart and good 
will you might. 

But, surely, master, not a rag of money. 

Ant. E. Went’st not thou to her ^or a 
purse of ducats ? 

Ad;r. lie came to me, and I deliver’d it. 

Luc. And I am witness with her that she 
did. 

Dro. E. God and the rope-maker bear me 
witness, 

That I was sent for nothing but a rope ! 

Pinch. Mistress, both man and master is 
posse.ss’d : 

I know it by their j^ale and deadly looks. 

They must be bound, and laid in some dark 
room. 

Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me 
forth to-day ? 

And why dost thou deny the bag of gold ? 

Adr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee 
forth. 

Dro. E. And, gentle master, I receiv’d no 
gold; 

But I confess, sir, that we "^ere lock’d out. 

Adr. Dissembling villain! thou speak’st 
false in both. 

Ant. E. Dissembling harlot ! thou art false 
in all, 

And art confederate with a damned paek^ 

To make a loathsome abject scorn of me ; 
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But with these nails 1 ’ll pluck out these I 
false eyes, 

That would behold in me this shameful sport. 

Adr, O, bind him, bind him ! let him not 
come near me. 

Pinch. More co7n[)any ! — the fiend is 
strong within him. 

Luc. Ah me ! poor man, how pale and 
wan lie looks ! 

M'fUer three or fo ur, and bind Antipholus of 
Ephesus and Dromio of Ephesus. 

Ant. E. What, will you murder me? 
Thou gaoler, thou, 

J am thy prisoner : wilt thou suffer them u‘» 

To make a rescue ? 

Off* Mastci-s, le/;- him go : 

He is my prisoner, and you shall not havci him. 

Pinch, (to bind this man, for he is frantic too. 

Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish 
officer ? 

Hast thou delight to see a wretched man 

Do outrage and displeasure to himself? 

Off. He is my [irisoner : if I let him go. 

The debt he owes will be requir'd of me. 

Adr. I will discharge thee, ere 1 go from 
thee. 

Bear mo forthwith unto his creditor, 

And, knowing how the debt grows, I will 
pay it. 

Good master doctor, see him safe convey’d 

Home to my house. — O most unhappy day ! 

A nt. E. O most unhappy strumpet ! 

Dro. E. Master, I am here enter’d in bond 
for you. 

A7it. E. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore 
dost thou mad me ? 

Dro. E. Will you be bound for nothing? 
be mad, good master ; 

Cry, the devil I 

Liic. God help, poor souls ! how idly do 
they talk ! 

Adr. Go bear him hence. — Sister, go you 
with me. — i.w 

[Exeunt Pinch and Assistants with 
Ant. E . mid Dro. E . 

Say now, whose suit is he arrested at? 


Off. One Angido, a goldsmith ; do 
know him ? 

Adr. I know the man. What is the sum 
he owes? 

Off. Two hundred ducats. 

Adr. Say, how grows it due? 

Off. Due for a chain your husbaml had of 
him. 

Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but 
had it not. 

Cour. Wlunuis your husband, all in rage, 
to-jlay 

Came to my house, and took away my ring 
(The ring I saw upon his (iiigcr now). 
Straight after did T meet him with a chain. 14 a 

A d7\ It may be so, but I did never see it. — 
Come, gjiolcr, bring me where the goldsmith is : 
I long to know the truth liereof at large. 

Enter Antjpholus of Syracuse, vrith his 

7*apier dravm, and Dromio of Syracuse. 

Luc. God, for thy mercy ! they are loose 
again. 

Adr. And come with naked swords. Let*s 
call more help, 

To have them bound again. 

Off. Away! they ’ll kill us. 

[Exeunt Adriana, Li/ciana, Courtesan, 

and Officer. 

Aiit. S. I sec, theses witelies are afraid of 
swords. 

Dro. S. She that would be yo\ir wife no^y 
ran from you. 

Aiit. S. C'Ome to the Centaur; fetch our 
stuff from thence mi 

I long, that we were safe and sound aboard. 

Dro. S. Faith, stay lioro this night, they 
will surely do us no liarni ; you saw they 
speak us fair, give us gold. Methiiiks they 
are such a gentle nation, that but for the 
mountain of mad llesli that claims marriage 
of me, I could find in my heart to stay hei*e 
still, and turn witch. 

A7it. S. I will not stay to-night for all the 
town ; 

Therefore away, to get our stuff aboard. 

[ Exeu7it. 


ACT 

Scene I. — The Same. Before an Abbey. 

Erder Merchant and Angelo. 

Any. I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder’d 
you; 

But, I protest, he had the chain of me. 

Though most dishonestly he doth deny it. 


V. 

Mer. How is the man esteem’d here in tlie 
, ... 

Any. Of very reverend reputatioh, sir. 

Of credit infinite, highly belov’d, 

Second to none that lives here in the city : 
His word might bear my wealth at any 
time. 


liS 



Act V. 


THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


Scene I. 


Mer, Speak softly ; yonder, as I think, h 
walks. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse mul Dromio 
of Syracuse, 

Any, Tis so; and that self cliain about 
his neck, 

Which he forswore most monstrously to have, 
Oood sir, draw near to me, I ’ll speak to him. — 
Signior Antipholus, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this shame and 
tarouble; 

And not without some scandal to yourself, 
With circumstance and oaths, so to deny 
This chain, which now you wear so openly : 
Beside the charge, the shame, imprisonment. 
You have done wrong to this my honest 
friend ; 

Who, but for staying on our coivbix)veray, a 
Had hoisted sail, and put to sea to-day. 

This chain you had of me : can you deny it t 
Ant S. I think, I had : I never did deny it. 
Mer, Yes, that you did, sir, and forswore 
it too. 

Ant, S, Who heard me to deny it, or for- 
swear it ? 

Mer, These eai*8 of mine, thou know’st, did 
hear thee. 

Fie on thee, wretch ! *t is pity that thou liv’st 
To walk where any honest men resort. 

Ant, S, Thou art a villain to impeach me 
thus. 

I '11 prove mine honour and mine honesty m 
Against thee presently, if thou dar’st stand. 
Afer, I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 

\Tliey draw. 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtesan, aiul 
Olliers, 

Ad/r, Hold ! hurt him not, for God’s sake ! 
he is mad, — 

Skmie get within him, take his sword away. 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my house. 
JDro, S, Run, master, run ; for God’s sake 
take a house ! 

This is some priory ; — in, or we are spoil'd. 
\ExmnJt Ant. S, and Dro. S, to live Abbey. 

Enter the A hbess. 

Abb, Be quiet, people. Wherefore throng 
you hither? 

A dr. To fetch my poor distracted husband 
* hence. 

Let us come in, that tre may bind him fast, 40 
And bear him home for his recovery. 

Any, I knew, he was not in his perfect wits. 
Mer, I am sorry now, that I did draw on 
him, 

m 


Abb, How long hath this possession held 
the man ] 

A dr. This week he hath been heavy, sour, 
sad. 

And much different from the man he was ; 
But, till this afternoon, his passion 
He’er brake into extremity of rage. 

Abb, Hath ho not lost much wealth by 
wreck of sea? 

Buried some dear friend ? Hath not else his 
eye m 

Stray’d his affection in unlawful love ? 

A sin prevailing much in youthful men,’^ 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 
Which of these sorrows is he subject to ? 

Adr, To none of these, except it be the last; 
Namely, some*love, that drew him oft from 
home. 

Abb, You should for that have reprehended 
him. 

Adr, Why, so I did. 

Abb, Ay, but not rough enough. 

Adr. As roughly as my modesty would 
let mo. 

Abb. Haply, in private. 

Adr, And in assemblies too. w 

Abb. Ay, but not enough. 

Adr. It was the copy of our conference. 

In bed, he slept not for my urging it : 

At board, ho tod not for my urging it ; 

Alone, it was the subject of my theme ; 

In company, I often glanced it : ^ 

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 

Abb, And therefore came it that the man 
was mad : 

The venom clamours of a jealous weman 
Poison more deadly than a mad dog’s tooth, w 
It seems, his sleeps were hinder’d by thy 
reiling, 

And thereof comes it that his head is light. 
Thou say’st, his meat was sauc’d with thy up- 
braidings : 

Unquiet meals make ill digestions ; 

Thereof the raging fire of fever br^ : 

And what ’s a fever but a fit of madness I 
Thou say’st, his sports were hinder’d by thy 
brawls : 

I Sweet recreation band’d, what doth ensue 
‘ But moody and dull melancholy, 

Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair, w 
And at their heels a huge infectious troop 
Of pale distemperatures, and Ibes to life ? 

In food, in sport, and life-preserving rest 
To be disturb’d, would mad or man or beast. 
The consequence is then, thy jealous fits 
Have scar’d thy husband from the use of wits. 
Luc, She never reprehended him but 
mildly, 



Act V. 


THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


SCBNE I. 


When J}e deiliean’d liimself rough, rude, an< 
wildly. — 

Why bear you these rebukes, and answe: 
not? 

A dr, She did betray me to my own re 
proof. — 

Good i>eople, enter, and lay hold on him. 

Ahh, No ; not a creatun eiitei*s in my 
house. 

Adr, Then, let your servants bring my 
husband forth. 

Ahh, Neither: he took this place for 
sanctuary, 

And it shall privilege him from your hands. 
Till I have brought him to his wits again, 

Or lose my labour in assaying it. 

Adr, I will attend my husband, be his 
nurse, 

Diet his sickness, for it is my office, 

And will have no attorney but myself, m 
And therefore let me have him home with 
me. 

Ahh, Be patient ; for 1 will not let him 
stir, 

Till I have us’d the approved means I have, 
With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy 
prayers, 

To make of him a formal man again. 

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 

A charitable duty of my order ; 

Therefore depart, and leave him here with 
me. 

Adfr, I will not hence, and leave my hus- 
band hero ; 

And ill it <loth beseem your holiness iu> 

To separate the husband and the wife. 

Abb. Be quiet, and depart : thou shalt not 
have him. [Exit, 

Luc, Complain unto the duke of this in- 
dignity. 

Adr, Como, go ; I will fall prostrate at his 
feet. 

And never rise, until my tears and prayers 
Have won his grace to come in person hither, 
And take perforce my husband from the 
abbess. 

Mer, By this, I think, the dial points at 
five : 

Anon, I *m sure, the duke himself in person 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale, 

The place of death and sorry execution, 

Behind the ditches of the abbey hera 

Ang, Upon what cause ? 

Mer, To see a reverend Syracusian mer- 
chant, • 

Who put unluckily into this bay 
Against the laws and statutes of this town, 
Beheaded publicly for his ofience. 

U7 


Afi^, See, where they come: we will behold 
his death. 

Luc, Kneel to the duke before he pass the 
abbey 

Enter Duke, attended ; -/Rgeon ha, reloaded ; 
with the Headsman and other Officers, 

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly, 
If any friend will pay the sum for him, m 
Ho shall not die, so much we tender him. 

Adr. Justice, most sacred duke, against the 
abbess ! 

Duke, She is a virtuous and a reverend 
lady : 

It cannot bo that she hath done thee wrong. 

Adr, May it please your gi-ace, Antipholus, 
my husband, — 

Whom I made lord of me, and all I had. 

At your imj)ortant letters, — this ill day 
A most outrageous fit of madness took 
liim, 

That desperately he hurried through the 
street, i4# 

(With him his bondman, all as mad as he) 
Doing displeiisure to the citizens 
By rushing in their houses, bearing thence ' 
Rings, jewels, anything his rage did like. 

Once did I get him bound, , and sent him 
home. 

Whilst to take order for the wrongs I 
went. 

That here and there his fury had committed. 
Anon, I wot not by what strong escape, 

He broke from those that had the guard of 
him. 

And with his mad attendant and himself, m 
Each one with ireful passion, with drawn 
swords. 

Met us again, and, madly bent on us, 

Chas’d us away ; till, raising of more aid, 

We came again to bind thorn. Then they 
fied 

Into this abbey, whither we pursued them ; 
And hero the abbess shuts the gates on us, 
And will not suffer us to fetch him out. 

Nor send him forth, that we may bear him 
hence. 

Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy com- 
mand, 

Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for 
help. 

Duke, Long since thy husband serv’d me 
in my wans. 

And I to thee engag’d a prince’s word, 

When thou didst make him master of thj 
bed, 

To do him all the grace and good I could. — 

Go, some of you, knock at the abbey-gate, 



Act V. 


THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


Scene I. 


Aiul bid the la<ly abbess come to me. 

I will determine this, before I stir. 

Eater a Servant. 

Serv. O mistress, mistress ! shift and save 
yourself. 

My master and his man are both broke loose, 
Reaten the maids a-i'ow, and bound the 
doctor, J70 

Whose beard they have sing’d off with bmnds 
of fire ; 

And ever as it blazed they threw on him 
Great pails of puddleil min^ to quench the hair. 
My master preaches patience to him, and the 
while 

His man with scissors nicks him like a fool ; 
And, sure, unlo.ss you send some present help. 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Adr. P(‘ace, fool ! thy master and liis man 
are h(n*e, 

And that is false thou dost report to us. 

Sew. Mistress, upon my life, T tell you 
true ; 

I have not ])reath’d almost, since I did see it. 
He cries for you, and vows, if he can take 
you, 

To scorch your face, and to disfigure you. 

[Cry mithin. 

Hark, hark, I hear him, mistress : fly, be 
gone. 

Duke, (^ome, stand by me; feai’ nothing. 
Guard with halberds ! 

Adr. All me, it is my husband ! Witness 
you. 

That he is borne about invisible : 

Even now we hous'd him in the abbey here. 
And now he 's there, past thought of human 
reason. 

Enter Antipholus of Epkesus and Dromio 
of Ephesus. 

A nt. E. J ustice, most gracious duke I O ! 
grant me justice, loo 

Even for the service that long since I did 
thee, 

When I bestrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep scars to save thy life ; even for the 
blood 

That then I lost for thee, now grant me 
justice. 

.Ege. Unless the fear of death doth make 
me dote, 

I see my son Antipholus, and Dromio ! 

Ant. E. Justice, sweet prince, against that 
woman there ! 

She whom thou gav'st to me to be my wife, 
That hath abused and dishonour'd me, 

Even in the strength and height of injury, aoo 
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Beyond imagination is the wrong 
That she this day hath shameless thrown on 
, me. 

Duke. Discover how, and thou shalt find 
me just. 

Ant. E. This day, great duke, she shut the 
doors iq)f)n me. 

While she with harlots feasted in my housa 
Duke. A grievous fault. Say, woman, 
didst thou so t 

Adr. No, my good lord : myself, he, and 
my sister, 

To-day did dine together. 8o befall my 'soul, 
As this is false la^ burdens mo withal. 

Z?«c'. Ne’er may I look on day, nor sleep on 

Tiiglit, ^ 

But she tells to your highness simple truth. 
Ang. O perjur’d woman ! They are both 
forsworn : 

In this the madman justly chargeth them. 
Ant. E. My liege, 1 am advised what I 
say : 

Neither disturbed with the effect of wine, 
Nor heady-rash ])rovok’d with raging ire, 
Albeit my wrongs might make one wiser 
mad. 

This woman lock’d me out this day from 
dinner : 

That goldsmith there, were he not pack'd 
with her, 

Could witness it, for he was with me then ; 220 
Who parted with me to go fetch a chainji. 
Promising to bring it to the Porpentine, 
Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 

Our dinner df)nf‘, and ho not comyig thither, 

I went to seek him : in the street I met him. 
And in his company that gentleman. 

There did this }>erjur’d goldsmith swear me 
down, 

That I this day of him receiv'd the chain, 
Which, God he knows, I saw not ; for the 
which 

He did arrest me with an officer. sr 

I did obey, and sent my j)easant home 
For certain ducats : he with none return'd. 
Then fairly I bespoke the officer, 

To go in person with me to my house. 

By the way we met 
My wife, lier^sister, and a rabble more 
Of vile confederates : along with them 
They brought one Pinch, a Jiungry lean-fac’^ 
villain, 

A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

A ^hreadlmre juggler, and a fortune-teller, sk- 
A needy, hollow-ey'd, sharp-looking wretch, 

A living dead man. This pernicious slave, 
Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer. 

And gazing in mine eyes, feeluig my pulse, 
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And with no face, as wore, outfacing me, 
Cries out, I was possessed. Then, altogether 
They fell upon me, bound me, boro me thence, 
And in a dark and dankish vault at homo 
There left mo and my man, both bound to- 
gether ; 

Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds in 
sunder, 250 

I gain’d my freedom, and immediately 
Ran liither to your gi’ace, whom I boscech 
To give me aniplo satisfaction 
For those deep shames, and gieat indignities. 

Anj. My lord, in tnith, thus far I witness 
witli him, 

That he din’d not at home, but was lock’d 
out. 

Duke, But liad he such a chcdn of thee, or 
no 

Any. He had, my lord ; and when he ran 
in here, 

These people saw the chain about his neck. 

Mer. Besides, I will l^e swoni, these ears 
of mine aw 

Heard you confess you had the chain of him, 
After you first forswore it on the mai’t. 

And, tliereupon, I drew my sword on you \ 
And then you fled into this abbey here. 

From whence, 1 think, you are come by 
miracle. 

Ant. E. 1 never came within these abbey- 
walls, 

Nor c\ f-r didst tliou draw thy sword on me. 

’1 never saw tlie chain. So help me Heaven, 
As this is false you ])urden me withal. 

Duke. Why, what an intricate imj)each is 

tlli/*^ ! 270 

I think, yoi'i all have drunk of Circe’s cup. 

If here you hous’d him, here he would have 
been ; 

If ho were mad, he would not plead so 
coldly ; — 

You say, ho din’d at home ; the goldsmith 
here 

Denies that saying. — Sin-ah, what say you ? 

Dro, E, Sir, ho din’d with her there, at the 
* Porpentine. 

Coui\ He did, and from my finger snatch’d 
that ring. 

Ani. E. ’Tis true, my liege; this ring I 
had of her. 

Duke, Saw’st thou him enter at the abbey 
here ? ^ 

Cour, As sure, my liege, as I do see your 
grace. 280 

Duke, Why, this is strange. — Go call the 
abbess hither. — 

I think you all are mated, or stark mad. 

[Exit cm Attendant, 


jEye, Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me 
speak a word. 

Haply, I see a friend will save my life. 

And pay the sum that may deliver me. 

Duke, Speak freely, Syracusiaii, what thou 
wilt. 

jEtje, Is not your name, sur, call’d Anti- 
pholus, 

And is not that your bondman Dromio ? 

Dro, E. Within this hour I was his bond- 
man, sir; 

But he, I thank him, gnaw’d in two ray 
cords : m 

Now am I Dromio, and his man unbound. 
jEye, I am sure you both of you remember 
me. 

Dro, E, Ourselves we do remember, sir, by 
you ; 

For lately we were boiitid, as you ai’e now. 
You are not Pinch’s patient, are you, sirl 
jEye. Why look you strange on me 1 you 
know me well. 

A?it. E, I never siiw you in my life, till 
now. 

^ye. O ! grief hath chang’d me, since you 
saw me last ; 

And careful hours, with Time’s deformed 
hand. 

Have written strange defeatures in my 
face ; -w 

But tcdl me yet, dost thou not know my voice 1 
Ant, EJ, Neither. 
jEye. Dromio, nor thou? 

Dro, E, No, trust me, sir, nor I, 

jEye, I am sure thou dost. 

Dro, EJ. Ay, sir, but T am sure I do not; 
and whatsoever a man denies, you are now 
bound to believe him. 

^EJye. Not know my voice ! O, time’s ex- 
tremity. 

Hast thou so crack’d and splitted my poor 
tongue 

In seven short years, that here my only 
son 310 

Knows not my feeble key of untun’d cares ? 
Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter’s drizzled snow. 

And all the conduits of my blood froze up. 
Yet hath my night of life some memory. 

My wasting lamps some fading glimmer left, 
My dull deaf ears a little use to hear : 

All these old witnesses (I cannot err) 

Tell me thou art my son Antipholus. 

Ant, E, I never saw my father in my life. 
]Mge, But seven years since, in Syracusa, 
boy, 821 

Thou know’st we parted. But, perhaps, my 
son. 
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Thou sham^st to acknowledge mo in miseiy. 

E. The duke, and all that know me 
in the city, * 

Can witness with me that it is not so. 

I ne^er saw Syracusa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee, Syracusian, twenty 
years 

Have I been patron to AntiphoJus, 

During which time he ne’er saw Syracusa. 

I see, thy age and dangers make thee 
dote. 

Enter Abbess, with Antipholus of Syriicuse 
and Dromio of Syrac'use. 

Abb. Most mighty duke, behold a man much 
wrong’d. [All gailt^ to see them. 

Adr. I see two husbands, or mine eyes de- 
ceive me. 

Duke. One of these men is Genius to the 
other ; 

And so of these : which is the natui*al man, 
And which the spirit ? who deciphers them 1 

Dro. S. I, sir, am Dromio : command him 
away. 

Dro, E. I, sir, am Dromio : pray, let me 
stay. 

Ant, S, .^geon art thou not? or else his 
ghost ? 

. Dro, S. 0, my old master! who hath bound 
him here 1 

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loose his 
bonds, 340 

And gain a husband by his liberty. — 

Speak,, old iEgeon, if thou be’st the man 
That liadst a wife once called ./Emilia, 

That bore thee at a burden two fair sons. 

0 I if thou bo’st the same ^Egeon, speak, 

And speak unto the same ^Emilia ! 

ASge. If I dream not, thou art Emilia. 

If thou art she, tell me, where is that son 
Tliat floated with thee on the fatal raft 1 

Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he, and I, sso 
Aiid the twin Dromio, all were taken up : 
But, by-and-by, rude fishermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my son from them, 
And me they left with those of Epidamnum. 
Wliat then became of them, I cannot tell ; 

1 to this fortune that you see me in. 

Duke. Why, here begins his morning story 
right. 

These two Antipholuses, these two so like. 
And these two Dromios, one in semblance, — 
Besides her urging of her wrack at sea ; — sw 
These are the parents to these children. 

Which accidentally are met together. 
Antipholus, thou cam’st from Corinth first 1 

Ant, S, No, sir, not I : I came from Syra- 
cuse. 


Duke. Stay, stand apart : I know not which 
is which. 

Ant, E, I came from Corinth, my most 
gracious lord. 

Dro. E. And I with him. 

Ant. E, Brought to this town by that most 
famous warrior, 

Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle. 

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me 
to-day ? 370 

Ant. S. I, gentle mistress. 

Adr. And are not you my husband ? 

Ant. E. No ; I say nay to that. 

Ant. E. And so do I ; yet did she call me 
so ; 

And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here, 
Did call me bi other. — What I told you then, 
I hope, I shall have leisure to make good. 

If this be not a dream I see and hear. 

Atig. That is the chain, sir, which you had 
of me. 

A 7 U. E. I think, it be, sir : I deny it not. 

Ant. E. And you, sir, for this chain ar- 
rested me. m 

Any. I think I did, sir : I deny it not. 

Adr, I sent you money, sir, to l)e your bail, 
By Dromio ; but I think, he brought it not. 

Dro. E. No, none by me. 

Ant. S. This purse of ducats I receiv’d 
from you. 

And Dromio, my man, did bring them me. 

I see, we still did meet each other’s ntan^ ^ , 
And I was ta’en for him and he for me. 

And thereupon these errors are arose. 

Ant. E, Those dueats pawn I for my father 
here. i .w 

Duke. It shall not need : thy father hath 
his life. 

Cour. Sir, I must have that diamond from 
you. 

Ant. E. There, take it ; and much thanks 
for my good cheer. 

Abb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take 
the pains 

To go with us into the abbey here. 

And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes 
And all that are assembled in this place. 

That by this sympathised one day’s error 
Have suffer’d wrong, go keep us company. 
And we shall make full satisfaction. 400 

Thirty-three years have I but gone in travail 
Of you, my sons ; and till this present hour 
My heavy burden ne’er deliver’d. — 

The duke, my husband, and my children 
both. 

And you the calendars of their nativity, 

Go to a gossips’ feast, and joy with me : , 
After so long grief such festivity I 
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THE TWO DROMIOS. 


Dromio of Ephesus. Methinks, you are nyr glass, and not my brother : 

I see by you, 1 am a sweet-faced youth. 
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Duke, With all my heart : I ’ll gossip at 
this feast. 

\EQeetJiml Duke, Ahhessy ^oeon, Courtesan^ 
Mercluintj Angelo, and Attendants. 

Dro. S. Master, shall I fetch your stuff 
from shipboard ? 

Ant. E. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast 
thou embark’d ? 410 

Dr6. S. Your goods, that L*y at host, sir, 
in the Centaur. 

Ant, S. He speaks to me. — I am your 
master, Dromio : 

Come, go with us ; we ’ll look to that anon. 

Embrace thy brother there; rejoice with him. 

[Exmnt Ant. Ant. K, Adr., and TiUC. 

Dro. f^. There is a fat friend at your 
master’s house, 


That kitchen’d me for you to-day at 
dinner : 

She now shall be my sister, not my wife. 

Dro. E. Methinks, you are my glass, and 
not my brother : 

I see by you I am a sweet-faced youth. 

Will you walk in to see their gossiping ? m 

Dro. S. Not I, sir ; you are my elder. 

Dro. E. That ’s a question : how shall we 
try it? 

Dro. S. We ’ll draw cuts for the senior : 
till then, lead thou first. 

Dro. E. Nay, then thus : 

We came into the world like brother and 
brother ; 

And now let’s go hand in hand, not one 
before another. \Exeunt. 


Ul 



VENUS AND ADONIS. 


Even tis the sun with purple-colour’d face 
Had ta’en his last leave of the weeping morn, 
Rose-cheekVl Adonis hied liini to the chase ; 
Hunting he lov’d, but love he laugh’d to 
scorn : 

Sick-thoughted Venus makes amain unto 
him, 

And like a bold-fac’d suitor ’gins to woo 
him. 

‘‘Thrice fairer than myself,” tlnis she began, 
“ The field’s chief flower, sweet above compare. 
Stain to all nymphs, more lovely than a man, 
More white and red than doves or roses are ; 
Nature, that made thee, with herself at 
strife, II 

Saith, that the world hath ending with thy 
life. 

“ Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed, 
And rein his proud head to the saddle-bow ; 
If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meed 
A thousand lioney-secrets shalt thou know : 
Here come and sit, where never serpent 
hisses ; 

And being set, I’ll smotlier thee with 
kisses : 

‘And yet not cloy thy lips with loath’d 
satiety, 

But ratluT famish them amid their plenty, 2 f> 
Making them red and pale with fresh variety ; 
Ten kisses short as one, one long as twenty : 
A summer’s day will seem an hour but 
short. 

Being wasted in such time-beguiling sport.” 

With this she seizeth on his sweating palm, 
The precedent of pith and livelihood. 

And, trembling in her passion, calls it balm. 
Earth’s sovereign salve to do a goddess good : 
Being so enrag’d, desire doth lend her force 
Courageously to pluck him from his horse. 

Over one arm the lusty courser’s rein, si 
Under her other was the tender boy, 

Who blush’d and pouted in a dull disdain. 
With leaden appetite, unapt to toy ; 

She red and hot as coals of glowing fire. 

He red for shame, but frosty in desire. 


I The studded bridle on a ragged bough 
Nimbly she fastens ; (0, how quick is love !) 
The steed is stalled up, and even now 
To tie the rider she begins to prove : • lo 

Backward she push’d him, as she would be 
thrust, 

And govern’d him in strength, though not 
in lu^. 

So soon was she along, as he was down, 

Eiich leaning on their elbows and their hips : 
Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he 
frown, • 

And ’gins to chide, but soon she stops his 
lip; 

And kissing speaks, with lustful language 
broken, 

“If thou wilt chide, thy lips shall never 
open.” 

He burns with bashful shame ; she with her 
tears 

Doth quench the maiden burning ^oj^is 
cheeks ; ST 

Then with her windy sighs, and golden hairs, 
To fan and blow them dry again she seeks : 

He saith she is immodest, blanfjjs her ’miss ; 

What follows more she murdefs with a kiss. 

Even Jis an empty eagle, sharp by fast, 

Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh, and 
bone. 

Shaking her wings, devouimig all in haste. 

Till either gorge bo stuff d, or prey be gone ; 

Even so she kiss’d his brow, his cheek, his 
chin, 

And where she ends she doth anew begin. 

Forc’d to content, but never to obey, * oi 
Panting ho lies, and breatheth in her face ; 

She feedeth on the steam, as on a prey, 

And calls it heavenly moisture, air of grace ; 

Wishing her cheeks wefe gardens full of 
flowers. 

So they were dew’d with such distilling 
showers. 

Look, how a bird lies tangled in a net, 

So fasten’d in her arms Adonis lies ; 
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Pure shame and aw’d resistance made him 
fret, 

Wliich bred more beauty in his angry eyes : 
Rain added to a river tliat is rank, 71 
Perforce will force it overflow the bank. 

Still she entreats, and prettily entreats, 

For to a pretty ear she tunes lie tale ; 

Still is he sullen, still he lours and frets, 
’Twixt crimson shame, and anger ashy-pale ; 
Being red, she loves him best ; and being 
vdiite, 

Her best Ls better’d with a more delight. 

Look how he can, she cannot choose but love ; 
And by her fair immortal hand sl.e sweai*s, m 
From liis soft bosom never to remove, 

Till he take truce with her contending tears, 
Which long have rain’d, making her cheeks 
all wet; 

And one i>weet kiss shall pay this countless 
debt. 

Upon this promise did he raise his chin, 

Like a dive-da]i})er peering through a wave. 
Who, being look’d on, ducks as quickly in : 

So offers he to give what she did crave ; 

But when her lips were retuly for his pay, 
He winks, and turns his lips another way. 

^^ever did passenger in summer’s heat 91 
More thirst for drink than she for this good 
turn. 

Her help she sees, but help she cannot get ; 
She bathes ia water, yet her fire must bum : 
“Oh, pity,” ’gan she cry, “flint-hearted 
boy! 

’T is but a kiss I beg ; why art thou coy ? 

“ I have been woo’d, Jis I entreat thee now, 
Even by the stern and direful god of war, 
Whose sinewy neck in battle ne’er did bow. 
Who conquers where ho comes, in every jar ; 
Yet hath he been my captive and my slave, 
And begg’d for that which thou iinask’d 
shalt have. «« 

“ Over my altars hath he hung his lance. 

His batter’d shield, his uncontrolled crest, 
And for my sake hath loarn’d to sport and 
dance, 

To toy, to wanton, dally, smile, and jest ; 
Scorning his churlish drum, and ensign red. 
Making my arms his field, his tent my bed. 

“Thus he that overrul’d, I oveysway’d. 
Leading him prisoner in a red-rose chain : no 


Strong-temper’d steel his stronger sti'engtl 
obey’d. 

Yet was he servile to my coy disdain. 

O 1 bo not proud, nor brag not of thy 
might, 

For mastering her that foil’d the god of 
fight. 

“Touch but my lips with those fair lips of 
thine, — 

Though mine be not so fair, yet are they red,- 
1 The kiss shall be thine own as well as mine. 
What seest thou in the gro;i:.d ? hold up 
thy heatl : 

Look in mine oye])alls, there thy beauty lies ; 

Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in 
eyes ? i-x) 

“Art thou ash am ’d to kiss ? then wink again, 
And I will wink ; so shall the day seem night ; 
Love keeps his revels where there are but 
twain ; 

* Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight : 

These blue-vein’d violets, whereon we lean. 

Never can blab, nor know not what we 
mean. 

“ The tender spring upon thy tempting lip 
Shows thee unripe, yet may’st thou well be 
tasted. 

Make use of time, lot not advantage sli[) ; 
Beauty witliin itself should not be wasted : i») 

Fair flowers that are not gather’d in their 
prime. 

Rot and consume themselves in little time. 

“ Were I hard-favour’d, foul, or wrinkled old, 
Ill-nurtur’d, crooked, churlish, harsh in voice, 
O’ei’worn, despised, rheumatic, and cold, 
Thick-sighted, barren, lean, and lacking juice. 

Then might’st thou pause, for then 1 were 
not for thee ; 

But having no defects, wliy dost abhor me ? 

“ Thoii canst not see one wrinkle in my brow ; 
Mine eyes are grey, and bright, and (juick in 
turning ; no 

My beauty as the spring doth yearly grow, 
My flesh is soft and plump ; my marrow 
burning ; 

My smooth moist hand, were it with thy 
hand felt, 

Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem to melt. 

' Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear, 
Or like a fairy trip upon the ^'een. 

Or like a nym]>h, with long dishe veil’d hair, 
Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen : 
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Lovo i« n spirii ;iH cofiipaci ol 

Not gross lo sink, Init light, ainl will aspire. 

‘‘Witness this ])ininr()se hank vv]i<‘roou 1 lie ; 
These foreehiss tlowers like sturdy trevs sup- 
])ort mo ; 

Two strength loss doves will di-aw me tlirongh 
the sky, 

From morn* till night, t‘\en where I list to 
sport me : 

Is love so light, sweet hoy, and may it be 
That thou shouldst think it heavy unto 
thee ? 

“Is tljine own heart to thine own face 
allheUMl ? 

Can thy light liand seize lovo upon thy left? 
Then woo thyself, Im) of thyself rejected ; 

Steal tiiiiK^ own free<h)m, and complain on 
theft. iflO 

Narcissus so himself himself forsook, 

And died to kiss his, shadow in the brook. 

“To relies are made to light, jewels to wear, 
Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the use, 
Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to 
hear ; 

Things growing to themselves are growth^s 
ahu.so : 

Scetls spring from seeds, and beauty breedeth 
beauty ; 

Thou wast begot, — to get it is thy duty. 

“ Upon the earth’s increase wliy .shouldst 
thou hied, 

Unless th(^ earth with tliy increase be fed ? no 
By law of nature tlioii art bound to breed. 
That thine may live, wlien tliou thyself art 
ilead y 

And so ill s|)it(^ of death thou dost survive, 

• In that thy likeness still is loft alive.” 

By. this, the .love sick queen began to sweat, 
For whon^ thi^y lay the shadow had forsook 
them, 

And! ^itan, tired in the mid-day heat, 

With burning vyo. dal liotly overlook them ; 
Wishing Adonis had liis team to guide, 

So he were like him, and by Venus’ side. 

And now Ailonis, with a lazy spright, im 
A nd with a In^avy, dailc, disliking eye, 

His louring brows o’erwhelming bis fair sight, 
like misty vapours, when they blot the sky, 
Souring his cheeks, cries, “ Fie ! no more 
of love : 

Tlie sun doth bum my face; I must 
remove.” 


“All m<! ! ” quoth Venus, “young, and so 
unkind ? 

WHiat bare exeiises mak’st thou .to bo gone ! 

1 ’ll sigh celestial breath, whoso gentle wind 

Shall cool the heat of this descending smi : iw) 

I ’ll make a shadow for thee of my hairs ; 

If they burn too, 1 ’ll quench them with 
my teais. 

I “ The sun that shines from heaven shines but 
warm, 

And, lo ! 1 lie between that sun and thee : 

The heat T have from ilieiieedotli litt'oharm, 

Thine eye darts forth the fire that Imriieth rne ; 
And were 1 not immortal, life were done, 
Between this heavenly and earthly sun. 

f 

“ Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel ? 

Nay, more than flint, for stone at rain 
releiiteth. aoo 

Art thou a woman’s son, and canst not feel 

What ’tis to love ^ how want uf love tor- 
monteth ? 

O ! had thy mother borne so hard a mind, 
She had not brought forth thee, but died 
unkind. 

“ What am T, that thou shouldst contemn me 
this ? 

Or what great danger dwells upon my suit? 

What were thy lips the worse for one poor kiss? 

Speak, fair ; but sjieak fair words, oi;^else be 
mute : * ^ 

Give me one kiss, I ’ll give it thee again, 
And one for interest, if thou wilt have 
twain. ^ . 210 

“ Fie ! lifeless picture, cold and senseless 
stone, 

Well-painted idol, image dull and dead. 

Statue contenting but the eye alone, 

Thing Uko a man, but of no woman bred : 

Thou art no man, though of a man’s com- 
plexion, 

For men will kiss even by their own 
direction.” 

This said, impatience chokes her pleading 
tongue. 

And swelling passion doth provoke a pause ; 

Red cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth her 
wrong : 

Being judge in love, she cannot right her 
cause ; 

And now she weeps, and now she fain 
would speak, 

And now her sobs do her intendments 
break. * 
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Sometimes she shakes her head, and then his 
hand ; 

Now’gazeth she on him, now on the ground; 

Sometimes her arms infold him like a band : 

She would, he will not in her arms be bound ; 

And when from thence he struggles to be 
gone. 

She locks her lily fingers one one. 

I 

** Fondling, she saith, since 1 have hemm’d 
thee here, 

Within jihe circuit of this ivory pale, a») 

I ’ll bo a park, and thou shalt be my deer ; 

Feed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale ; 

Graze on my lips, and if those hills be dry, 

Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains i 

lie. I 

Within this limit is relief enough, | 

Sweet bottom-grass, and high delightful plain, 

Bound rising hillocks, brakes obscure and 
rough. 

To shelter thee from tempest, and from rain : 

Then be my deer, since I am such a park ; 

No dog shall rouse thee, though a thousand . 
bark.” i 

At this Adonis smiles, as in disdain. 

That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple : 

Love made those hollows, if himself wei*e 
slain, 

•^e might oe buried in a tomb so simple ; 

Fm’eknowing well, if there he came to lie, 

Why, there Love liv’d, and there he could 
not di^/ 

, These lovely caves, these round enchanting 
pits. 

Open’d their mouths to swallow Venus’ liking. 

Being mad before, how doth she now for wits 1 

Struck dead at fii-st, what needs a second 
striking ? aw 

Poor queen of love, in thine own law 
forlorn. 

To love a cheek that smiles at thee in 
scorn 

Now which way shall she turn ? what shall 
she say? 

Her words are done ! her woes the more 
incrc^ing ; 

The time is s{)ent, her object will away, 

And from her twining arms doth urge re- 
leasing. 

‘ Pity ! ” she cries, “ some favour, some 
remorse ! ” 

Away he springs, and hasteth to his horse. 


But lo ! from forth a co[)se that neighbours by, 
A breeding jennet, lusty, young, and proud, 
Adonis’ trampling courser doth espy, wi 
And forth she rushes, snorts, aiul neighs 
aloud : 

The strong-neck’d steed, being tied unto a 
tree, 

Breaketh his rein, and to her straight goes 
he. 

Imperiously ho leaps, he neighs, he bounds^ 
And now his woven girths he l»reaks asunder ; 
The bearing earth with his hard hoof ho 
wounds, 

Whose hollow womb resounds like heaven’s 
thunder : 

The iron bit he crushes ’tween his teeth. 
Controlling what he was controlled with. 2:0 

His ears up-prick’d ; hLs braided hanging mane 
Upon his compass’d crest now stand on end ; 
His nostrils drink the air, and forth again. 

As from a furnace, vapours doth ho send : 
His eye, which scornfully glisters like fire, 
Shows hLs hot courage, and his high dtjsire. 

Sometime he trots, as if he told the steps, 
With gentle majesty, and moilest pride ; 

Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps. 

As who should say, Lo ! thus my strengtli is 
tried ; aw* 

And this I do to captivate the eye 
Of the fail* breeder that is standing by. 

What recketh ho his rider’s angry stir. 

His flatteiing holla, or his “ Stand, I say ?” 
What cares he now for curb, or pricking spui*, 
For rich caparisons, or trapping gay 1 

He sees his love, and nothing else ho sees, 
For nothing else with his proud sight 
agi’ees. 

Look, when a painter would surpass the life. 
In limning out a well-iiroportion’d steed, 

His art with nature’s workmanship at strife. 
As if the dead the living should exceed ; 

So did this horse excel a common one, 

In shape, in courage, colour, paci‘, and 
bone. 

Round-hoofd, short jointed, fetlocks shag 
and long, 

Broad breast, full eye, small head, and nostidl 
wide. 

High crest, short eai-s, straight legs, and 
passing strong, 

Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender 
hide : 
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Look, what a horse should have, he did 
not lack, 

Save a proud rider on so proud a back, suo 

Sometimes ho scuds far off, and there he 
stares ; 

Anon he starts at stirring of a feather : 

To bid the wind a base he now prepares, 

And whe^r ho run or dy, they know not 
whether ; 

For through liis inane and tail the high 
wind sings, 

Fanning the haii-s, who wave like feathered 
wings. 

He looks upon his love, and neighs unto her ; 
She answiirs him, as if she knew his mind : 
Being pi-oud, as females are, to see him woo 
her, 

She puts on outward strangeness, seems 
unkind ; »io 

Spurns at his love, and scorns the heat he 
feels, 

Beating his kind cmbraceinents with her 
heels. 

Then, like a melancholy malcontent, 

He vails his tail, that, like a falling plume. 
Cool shadow to his melting buttock lent : 

He stamps, and bites the poor flies in his fume. 
His love, })creeiving how he is enrag’d. 
Grew kinder, and his fury was assuag’d. 

His testy master goeth about to take him, 
When, lo ! the unback’d breeder, full of fear. 
Jealous of catching, swiftly doth forsake him, 
With her the hor.se, and left Adonis there. 

As they were mad, unto the wood they hie 
them, 

Outstripping crows that strive to overfly 
them. I 

All swoln with chafing, down Adonis sits, 
Banning his boisterous and uiiinly beast : 

And now the hapi)y season once more fits. 
That love-sick Love by pleading may be blest ; 
Foi* lovers say, the heart hath treble wimig. 
When it Ls barr’d tin? aidance of the tongue. 

An oven that is 8top[)M, or riv er stay’d, asi 
Bumeth more hotly, swelleth with more rage : 
So of concealed sorrow may be said ; 

Free vent of words love’s fire doth assuage ; 
But when the lieart’s attorney once is mute, 
The client breaks, as desperate in his suit. 

He sees her coming, and begins to glow 
Even as a dying coal i*evives with wind. 


And with his bonnet hides his angry brow ; 
Looks on the dull earth with disturbed mind, 
Taking no notice that she is so nigh,- 
For all askance he holds her in his eye. 

0, what a sight it was, wistly to view 
How she came stealing to the wayward boy I > 
To note the fighting conflict of her hue, 

How white and red each other did destroy ! 
But now her cheek was pale, and by-aniby 
It flash’d forth fire, as lightning from the sky. 

Now was she just before him as he sat. 

And like a lowly lover down she kneels ; sso 
With one fair hand she heave th uj) his hat, 
Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels : 
His tenderer cheek receives her soft hand’s 
print, I 

As apt as new-fall’n snow takes any dint. 

O, what a war of looks was then between 
them 1 

Her eyes, ])etitiouera, to his eyes suing ; 

His eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen 
them ; 

Her eyes woo’d still, his eyes disdain’d tne 
wooing ; 

And all this dumb play had his acts made 
plain 

With teal’s, which, chorus-like, her eyes 
did rain. 300 

« 

Full gently now she takes him by the hand;*'^ 
A lily prison’d in a gtiol of snow, 

Or ivory in an alabaster band ; 

So white a friend engirts so w jiite a foe : 

This beauteous combat, wilful and un- 
willing, 

Show’d like two silver doves that sit a- 
billing. 

Once more the engine of her thoughts began : 

' O fairest niovcT on this mortal round, 
’Would thou wert as T am, and I a man. 

My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my 
wound ; sro 

For one sweet look thy help I would assure 
thee, 

Though nothing but my body’s bane would 
cure thee.” 

^^Give me my hand,”‘saith he, ‘‘why dost 
thou feel it?” 

“ Give me my heart,” saith she, “ and thou 
shalt have it ; 

O, give it mo, lest thy hard heart do steel it, 
And being steel’d, soft sighs can never grave 
it : 
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Then love’s deep groans I never shall 
regard, 

Because Adonis’ heart hath made mine 
hard.” 

“ For shame ! ” ho cries, let go, and let me 

go; , 

My day’s delight is past, my horse is gone, sso 
And ’t is your fault I am hereft him so : 

I pray you hence, and leave me here alone : 
For all my mind, my thought, my busy 
care, 

Is how to get my palfrey from the marc.” 

Tims she rejdies: “Thy palfrey, as he should. 
Welcomes the warm ai 3 i)roaeh of sweet de- 
sire : * 

Affection is a coal that must be cool’d ; 

Else, suffer’d, it will set the heart on fire. 

The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath 
none ; 

Therefore?, no marvel though thy horse be 
gone. ^ 

' How like a jade lie stood, tied to the tree. 
Servilely mastfjr’d with a leathern rein ! 

But when he saw his love, his youth’s fair 
fee, 

He held such petty bondage in disdain ; 
Throwing tlie base thong from his bending 
crest, 

Enfrav(?Iiising his mouth, his back, his 
breast. 

“ Who sees his true-love in luu^ naked bed. 
Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than wliite, 
But, when his glutton eye so full hath fed, 

His other agents aim at like delight ? 400 

Who is so faint, that dare not be so bold 
To touch the fire, the weather being cold ? 

“ Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy, 

And learn of him, I heartily beseech thee, 

To take advantage on presented joy ; 

Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings 
teach thee. 

O ! learn to love ; the lesson is but jilain, 
And once made perfect, never lost again.” 

“ I know not love,” quoth he, “nor will not 
know it, n 

Unless it bo a boar, and then I chase it ; 4 i» 

’T is much to borrow, and I will not owe it ; 
My love to love is love but to flisgmee it ; 

•For. I have heard it is a life in death. 

That lauglis, and weeps, and all but with a 
breath. 


“Who wears a garment shapeless and un- 
finish’d ? 

Who plucks the bud bcjfore one leaf put 
forth ? 

If springing things be any jot diminish’d. 

They wither in their prime, j)rove nothing 

1 worth : 

Tlie colt that ’s back’d and burden’d l>eing 
young, 

Loseth his pride, and nev^r waxeth 
strong. 420 

“You hurt my hand with wringing ; let us 
part. 

And leave this idle theme, this bootless chat: 

Bemovc your siege from my unyielding 
heart ; 

To love’s alarms it will not ope the gate : 

Dismiss your vows, your feigned tears, your 
flattery. 

For where a heart is hard, they muke no 
battery.” 

“ What ! canst thou talk ? ” quotli she, “ hast 
thou a tongue 1 

0, ’would thou hadst not, or I had no hoar- 
ing 1 

Thy mermaid’s voice hath done me double 
wrong ; 

I had my load before, now press’d wdth 

I bearing 

Melodious discord, heavenly tune har.sh- 
sounduig. 

Ear’s deep-sweet music, and heai’t’s deep- 
sore wounding. 

“ Had I no eyes, but care, my ears would love 

That inward beauty and invisibU^ ; 

Or, were I deaf, thy outward parts would 
move 

' Each part in me that were but sensible : 

Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor 
sec, 

Yet should I be in love by touching thee. 

“Say, that the sense of feeling w(?re bereft 
me. 

And that I could not see, nor hear, nor 
touch, 

And nothing but the very smell were left me, 

Yet would my love to thee be still as much ; 

For from the still’tory of thy htcc excelling 

Comes breath j)erfum’d, that breedeth love 
by smelling. 

‘But, O, what banquet wert thou to the 
taste. 

Being nurse and feeder of the other four : 


127 
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Would they not wish the feast might ever last^ 
And bid Suspicion double-lock the door, 

Lest Jealousy, that sour unwelcome guest, 
Should, by his stealing in, disturb th< 
feast 1 ” u 

Once more the ruby-colour’d portal opened. 
Which to his speech did lioney passage yi^d 
Like a red morn, that ever yet betoken’d 
Wrack to the seaman, tempest to the field, 
Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the birds, 
Gusts and foul flaws to herdmen and to 
herds. 

This ill presage advLsedly she marketh : 

Even as the wind is liush’d before it raineth, 
Or as the wolf doth grin before he barketh. 
Or as the berry breaks before it staineth, 4eo 
Or like the deadly bullet of a gun, 

His meaning struck her ere his words 
begun. 

And at his look she flatly falleth down, 

For looks kill love, and love by looks re- 
viveth : 

A smile reciires the wounding of a frown ; 

But blessed bankrupt, that by love so 
thriveth ! 

The silly boy, believing she is dead, 

Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it 
i*ed ; 

And all-amaz’d brake off his late intent. 

For sharply he did think to reprehend her, 47# 
Wliich cunning love did wittily prevent : 

Fair fall the wit that can so well defend her ! 
For on the grass she lies, as she wei*e slain, 
Till his breath breatheth life in her again. 

He wi’ings her nose, he strikes her on the 
cheeks. 

He bends her fingers, holds her pulses hard. 
He chafes her lips, a thousand ways he see^ 
To mend the hurt that his unkindness morr’d : 
He kisses lier ; and she, by her good will 
Will never rise, so he will kiss her still. 4» [ 

The night of sori-ow now is turn’d to day : 

Her two blue windows faintly she upheaveth, 
Like the fair sim, when in his fresh array 
He cheers the mom, and all the earth i-e- 
lieveth : 

And as the bright sun glorifies the sky. 

So is her face illumin’d with her eye ; 

Whose beams upon his hairlass face are fix’d, | 
As if from thence they borrow’d ail their 
shine 


Were never four such lamps together mix’d. 
Had not his clouded with his brow’s repine ; 

But hers, which through the crystal teai-s 
gave light, 491 

Shone like the moon in water seen by 
night. 

“ 0 I where am 1 1” quoth she, “ in earth or 
heaven. 

Or in the ocean drench’d, or in the fire ? 
What hour is this ? or morn or weary even 1 
Do I delight to die, or life desire 1 

But now I liv’d, and life was death’s 
annoy ; 

But now I died, and death was lively joy. 

** O, thou oiidst kill me ; kill me once again : 
Thy eyes’ shrewd tutor, tliat hard heart of 
thine, sou 

Hath taught them scornful tricks, and such 
disdain, 

That they have murder’d this poor heart of 
mine ; 

And these mine eyes, true leaders to their 
queen. 

But for tliy piteous lips no more htid seen. 

Long may they kiss each other for this cure ! 
O, never let their crimson liveries wear. 

And as they last, their verdure still endure. 
To drive infection from tlie dangerous year ! 

That the star-gazers, having writ on death. 

May say, the plague is banish’d by thy 
breath. 610 

‘‘ Pure lips, sweet seals in mv soft lips im- 
printed, 

What bargains may I make, still to be 
sealing ? 

To sell myself I can be well contented. 

So thou wilt buy, and pay, and use good 
dealing ; 

Which purchase if thou make, for fear of 
slips 

Set thy seal-manual on my wax-red lips. 

‘A thousand kisses buys my heart fi*om me ; 
And pay them at thy leisure, one by one. 
What is ten hundred touches unto thee If 
Are they not quickly told, and quickly gone ? 

Say, for non-payment that the debt should 
double, 

Is twenty hundred kisses such a trouble ? ” 

Fair queen,” quoth he, if any love you 
owe me. 

Measure my strangeness with my unripe 
years ; 


ISG 
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Before I know luyaelf, seek not to know me ; 

No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears : 

The mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks 
fast, 

Or being early pluck’d is sour to taste. 

^‘Look, the world’s comforter, with weary 
gait, 

His day’s hot task hath ended ii^. the west : 

The owl, night s herald, shrieks, ’t is very 
late ; ssi 

The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their 
nest, 

And coal-black clouds, that shadow heaven’s 
light, 

Do summon us to part, and bid gootl night. 

/ 

Now let me say good night ; and so say 
you ; 

If you will say so, ytm shall have kiss. ’ 

Good night,” quoth she ; and, ere he says 
adieuy 

The honey fee of parting tender’d is : 

Her arms do lend his neck a sweet em- 
brace ; 

Incorporate then they seem, face gi ows to 
face. •' 1 ‘W' 

Till, breathless, he disjoin’d, and backward 
Ire^ 

The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral 
mov.th, 

Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well 
knew, 

Whereon they surfeit, y(»t complain on 
drouth :» 

He with her-’ph^nty press’d, she faint with 
dearth, 

(Their lips together gluM,) fall to the earth. 

Now quick desire hath caught the yielding 
prey, 

And glutton-like she feeds, yet never filletli ; 

Her lips are conquerors, his lips obi\y, 

‘Paying what ransom the insulter willeth ; vk) 

Whose vulture thought doth pitch the price 
so high, 

That she will draw his lips’ rich treasure 
dry. 

And having felt the sweetness of the spoil. 

With blindfold fuiyoshe begins to forage; 

Her fac.e doth reek and smoke, her blood 
doth l>oil, 

And careless lust stirs up a desi^era^e courage ; 

Planting oblivion, beating reason back, 

Forgetting shame’s pure blush, and honour’s 
wrack. 


Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard em- 
bracing, 

Like a wild bird being tam’d with too much 
handling, son 

Or as the fieet-foot roe that ’s tir’d with 
chasing. 

Or like the fro ward infant still’d with 
landling, 

He now obeys, and now no more resisteth, 
While she takes all she can, not all she 
listeth. 

What wax so frozen but dissolves with 
tempering, 

Ami yields at last to every light iiiqM'essioii 1 

Things out of liopo are compass’d oft with 
venturing, 

Chietly in love, whose leave exceeds com- 
mission : 

Affection faints not like a pale-fac^’d coward, 
But then woos best, when most bis choice 
is froward. sto 

When he did frown, O ! had she then gave 
over, 

8ueh nectar from his lips she had not suck’d. 

Foul words and frowns must not rejiel a 
lover ; 

What though the rose have prickles, yet ’t is 
}>luck’fl : 

Were beauty under twenty locks kept, fast, 
Yet love breaks through, and picks them 
all at last. 

For pity now she can no more detain him ; 

The poor fool ])rays her that he may <lei)art : 

She is resolv'd no longer to restrain him. 

Bids him faivwell, and look well to her 
heai*t, jwii 

Th(‘ which, by Cupid’s bow she doth pro- 
test, 

He carries thence incaged in his breast. 

‘‘ 8weet boy,” she says, “ this night 1 ’ll waste 
in sorrow. 

For iny sick heart commands mine eyes to 
watch. 

Tell me, Lome’s master, shall we meet to- 
morrow '( 

Say, shall we ? shall we 1 wilt thou make the 
match t ” 

He tells her, no ; to-morrow he intends 
To hunt the boar with certain of his friends. 

“The boar!” quoth she, wliereat a sudden 
pale. 

Like lawn being spread ujx)n the bhisbing 
rose, 590 
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Usuqis lier clieek : she trembles at his tale, 
And on his neck her yoking arms she throws ; 

She sinketh down, still hanging by his 
nock, 

He on her belly falls, she on her back. 

Now is she in the very lists of love, 

Her champion mounted for the hot en- 
counter : 

All is imaginary she doth ])rove, 

He will not manage her, although he mount 
her ; 

That worse than Tantalus’ is her annoy. 

To cli}> Elysium, and to lack her joy. «)" 

Even as ])oor birds, deceiv’d with painted 
grapes, 

Do surfeit by the eye, and pine the maw, 
Even so sla^ languisheth in her mishaps. 

As those j)oor birds that helpless berries saw. 

The warm (‘fleets which she in him finds 
missing. 

She seeks to kindle with continual kissing. 

But all in vain ; gocal queen, it will not be : 
She hath assay’d as much as may be prov’d ; 
Her pleading hath deserv’d a greater fee ; 
Bhe’s Love, she loves, and yet she is not 
lov’d. «io 

“ Fi(% fie ! ” he says, you crush me ; let 
me go : 

You have no reason to withhold me so.” 

Thou hadst been gone,” q\ioth she, ‘‘ sweet 
boy, ere this. 

But that thou toldst me, thou wouldst hunt 
the boar. 

O ! be advis’d ; thou know’st not what it is 
With javelin’s point a churlish swine to gore, 

Whose tushes never-sheath’d he whetteth 
still, 

Like to a mortal butcher, Ijent to kill. 

‘‘ On his bow-back he hath a battle set 
Of bristly pikes, that (iver threat his foes ; oao 
His eyes like glow^- worms shine when he doth 
fret ; 

His snout digs sepulchres where’er he goes ; 

Being mov’d, he strikes whate’er is in his 
. w^ay, 

And whom he strikes his cru(d tushes slay. 

His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arm’d, 
Are better proof than thy spear’s point can 
enter ; 

His short thick neck cannot be easily harm’d; 
Being ireful, on the lion he will venture : 


The thorny brambles and embracing bushes. 

As fearful of him, ]>art ; through whom he 
rushes. tao 

Alas ! he nought esteems that face of thine, 
To which Love’s eyes j)ay tributary gazes ; 
Nor thy soft hands, sweet lips, and crystal 
eyiie. 

Whose full perfection all the world amazes ; 

But having tlice at vantage, (wondrous 
dread !) 

Would root these beauties, as be roots the 
mead. « 

0 ! let him keep his loathsome cabin still ; 
B(^auty hath nought to do with such foul 

fieiJlls : 

Come not within his dang(‘r by tby will ; 

They that thrive well take counsel of their 
friends.* wo 

When thou didst name the boar, not to 
dissemble, 

1 fear’d thy fortune, and my joints did 

tremble. 

‘‘ Didst tliou not mark my face ? was it not 
white 1 

8aw’st thou not signs c^f fear lurk in mine 
eye? 

Crew 1 not faint ? and fell T not downright ? 
Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie, 

My boding lieart j)ants, beats, takes no 
rest. 

But, like an earthquake, shakes thee on rny 
br(*ast. 

I 

“ For wdiere Love reigns, disturbing J(mlousy 
Doth call himself Allection’s sentinel ; oso 
(:rives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny, 

And in a peaceful hour doth cry, ‘ Kill, kill!’ 

Distempering gentle Love in his desire, 

As air and water do abate the fire. 

This sour informer, this bate-breeding spy, ‘ 
This canker that eats up Love’s tender spring, 
This cany-tale, dissentions Jealousy, 

That sometime true news, sometime ftilse doth 
bring, 

Knocks at my heart, and whispers in mine 
ear, 

That if T love thee, »I thy death should 
fear ; m 

“ And, more than so, presenteth to mine eye 
Tlie picture of an angry-chafing boar, 

Under whose sharp fangs on his back doth lie 
An image like thyself, all stain’d with gore ; 
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Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being 
shed, 

Doth make them droop with grief, and 
hang the head. 

What should I do, seeing thee so indeed, 
That tremble at the imagination ? 

The thouglit of it doth make my faint heart 
bleed, , 

And fear doth teach it diviiiacion ; m 

I prophesy thy deatli, my living sorrow ; 

If thou encounter with the boar to-morrow. 

‘‘But if thou needs wilt hunt, be rul’d by me; 
Uncouple at the timorous Hying hare, 

Or at the fox, which lives by subtlety, 

Or at tlie roe, which no encounter dare : 

Pursue these fearful creatures o’er the 
downs. 

And on thy well-breath’d horse keep with 
thy hounds. 

“And when thou hast on foot the purblind 
hare, 

Mark the poor wretch, to o\'ersljoot las 
troubles, <w) 

How he outruns the wind, and with what 
care 

Ho cranks and crosses with a thousand 
doubles : 

The many musets through the which he 
goes, 

Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes. 

“ Sometime he inuis among a flock of sheep, 

To make the cunning hounds mistake their 
smell ; 

And sometime where earth-delving conies 
keep. 

To stop the loud pursuers in their yell ; 

And sometime sorteth with a herd of deer ; 

Danger deviseth shifts ; wit waits on fear : 

“ For there his smell with others being 
mingled, fifli 

The hot scent-snuffing hounds are driven to 
doubt, 

Ceasing their clamorous cry, till they liave 
singled 

With much ado the cold fault cleanly out ; 

Then do they spend their mouths : Eclio 
replies, 

As if another "chase were in the skies. 

“ By this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill, 

Stands on his hinder legs with listening ear, 

To hearken if his foes })ursue him still : 

Anon their loud alarums ho doth hear ; too 
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And now his grief may be compared well 
To one sore sick, that hears the passing-bell. 

“ Then shalt thou see the dew-bedabbled 
j wretch 

Turn, and return, indenting with the way : 
Each envious briar his weary legs doth 
scratch. 

Each sliadow makes him stop, each murmur 
stay: 

For misery is trodden on by many. 

And being low, never reliev’d by any. 

“ Lie quietly, and hear a little more ; 

Nay, do not struggle, for thou shalt not rise : 
To make thee hate the hunting of the boar*, 711 
Unlike myself thou hear’st me moralise, 
Applying this to that, and so to so ; 

For love can comment upon every woe. 

“ Where did I leave ? ” — “ No matter where,” 
quoth he ; 

“ Leave me, and then the story aptly ends r 
The night is sj)ent.” — “ Why, what of that I ” 
(pioth she. 

“ I am,” quoth he, “ expected of my friends ; 
And now ’t is dark, and going 1 shall fall.” 
“ In night,” quoth she, “ desire sees best of 
all. 73a 

“ But if thou fall, O ! then imagine tlsis, 

The earth, in love with thee, thy footing trips, 
And all is but to rob thee of a kiss. 

Kich preys make true men thieves ; so do 
tliy lips 

Make modest Dian cloudy and forlorn, 

Lest she should steal a kiss, and die for- 
sworn. 

“ Now, of tliis dark night pcrccdve the 
i-eason ; 

Cynthia for shame obscures her silver shine, 
Till forging Nature be coTidemn’d of treason, 
For stealing moulds from heaven that were 
divine, 730 

Wherein she fram’d thee, in high heaven’s 
despite, 

To shame the sun by day, and her by night. 

“ And therefore hath she brib’d the Destinies, 
To cross the curious workmanshq) of Nature ; 
To mingle beauty with infirmities. 

And pure perfection with impure defeature ; 
Making it subject to the tyranny 
Of mad mischances, and much misery ; 

“ As burning fevers, agues pale and faint, 
Life-poisoning pestilence, and frenzies wood ; 
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Thfs marrow-eating sickness, whose attaint m 
Disorder breeds by heating of the blood : 
Surfeits, imposthumes, grief, and damn’d 
despair. 

Swear Nature’s death for framing thee so 
fair. 

And not the least of all these maladies 
But in one minute’s light brings beauty 
under : 

Both favour, savour, hue, and (jualities, 
Whereat the impartial gazer Jate did wonder, 
Are on the sudtlen wasted, thaw’d, and 
done. 

As mountain-snow melts with the mid-clay 

‘‘ Therefore, despite of fruitless chastit}’^, 
Ijove-lacking vestals, and self-loving nuns, 

That on the earth would bi’ced a scarcity, 

And barren dearth of daughters and of sons, 

Be prodigal : the lamp that burns by night 
Dries up his oil to lend the world his light. 

“ What is thy body but a swallowing grave, 
Seeming to bury that posterity 
Which by the rights of time thou needs must 
have. 

If thou destroy them not in dark obscurity ? 

If so, the world will hold thee in disdain, 
Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain. 7 G 2 j 

So in thyself thyself art made away, 

A mischief worse than civil home-bred strife, 

Or theii-s whose desperate hands themselves 
do slay, 

Or butcher-sire that reaves his son of life. 
Foul-cankering rust the hidden treasure 
frets, 

But gold Ihat’s put to use more gold 
begets.” 

**Nay then,” quoth Adon, “you will fall 
again 

Into your idle overhaiidled theme ; 770 

The kiss I gave you is bestow’d in vain. 

And all in vain you strive against the stream ; 
For by this black-fac’d night, desire’s foul 
nurse, 

Your treatise makes me like you worse and 
worse. 

“If love have lent you twenty thousand 
tongues, 

And every tongue more moving than your own. 
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid’s songs, 
Tet from i^e ear the tempting tune is 
Wowi; I 
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For know, my hetiiti stands armed in mine 
ear, 

And will not let a false sound enter there ; 

“ Lest the deceiving harmony should run 
Into the quiet closure of my breast ; 

And then my little heart were quite undone. 
In his bedchamber to be barr’d of rest. 

No, lady, no ; my heart longs not to groan. 
But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps 
alone. 

“ What have you urg’d thatl cannot reprove? 
The path is smooth that leadetli on to danger; 
I hate not love, but your device in love, 

That lends embracements unto every stranger. 
You do it |or increase : O strange excuse, •')i 
When reason is the bawd to lust’s abuse ! 

“ (Jail it not love, for Love to heaven is (led. 
Since sweating Lust on earth usurp’d his 
name ; 

Under wliose simple semblance he hath fed 
Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blame ; 
Which the hot tyrant stains, and soon 
bereaves, 

As caterpillars do the tender leaves. 

“ Love comforteth like sunshine after rain, 
But Lust’s effect is tem))est after sun ; 

Love’s gentle spring doth always fresh remain, 
Lust’s winter comes ei*o summer half b® done : 
Love surfeits not, Lust like a glutton dies ; 
Love is all truth, Lust full of forged lies. 

♦ ^ , 

“ More T could tell, but more I dare not say ; 
The text is old, the orator tcK) green. 

Therefore, in sadness, now I will away ; 

My face is full of shame, my heart of teen : 
Mine ears, that to your wantoii talk 
attended. 

Do burn themselves for having so offended.” 

With this he breaketh from the sweet em- 
brace «n 

Of those fair arms wliich bound him to her 
breast, 

And homeward through the dark laund runs 
apace ; 

Leaves Love iqx)n her back d^ply distress’d. 
Look, how a bright star sfoooteth from the 
sky, 

So glides he in the night from Venus’ eye ; 

Which after him she darts, as one on shore 
Gazing upon a late-embarked friend, 
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Till the wild waves will have him seen no 
more, 

Whose ridges with the meeting clouds con- 
tend : t'W 

So did the merciless and pitchy night 
Fold in the object that did feed her sight. 

Whereat ariiazM, as one that unaware 
Hath di*opp’d a precious jewel lu the Hood, 

Or, ’stonish^d jis night- wanderei's often are, 
Tlieir light blown out in sobjg mistrustful 
wood ; 

Eve»i so confounded in the dark she lay, 

• Having lost the fair discovery of her way. 

And now she beats her heart, whereat it 
groans, 

That all the neighbour-cavr^s, as seeming 
troubled, kw 

Make verbal repetition of her moans : 

Passion on passion deeply is redoubled. 

‘‘ Ah me ! ” she cries, and twenty times, 
Woe, woe ! ” 

And twenty echoes twenty times ery so. 

She, marking them, begins a wailing note, 
And sings extcinp’rally a woful ditty ; 

How love makes young men thrall, and old 
men dote ; 

How love is wise in folly, foolisli-witty : 

Her heavy anthem still concludes in woe, 
And still the choir of echoes answer so. m<» 

Her song was tedious, and outwore the night, 
For lovers^ hours are long, though seeming 
short : 

If pleaskl themselves, others, they think, 
delight 

In such- like circumstance, with such-like 
spori : 

Their copious stories, oftentimes begun, 

End without audience, and are never done. 

For who hath she to spend the night withal, 
But idle sounds resembling parasites ; 

Like shrill-tongukl tapstera answering every 
call, 

Soothing the humour of fantastic wits h 
She says, T is so : ” they answer all, 
^‘Tisso;’' 

And would say after her, if she said, 
‘No.” 

Lo ! here the gentle lark, weary of rest, 

From his moist cabinet mounts up on high, 

And wakes the morning, from whose silver 
breast 

The sun ariseth in his majesty ; 


Who doth the world so gloriously, behold, 

That cedar-tops uiid hills seem buniish'd 
gold. 

Venus salutes him with this fair good- 
morrow ; 

“ (.) thou clear god, and patron of all light, m 
From whom each lamp aiid .shini;ig, star doth 
borrow 

The beauteous influence that makes him 
bright, ^ 

There lives a son, that suck’d an earthly 
mother, 

May kmd thee light, as thou tlost lend to 
other.’' 

This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove, 
Musing the morning is so much o’erworn ; 
And yet she hears no tidings of her love : 

She heaikens for his hounds, and for his 
horn : 

Anon she Invars them chatint it lustily, 

And all in haste she coasteth to the cry. m 

And as she runs, the bushes in the way 
8om(5 catch her by the neck, some kiss lier 
face, 

8ome twin’d about her thigh to make l»er 
stay. 

She wildly bi eaketh from their strict embrace, 

Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do 
fiche, 

Hasting to feed lier fawn hid in some 
brake. 

By this she bears' the hounds ani at a bay, 
\VTiereat she starts, like one that spies an 
tulder 

Wreath’d up in fatal folds, just in his way. 

I The fern* whereof doth make him shake and 
shudder : 

Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds 

Appals her senses, and Jier spirit confounds. 

For now she knows it is iio gentle chase, 

But the blunt boar, rougli bear, or lion proinl, 
Because the cry reniaineth in omi place, 

Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud ; 

Fuiding their enemy to b(^ so eu)-st, 

They all strain court ’sy who shall cope him 
first. 

This dismal cry rings sadly in hei* ear, 

Through which it enters to surprise her 
heart ; . «» 

Who, overcome by doubt. aiul bloodless fear, 
With cold-pale weakness numbs, -each feeling 
part; 
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Like Hokliers, when their captain once doth 
yield, 

They basely fly, and dare not stay the field. 

Thus stands she in a trembling ocstacy, 

Till, cheering up her senses all-disinay’d. 

She tells them, ^t is a causeless fiintasy, 

And childish error, that they are afraid ; 

Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear no 
more - 

And with that woa’d she sj)i 0 d the hunted 
boar ; 

Whoso frothy mouth bepainted all with red. 
Like milk and blood being mingled both 
together, 

A second fear through all her sinews spread, 
Which madly hurries her she knows not 
whither : 

This way she runs, and now she will no 
further, 

But l)ack retires to rate the boar for mur- 
ther. 

A thousand spleens bear her a thousand ways ; 
8he treads the path that she untreads again : 
Her more than luist(^ is mated with delays, 

Like the proceedings of a drunken brain, oio 

Full of respects, yet nought at all respect- 

In hand with all things, nought at all 
effecting. 

Here kennel Td in a brake she finds a hound, 
And asks the weary caitiff for his master ; 

And there jinother licking of his wound, 

Txainst venoin’d sores the only sovereign 
plaster ; 

And here she meets another sadly scowling, 

To whom- she speaks, and he re})lies with 
howling. 

When he hath ceas'd his ill-resounding noise, 
Another flap-moutliM mourner, black and 
grim, y») 

Against the welkiji volleys out hLs voice ; 
Another and another answer him, 

Clai^ping their proud tails to the ground 
below, 

Biiaking their scratch’d ears, bleeding as 
they go. 

Look, how the world’s poor jieople are amaz’d 
At apparitions, signs, and prodigies, 

Whereon witli fearful eyes they long have 
gaz’d. 

Infusing them with dreadful prophecies : 
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So she at these sad signs draws up her 
breath, 

And, sighing it again, exclaims on Death. 

“ Hard-favour’d tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean, m 
Hateful divorce of love,” (thus chides she 
Death,) 

“ Griin-grinning ghost, earth’s worm, what 
dost thou mean. 

To stifle beauty, and to steal his breath, 

Who when he liv'd, his breath and Ijeauty set 
Gloss on the rose, smell to the violet 1 

I 

“ If he be dead, — O no ! it cannot be, 

Seeing his beauty, thou shouldst strike at it ; — 
O yes ! it may ; thou hast no eyes to see. 

But haiefull 3 jj‘at random dost thou hit. »4<» 
Thy mark is feeble age ; but thy false dart 
Mistakes that aim, and cleaves an infant’s 
heart. 

‘‘Hadst thou but bid beware, tlu^n he had 
sj)oke, 

And hearing him thy power liad lost his 
.power. 

The Destinies will curse t]iCH> for this stroke ; 
They hid thee crop a vreed, thou idiick’st a 
flower. 

Ivove’s golden arrow at him should liave AcmI, 
And not Death’s ebon dart, to strike him 
dead. 

“ Dost thou drink tears, that thou pit)vok’st 
such weeping] 

What may a heavy groan advantage thee 1 leo 
Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping 
Those eyes that taught all other ^es to see 1 
Now Nature cares not for thy mortal 
vigour, 

Since her best work is ruin’d with thy 
rigour.” 

Here overcome, as one full of des})air. 

She vail’d her eyelids, who, like sluices, 
stopp’d 

The crystal tide that from her two cheeks fair 
In the sweet channel of her bosom dropp’d ; 
But through the flood-gates breaks the 
silver rain. 

And with his strong course 0 [>ens them 
again. mo 

O, how her eyes and tears did lend and 
borrow ! 

Her eyes seen in the tears, tears in her eye ; 
Both crystals, where they view’d each other’s 
son'ow, 

SoiTOw that friendly sighs sought still to diy ; 
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But like a stormy <lay, now wind, now rain, I T is he, foiil cr(*atiue, that liath done thee 
Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them wet 
again. 


Variable passions throng her constant woe, 
As striving who should best become her grief ; 
All entertain’d, each passion labours so, 

That every pi'esent sorrow st mieth chief, i>:o 
But none is best ; then join they all 
together, 

like many clouds consulting for foul 
weather. 

By this, far off she liears some huntsman holla : 
A nurse’s song ne’er pleas’d her babe so well : 
The dire imagination she did follow 
This sound of hope doth labour to expel ; 

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice, 

And flatters her it is Adonis’ voice. 

Whereat her tears began to turn theii* tide, 
Being prison’d in her eye, like })earls in glass ; 
Yet sometimes falls an orient di’op beside, 
Which lier cheek melts, as scorning it should 
pass, 

To wash the foul face of the sluttish ground, 
Wlio is but <li*unken when she seerneth 
drown’d. 

O hard-l>elieving love, how strange it seems 
Not to believe, and yet too credulous ! 

Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes ; 
Despair and ho|.xj make thee ridiculous ; 

’file one <]oth flatter thee in thoughts 
unlikely. 

In likely thouglits the other kills thee 
quickly. w) 

How she unweaves the web that she hath 
wrought ; 

Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame : 

It was not she that call’d him all-to-naught ; 
Now she adds honours to his hateful name ; 
She cle])e8 him king of graves, and grave 
for kings. 

Imperious supreme of all moHal things. 

** No, no,” quoth she, “ sweet Death, I did but 
jest; 

Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of fear, 

Whenas I met the boar, that bloody beast. 
Which knows no pity, but is still severe ; 
Then, gentle shadow, (truth I must confess,) 

I rail’d on thee, fearing my love’s <ieceiise. 

** ’T is not my fault ; the boar provok’d ray 
tongue ; 

Be wreak’d on him, invisible commander ; 


wrong ; 

1 did but act, he ’s author of thy slander. 

Grief hath two tongues, and never woman 
yet 

Could rule them both, without ten womai’s 
wit.” 

Thus hoping that Adonis is alive, 

Her rjush sns])ect she doth (^xteniuite ; io:o 
And that his beauty may the better thrive. 
With death she humbly doth insijiuat(‘ : 

Tells him of trophies, statues, tombs, and 
stories 

His victories, his triunqihs, and his glories. 

O Jove!” quoth she, “how much a fool 
was I, 

To be of such a weak and silly mind, 

To wail his diiatli, who lives, and must not 
lie 

Till mutual overthrow of )nortal kuul ; 

For he being dead, with him is I'eauty 
slain, 

And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again. 

**• Fie, lie, fojid love ! thou art so full of fear. 
As one with trf^asure laden, heinm'd with 
thieves : kcs 

Triflt's, unwitness(Ml with eye or (‘.ar, 

Thy coward lieart with false bethinking 
grieves.” 

Even at this word slie hears a merry honi, 

Whereat she leaps that was but late forlorn. 

As falcon to the lure, «away she flies : 

The grass stoops not, she treads on it so light; 

And in her haste unfortunately spies 

The foil! boar’s conquest on lier fair delight : 

Which seen, lier eyes, as imir<ler’d with 
the view, ii«i 

like stars as] lam’d of day, themstdves with- 
Irew. 

Or, as the snail, whose temler horns being hit,. 
Shrinks backward in liis shelly cave witli 
pain, 

And there, all smother’d up, in shadcidoth sit, 
Long after fearing to creep forth again : 

So, at his bloody view, her eves fled 

Into the deep-dark cabins of lier head : 

Where they resign their ollice and their light 
To the disjioshig of her li oul)le<i brain ; uxo 
Who bids them still consort with ugly night, 
And never wound the heart with looks again ; 

Who, like a king perplexed in his throne, 

By tlieir suggestion gives a deadly gioan, 
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Whereat each tributary subject ((UMkes ; 

As when the wind, imprison’d in tlu* i^roiind, 
Struggling for passage, earth’s foundation 
sliakes, 

Which with cold terror doth men’s minds 
. confound. 

This mutiny each part doth so siirpris»‘, 

That from their dark beds once mure leap 
her eyes ; 

Ajid, being open’d, threw unwilling light 
Upon the wide wound tliat the boar had 
trench’d 

In his soft flank ; whose woiit(sl lily white 
With purple tears, that his wound wept, was 
drench’d 

No flower was nigh, no grass, herb, leaf, or 
weed, 

. But stol(^ his blood, and seem’d with him 
to bleed. 

This soldi nn sympathy jioor Venus noteth, 
Over one shoulder doth she hang Jiei’ head, 
Dumbly she [)aHsions, frauticly she dotetli ; 
She thinks ho could not die, he is not dead : 

Her voice is st<jpp’d, her joints forget to 
bow, KHU 

Her eyes are imul that they have wept till 
now. 

UjKUi his hurt she looks so steadfastly, 

That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem 
three ; 

And tiieii she re|)rcli(Mids her mangling eye, 
That makes more gashes whore no breach 
shouhi be ; 

His 'face seems twain, eacli several limb is 
doubled ; 

For oft the eye mistakes, the brain ]>eing 
troubled. • 

“ My tongue cannot express jny grief for one, 
And yet,” quoth she, “ behold two Adons 
dead ! niro 

My sighs are blown away, my salt tears gone, 
Mine eyes are turn’d to Are, my heai’t to lead : 

Heavy heart’s lead, nudt at mine eyes’ red 
fire ! 

So shall I die by drops of hot desire. 

“ Alas, poor world, what treasure hast thou 
lost ! 

What face remains alive that ’s worth the 
, viewing! 

Whose tongue is music now ! what canst thou 
boast 

Of things long since, or anything ensuing ] 


The flowei*s are sweet, their colours fresh 
and trim ; 

But true sweet beauty liv’d and died with 
him. i«Ho 

“Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature wearl 
Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you ; 
Having no fair to lose, you need not fear ; 
The sun doth scorn you, and the wind doth 
hiss you : 

But when Adonis liv’d, sun and sharp air 

Lurk’d like two thieves, to rob him of hhi 
fair : 

And therefore would he put his bonnet on, 
Under whoso ibrirn the gaudy sun would pee{ 
The wind would blow it off, and, being gone, 
Play with his locks : then would Adonis weep, 

And straight, in pity of his tender years, 

They both would stiuve who first should 
dry his tears. iwa 

“ To see his face, the lion walk’d along 
Behind some hedge, betJaiise lie would not 
fear him ; 

To recreate himself wlien he hath sung, 

Tlie tiger would be tame, and gently bear him ; 

If he had spoke, the wolf would leave his 

And never fright the silly lamb that day. 

“ When he belield his shadow in the brook, 
The fishes spi'ead on it their golden gills ; 
When he was by, the birds such pleasure 
took, ■ 

That some would sing, some other in their 
bills 

Would bring him mulberries, and ripe-red 
cherries ; 

He fed tliem with his sight, they him with 
berries. 

“ But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted boar, 
Whose downward eye still looketh for a grave. 
Ne’er saw the beauteous livery that he wore ; 
Witness the entertainment that he gave ; 

If he did see his face, why then, I know, 

He thought to kiss him, and hath kill’d 
him so. mo 

“ ’T Is true, ’t is true ; thus was Adonis slain : 
He Kin upon the boar with his sharp s[)ear, 
Who did not whet his teeth at him again, 

But by a kiss thought to persuade him th^re ; 

And nuzzling in his flank, the loving swiiie 

Sheath’d, unaware, the tusk in his soft 
groin. 
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“ Had 1 been tootli’d like him, J must confess, 
With kissing him I should have kill'd him 
first : 

But he is dfjad, and never did he bless 
My youth with his ; the more am I accurst.’' 
With this she falleth in the place she stood, 
And stains her face with his congt'aled 
blood, 

Hhe looks upon his lips, and they are pale ; 
8he takes him by the liand, and that is cold ; 
She whispers in his ears a heavy talc, 

As if they heard tlie woful words she told : 
.She lifts the coffer-lids that close his eyes. 
Where, lo ! two lamps, burnt out, in dark- 
ness lies : 

Two glasses, where herself herself beheld 
A thousjind times, and now no more reflect ; 
Their virtue lost, wherein they late exccll’d, 
And every beauty robb’d of his effect : nx* 

“ Wonder of time,” quoth she, “ this is my 
spitt5. 

That, thou being dead, the day should yet 
be light. . 

“ Since thou art dead, lo ! here I jirophesy, 
Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend ; 

Tt shall be waited on with jealousy, 

Find sweet beginning, but unsavoury end ; 
Ne'er settled equally, but high or low ; 
That all love's pleasure shall not match his 
woe. 

It shall be fickle, false, and full of fraud ; 
Bud and 'be blasted in a breathing- while ; 

The bottom poison, and the top o'ei'stmw^'d 
With sweets, that shall the truest sight 
beguile : 

The strongest body shall it make most wofik. 
Strike the wise (luiiib, and teach the fool 
to speak. 

“ It shall be sparing, and too full of riot, 
Teaching decrepit age to tread the measures ; 
The staring ruffian shall it keep in quiet, 
Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with 
treasures ; u-w 

It shall be raging mad, and silly-mild, 

Make the young old, the old })ecome a child. 

** It shall suspect, where is no cause of fear ; 

It shall not fear, where it should most mistrust; 
It shall be merciful, and too sevei’e, 

And most deceiving, when it seems most just : 
Perverse it shall be, where it shows most 
toward ; 

‘.Put fear to valour, courage to the coward. 


‘‘ It shall be cause' of war and dire events, 
And .set dissension ’twixt tlie son and sire; 
Subject and servile to all (lisi^ontents, iiei 
As dry combustions matter is to fire : 

Sith in his pi’inu; di^-qh doth my love 
destroy, 

They that love liest, tlu'ir loves shall not 
enjoy.” 

By tills, the boy, tliat by lu‘r side lay kill’d, 
Was melted like a vapour from her sight, 
And in his blood, that on tlie ground lay 
spill’d, 

A purple flower spi-ung uj), chequer’d with 
wdiite ; 

Resembling well his pale cheeks, and the 
blood 

Wliieli in round drops upon their whiteness 

stood. 1170 

She bows her head, the new-sprung flower to 
smell, 

Comparing it to her Adonis’ breath ; 

And says, within her bosom it shall dwell, 
Since he himself i^ reft from her by death : 

I She crops the stalk, and. in the breach 
appears 

C4i een-(ln)})ping sap, which sIki compares to 
tears. 

•‘Poor flower,” (pioth she, ‘‘this wa.s thy 
father’s guise, 

Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire, 

For every little grief to wet his eyes : 

To gi’ow unto himself was his desire, mho 

And so 't is thine ; but know, it is as good 

To wither in my breast, as in his blood. 

“ Here was thy father’s bed, here in my 
bi'east ; 

Thou art the next of blood, and ’t is thy right : 
Lo I ill this lioJIow cradle take tJiy rest, 

My throbbing heart shall rock tliee day and 
night : 

There shall not be one minute in an hour, 

Wherein I will not kiss mv sweet love’s 
flower.” 

Thus weary of the world, away slie hies, 

And yokes her silver doves : liy whose swift 
aid noo 

Their mistress mounted through the empty 
skies 

In her light chariot cjuickly is convey’d ; 

Holding their course to Paphos,, where their 
queen 

Means to immure herself and not be seem 
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ACT L 


Scene 1. — London. A Room of State in iho 
Palace. 

Flourish of trumpets : flwn hautboys. Enter, 
on one side, King Henry, Duke o/'Clostek, 
Salisbury, Warwick, and. Cardinal Beau- 
fort; on the other, Qusen Maiu;aret, led 
in by Suffolk ; York, Somerset, Buukino- 
HAM, and. others, following. 

Svf, As by your high imperial majesty 
I had in cliarge at my depart for Prance, 

As procurator to your excellence. 

To marry Princess Margaret for your gi\ice ; 
So, in the famous ancient city, Toiu-s, 

In presence of the Kings of France and 
Sicil, 

The Dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretagne, and 
Alen^on, 

Seven earls, twelve barons, and twenty 
reverend bishops, 

I have perform’d my task, and was espous’d ; 
And humbly now upon my bended knee, lo 
In sight of England and her lordly peers, 
Deliver up my title in the queen 


i To your most gracious hands, that are the 
substance * 

Of that great shadow I did represent ; 

The happiest gift tliat ever marquess gave, 
Th«» fairest queen that ever king receiv’d. 

K. Hen. Suffolk, arise. — Welcome, Queen 
Margaret : 

I can express no kinder sign of love, 

Than this kind kiss. — 0 Lord I that lends me 
life, 

Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness ; 
For thou hast given me, in this beauteous 
lace, SI 

A world of earthly blessings to my soul, 

If sympathy of love unite our thoughts. 

Q, Alar. Great King of England, and my 
gracious lord, 

The mutual conference that my mind hath 
had 

By day, by night, waking, and in my dreams, 
In courtly company, or at my beads, 

With you mine alderliefest sovemgri, 

Makes me the bolder to salute my king 
With ruder terms, such as my wit affords, 
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And over-joy of heart doth minister. ai 

K, Hen, Her sight did ravish, but her 
grace in speech, 

Her words y-clad with wisdom’s majesty, 
Makes me from wondering fall to weeping 
joys; 

Such is the fulness of my h eart’s content. 
Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my 
love. 

A ll. Long live Queen Margaret, England’s 
happiness ! 

Q. Mar, We thank you all. YFlounsh, 
Suf, My IoiyI protector, so it please your 
grace, 

Here are the articles of contracted peace, 40 
Between our sovereign, and she French king 
Charles, 

For eighteen months concluded by consent. 

(flo. [AV«^4s*.] “ Imprimis, It is agreed be- 
tween the French king, (.-lutrhis, and William 
de la Fv)ole, Marquess of Suflblk, ambassador 
for Henry King of England, tliiit the sjud 
Henry shall espouse the J^ady Margaret, 
daugliter unto Reignier King of Naples, 
Sicilia, and Jerusalem ; and crown her Queen 
of England ere the thirtieth of May n(*xt (*n- 
riuing. — Item, — That the duchy of Anjou and 
the county of Maine shall be released and 
delivered to the king her father ” — 

Ji. Hen, Uncle, how now ? 

Olo Pardon me, giiicious lord ; 

Some sudden qualm hath struck me at the 
heaii;. 

And dimmVl mine eyes, that 1 can read no 
fo-.’ther. 

K. Hen, Uncle of Winch cstei-, I t>ray, read 
on. 

Win, “ Item, — It is further agreed between 
them, — that the duchies of Anjou and Maine 
shall be released and delivered over to the 
king her father; and she sent over of the 
King of England’s own proper cost and 
charges, without having any dowry.” fii 

K, Hen, They please us well. — Lord inar- 
(piess, kneel down : 

We here create thee the first Duke of Suffolk, 
And girt thee with the sword. — C^ousin of 
York, 

We here discharge your grace from being 
regent 

the parts of. France, till term of eighteen 
months 

Bo full expir’d. — Thanks, uncle Winchester, 
Qlostei’, York, Buckingham, Somei’set, 
Salisbury, and V/arwick; 

We thank you all for this great favour done. 
In entertainment to my princely queen. n 
Come, let us in ; and with all speed provide 


To sec her coronation be perform’d. 

\Kxeuni Kino, Queen, and Suffolk. 

Glo. Brave j)eers of England, pillars of the 
state, 

To you Duke IIumphr(‘y must unload his 
grief. 

Your grief, the common grief of all the land. 
What ! did my brothi.‘r Henry spoiul his 
youtli, 

His valour, coin, and })eople, in the wars ? 
Did he so ofttm lodge in OjK'n field. 

In winter’s cold, and summer’s pare liiug heat, 
To conquer France, his true, inheritance ? 8 i 
And di<l my brother Bedford toil liis wits. 

To keep by poli(;y what Henry got '? 

Have yon ourselves, Somerset, Bu(;kingham, 
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious War- 
wick, 

B-eceiv’<l d(^e[> scars in France and Normandy] 
Or hatli mine nncle Bcanfort, and myself, 
With all the learned council of the n'alra, 
Studied so long, sat in the council-house 
Early and latc^, d(d)ating to and fro pa 

How France and Frenchmen might be kept 
in awe ] 

And hath his highness in his inft^ncy 
Been crown’d in Paris, in despite of foes] 
And shall these labours, and these honours, 
lie? 

Shall Henry’s conciuest, Bedford’s vigilance, 
Your deeds of war, and all our coimsel, die] 
O peel's of England ! shameful is this league; 
Fatal this marriage ; caneelliiig your fame, 
Blotting your names from fiooks of memory. 
Razing the characters of your renown, iw 
Defacing monuments of conquer’d Franco, 
Undoing all, as all had never been ! 

Car, Nephew, what means this passionate 
discourse, 

This peroration with such circumstance ] 

For France, ’t is onrs ; and wo will keep it 
still. 

Glo, Ay, uncle ; we will keep it, if wo can; 
But now it is impossible we, should. 

Suffolk, the new-made duke that rules the 
roast, 

Hath given the duchy of Anjou, ami Maine, 
LTnto the poor King Beignier, wliosc largo 
style 

Agi'ees not with the leanness of his pui* 8 e. 

Sal, Now, by the death of Him that died 
for all 

These counties were the keys of Normandy. — 
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant 
son 

War, For grief, that they are past re- 
covery , 

For, were there hope to conquer them again, 
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My 8 w<jrd should shod hoi blood, uiino oyos 
no totirs. 

Anjou and Mapiq! .myscdf did win thoin both; 
Those pi:;ovinc^ these arms of mino <]id con- 
quer : 

And are the cities, that I got with wounds, 
DeliverM \ip again with peaceful words '? hi 
J forl J)ieu ! 

York. For Suffolk ^s duke, may he be suf!b> 
cate, 

Tliat dims tlie honour of this warlike isle ! 
France should have torn and rent my very 
heart, 

Before I wotdd liave yielded to this league. 

I never read but England’s kings have had 
Large sutns of gold, and dowries, with their 
wives ; 

And our King ironry gives away his own, i2i» 
To match witli lier that brings no vantages. 

(wlo. A projper jest, and never heard befoi^. 
That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth. 
For costs and charges in ti-ansporting lier ! 
She should have stay’d in France, and starv’d 
in France, 

Before — 

Ca 7 '. My Lord of (Roster, now you grow 
too hot. 

It was the pleasure of my lord the king. 

Glo. My Tjoid of Winchester, I know your 
mind : 

*T is not my speeches that you do misUke, 

But ’t is my presence that doth trouble ye. no 
Rancour will out : proud prelate, in tliy face 
I see thy fury. If I longer stay, 

We shall begin our ancient bickerings. — 
Ijordings, farewell ; and say, when I am gone, 
I prophesied, France will l>e lost ere long. 

[Exit. 

Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage. 
T is known to you he is mine enemy ; 

Nay, more, an enemy unto you all, 

And no great friend, I fear me, to the king. 
Consider, lords, he is the next of blood, i 5 <> 
And heir-apparent to the English crown : 

Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 
And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west, 
There’s reason he should be displeas’d at it. 
Look to it, lords : lot not his smootliing words 
Bewitch your hearts ; ))o wise, and circum- 
spect. 

What though the common pco])le favour him, 
Calling him “ Humphrey, the good Duke of 
Gloster ; ” 

Clapping their hands, and crying with loud 
voice — 

Jcsu inaintaiu your royal excellence ! ” m 
With — ‘‘ Go<l preserve the good Duke 
Humphrey ! ” 


j I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss. 
He wdll be found a dangerous proteictor. 

Buck. Why should he then ' protect our 
sovereign. 

He being of age to govern of himself? — 
Cousin of Somerset, join you with me, 

And all together, with the Duke of Suffolk, 
We’ll quickly hoise Duke Humphrey from 
liis seat. 

Car. This weighty business will not brook 
delay ; 

I ’ll to the Duke of Suffolk presently. [Exit. 
Som. Cousin of Buckingham, though 
Huinphroy’s pride, in 

Ami greatness of his place, be grief to us. 

Yet let 118 wat<^ the haughty cardinal. 

His insolence is more intolerable 
Thau all the princes’ in the land beside : 

If Gloster be displac’d, he ’ll be protector. 
Buck. Or thou, or I, Somerset, will be pro- 
tector, 

Despite Duke Humphrey, or the cardinal. 

[Exe\mt BircKiNGUAM and Somerset. 
Sal. Bride went before, ambition follows 
him. 

While these do labour for their own prefer- 
ment, 

Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 

I never saw but Humphrey, Duke of Gloster, 
Did bear him like a noble gentleman. 

Oft have I seen the haughty cai’dinal, < • 

More like a soldier, than a man o’ the church, 
As stout and proud, as ho were lord of all, 
Swear like a ruffian, and demean himself 
Unlike the ruler of a commonweal.v^i 
Warwick, my son, the comfort of !ny age, 
Tliy deeds, thy idainness, and thy hoiise- 
keej)ing, loo 

Hath won the greatest favour of the commons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humphrey ; 
And, brother York, thy acts in Ireland, 

In bringing them to civil discipline, 

Thy late exploits, done in the heart of France, 
When thou wert regent for our sovereign, 
Have made thee fear’d and honour’d of the 
people. — 

Join we together, for the public good, 

In what we can, to bridle and suppress 
Tlie piide of Suffolk, and the cardinal, aoo 
With Somerset’s and Buckingham’s ambition; 
And, as we may, cherish Ddrke Humphrey’s 
deeds. 

While they do tend the pi'ofit of the land. 
War. So God help Warwick, as he loi^es 
the land. 

And common profit of his country. 

York. [Aauie.’l And so says York, for he 
hath greatest csKUse. 
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jSal. Then let 's make haste away, and look 
unto the main. 

War, Unto the main ! O father, Maine is 
lost ; 

That Maine, which by main force Warwick 
did win, 

And would have kept, so 1 ig as l>reath did 
last : 2i'> 

Main chance, father, you meant ; Imt 1 meant 
Maine, 

Which I will win from France, or else be 
slain. 

[Exeuiit Warwick and Salisbury. 

York. Anjou and Maine are given to the 
French ; ^ 

Paris is lost : the state of Normandy 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone. 
Suffolk concluded on the articles, 

The peers agreed, and Henry was well 
pleasM, 

To change two dukedoms for a duke’s fair 
daughter. 

I cannot blame them all : what is ’t to them ? 
^Tis thine they give away, and not their 
own. 220 

Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their 
pillage, 

And purchase friends, and give to courtesans, 
8till revelling, like lords, till all be gone ; 
Whileas the silly owner of the goods 
Weeps over them, and wrings his hapless 
hands, 

And shakes his head, and trembling stands 
aloof, 

While airis shar’d, and all is borne away. 
Ready to starve, and dare not touch his own: 
So York must sit, and fret, and bite his 
tongue. 

While his own lands are bargain’d for, aiid 
sold. 2»() 

Methinks, the realms of England, France, and 
Ireland, 

Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood, 
As did the flital brand Althsea bum’d. 

Unto the prince’s heart of Calydon. 

Anjou and Maine, both given unto the 
French 1 

Oold news for me ; for I had hope of France, 
Even as I have of fertile England’s soil. 

A day will come when York shall claim his 
own ; ^ 

And therefore I will take the Nevils’ parts, 
A^d make' a show of love to proud Duke 
Humphrey, 2^0 

And, when I aj>y advantage, claim the crown, 
For that ’s the golden mark I seek to hit. 

^or. shall proud Lancaster usurp my right, 
Kor hold the sceptre in his childish flst, 


Nor wear the diadem upon his head. 

Whose church-like humours fit not for a 
crown. 

Then, York, be still awhile, tilt time do served 

Watch thou, and wake, when others be 
asleep, 

To pry into the secrets of the state. 

Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of love,' 250 

With his new bride, and England’s dear- 
bought queen, 

And Humphrey with the peers bo fall’n at 
jars : 

Then will I raise aloft the milk-wliite rose. 

With whose sweet smell the air shall be per- 
fum’d. 

And in my standard bear the arms of York, 

To grapple with the house of I^ancaster ; 

Aii<^ force perforce, I ’ll niake him yield the 
crown. 

Whose bookish rule hath pull’d fair England 
down. [Exit 


Scene IT. — The Same. A Room in the Duke 
of Gix)ster’s House. 

Enfer Gloster and ths Duchess. 

Duck, Why droops my loid, like over- 
ripen’d com. 

Hanging the head at Ceres’ plenteous load 1 
Why doth the great Duke Humphrey knit 
his brows, 

As frowning at tlie favours of the world 1 
Why are thine eyes fix’d to the sullen earth, 
Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sights 
What seest thou there 1 King Hemy’s 
diadem, 

Encluus’d with all the honours of the world ? 
If so, gaze 01^ and grovel on thy face, 

Until thy head be circled with the same. 10 
Put forth thy hand ; reach at the glorious 
gold.— 

What, is ’t too short I I ’ll lengthen it with 
mine ; 

And, having both together heav’d it up, 

We ’ll both together lift our heads to heaven, 
And never more abase our sigJit so low, 

As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground. 

Glo, O Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost love 
thy IoitI, 

Banish the canker of ambitious thoughts : 
And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Against my king and nephew, virtuous 
Henry, » 

Be my lost breathing in this mortal world. 
My troublous dream this night doth make me 
sad. 



Act I. KING HENRY VJ/— PART II. Scene II. 


Wliat dream’d my lord? tell mo, and 
I ’ll it 

With st^et of my morning’s dream. 

' Oh* llethoil^lit, this staff, mine office-badge 
in court, 

Was broke in twain: by whom, I have forgot, 
But, os I think, it was by the cardinal ; 

And on the pieces of the broken wand 
Were plac’d the heads of Edmund Duke of 
Somerset, 

And William de 1^ Poole, first Duke of 
. ^ Suffolk. so 

!;:,Thj8 was my dream : wdiat it doth bo<le, God 
knows. 

Bmh* Tut I this was nothing but an argu- 
ment, 

That he that biTiaks a stick of Glosb^r’s grove, 
Shall lose his heail for his presumption. 

' But list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet 
duke : 

Methought, I sat in seat of majesty, 

In the cathedral church of Westminster, 

And in that chair where kings and queens are 
crown’d ; 

Whei'e Henry, and Dame Margaret, kneel’d 
to nie, 

And*on my head did set the diadem. 40 

67o. Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide out- 
right. ‘ 

Presumptuous dame ! ill-nurtur’d Eleanor ! 
Art thou not second woman in the realm, 

And the protector’s wife, belov’d of him ? 

Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command, 
Above the reacli or compass of thy thought % 
And wilt thou still be hammering treachery, 
To tumble down thy husband, and thyself, 
From top of honour to disgrace’s feet ? 

Away fi*om me, and let me hear no more, so 
Duch. What, what, my lord ! are you so 
choleric , 

With Eleanor, for telling but her dream ? 

Next time I ’ll keep my dreams unto myself, 
And iiot be check’d. 

Oio^ Nay, . be not angry, T am pleas’d 
/ : again. 

Enter a Messemjer, 

Mess* My lord protector, ’t is his highness’ 
pleasure, 

You do prepare to ride unto Saint Albans, 
Whereas the king f^d queen do mean to 
hawk. 

< Oh. I go. — Come, Nell ; thou wilt ride 
with us 1 

jQueh* Yes, my good lord, I’ll follow 
presently. o 

[Bacmiit Gloster and Messenger* 
Fnllnw T ? If rtarutiot ,.befpre, 


While Gloster bears this base and humble' 
mind. 

Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 

I would remove these tedious stumbling- 
blocks, ^ 

And smooth my way upon their headless 
necks : 

And, being a woman, I will not be slack 
To play my part in Fortune’s pageant. 

Where are you there 1 Sir John ! nay, fear 
not, man, 

We are alone : here ’s none but thee, and I, 
Enter Hume. 

llurme* Jcsii| preserve your royal majesty. 

Duch, What say’st tliou ? majesty j I am 
but grace. n 

Hutne. But, . by the grace of God, and 
Hume’s advice, 

Your grace’s title sliall be multiplied;. 

Duck. What say’st thou, man? hast fhoii 
as yet conferr’d 

With Margery Joiirdain, the cunning witch 
And Roger Bolingbroke, the conjurer? 

And will they undertake to do me good ? 

Himie* This they ha\ e promised,— to'show 
your highness 

A spirit mis’d fi*om depth of under-ground, 
That shall, make answer to such questions, 80 
As by your grace shall be propounded him. 

Duck* It is enough : I ’ll think u^i the 
questions. 

When from Saint Albans we do make return, 
We ’ll see these things effected to the full: 
Here, Hnime, take tliis reward ; mSke merry, 
man, ^ = 

With thy confederates in this weighty 

[Eadi. r 

II mm* Hume must make merry with the , 
duchess’ gold ; ' 

Marry, and shall. But liow now, Sir John 
Hume? • 

Seal up your lips, and give no words but— , 
mum : 

The business osketh silent secrecy. io 

Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch^i 
Gold cannot conie amiss, were she a devil. 

Yet have I gold, flies from another coast : 

I dare not say, from the rich cai^nal, 

And from the great and new-made Dulie w 
Suffolk; 

Yet I do find it so : fcr,'|o be piain^ 

They, knowing Dame Eleanor’s aspipi^ 
humour, ‘ 

Have hired me to undermine thp dRchej^^^ 

And buz these conjurations in 
They say, a crafty knave JJkeed' iwSj 
' ■ broker; 
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Yet am I Suffolk and the cardinars broker. 
Hume, if you take not heed, you shall go near 
To call them both a pair of crafty knaves. 
Well, so it stands ; and thus, I fear, at last, 
Hume^s knavery will be the duchess* wrack, 
And her attainture will be Hum])hrey*s fall. 
Sort how it will, I shall have gold for all. 


Scene III. — The Same. A Room in the 
Palace. 


Enter Peter, and other.% nntli jHitions. 

1 Pet, My masters, hi 's stand close : my 
lord protector will come this w^y hy-and-by, 
and then we may deliver our supplications in 
the quill. 

‘ 2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protect him, for 
he *s a good man ! J esu bless liim ! 


Enter Suffolk a}id Q?ieen JMaroaret. 


1 Pet. Here ’a comes, inethinks, and the 
queen with him. I ’ll be the first, sure. 

2 Pet. Come back, fool ! this is tlie Duke 
of Suffolk, and not my lord protector. 

'tSuf. How now, fellow ] wouldst anything 
with me ? 

.1 Pet. I pray, my lord, pardon me : I took 
ye for my lord protector. 12 

Q. Mcjr. ‘‘To my lord [)roteetor!” are your 
supplications to his lordship? Let me see 
them. What is thine ? 

1 Pet. Mine is, an *t please your grace, 
against Jo^’ii Goodman, my lord cardinals 
man^ for keeping my house, and lands, and 
wife, ^nd all, from me. 

Suf. Thy wife too ? that is some wrong 
indeed.— What *s yours ? — What *s here ? 
[Reads.^ “ Against the Duke of Suffolk, for 
enclosing the commons of Melfqrd.’* — How 
now, sir knave ? 22 

^ 2 Pet. Alas I sir, I am but a poor petitioner 
of our whole township. 

Peter. [Presenting his petition.^ Against 
my master, Thomas Homer, for saying, that 
the Duke of York was rightful heir te the 
Clown. 


Q. Ma/r. What say’st thou? did the Duke 
York say, he was rightful heir to the crown ? 
^ '^ypet. That my master was ? No, foi-sooth : 

master said, tha#he was ; and that the 
:mg was an usurper.* ^ ^ * ss 

Jmf. Who is there 1 


Enter Servatits. 


Take this fellow in, and send for his master 


v/ith a purauivant presently. — We *11 hear 
more of your matter before the king. 

[Exeunt Servants with PETEB. 
Q. Mar. And as for you, tl)||, love to l>e 
protected ^ 

Under the wings of our protector’s giwfe, 
Begin your suits anew, and sue to him. 

[Tears the petition. 

Away, base cul lions ! — Suffolk, let them go. 

A U. Come, let *s be gone. ii 

[Exeunt Petitioners. 
Q. Mar. My Lord of Suffolk, say, is this 
the guise, 

j Is this the fashion in the court of England ? 

' Is this the government of Britain’s isle, 

And this the royalty of Albion’s king ] 

What ! shall King Henry lx? a puj)il still, 
Under the surly Gloster’s governance ? 

Am I a queen in title and in style, 

And must be mfule a subject to .a duke ? 

1 tell thee, Poole, when in the city Toni's so 
Thou nuin’st a tilt in honour of my love, 

And stol’st away the ladies’ hearts of France, 

I thought King Heniy had resembled thee, 

In (K)urage, courtship, and proportion : 

But all his mind is bent to holiness. 

To number A ve- Maries on his beads ; 

His champions are the prophets and apostles ; 
His weapons, holy saws of sacred writ ; 

His study is his tilt-yard, and his loves ' 

Ai'e brazen images of canonis’d saints. m 
I would, the college of the cardinals 
Would choose him pope,* and carry him to 
Rome, 

And set the triple crown upon his head : 

That were a state lit for his holiness. 

aS’i// Madam, be patient ; as I was 'cause 
Your highness came to England, so will I 
In England work your grace’s full content. 

(J. Mar. Beside the haughty protector, have 
we Beaufort, 

The imperious churchman, Somerset, Buck- 
ingham, 

And grumbling York : and not the least of 
these, 70 

But can do more in England than the king. 
Svf. And he of these that can do most of 
all, 

Cannot do more in England than the Nevils ; 
Salisbury and Warwick are no simple peers, 

Q. Mar. Not all these lords do vex me . 
half so much, 

As that proud dame, the loi'd pi'otector’s 
wife : 

She sweeps, it through the com-t with troops 
of ladies, 

More like an empress than Duke Humphrey’s 
wife. 
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KING HENRY VI.—PART IT. 


Scene III. 


Strangers in court do take Jier for the queer 
She b^rs a duke*s revenues ou lier back, 
And in her heart she scorns our poverty. 
Shall I not;}|ye to be aveng’d on her? 
Contemptuous base-born callat as she is, 

She taunted ’mongst her minions t’ other 
day, 

The very train of her worst wearing-gown 
Was better worth than all my father’s lands, 
Till Suffolk gave two dukedonis for his 
daughter. 

Suf, Madam, myself have lim’d a bush for 
her; 

And plac’d a quire of such enticing birds, 
That she will light to listen to the lays, w) 
And never mount to trouble you again. 

So, let her rest, and, madam, list to me ; 

For I am bold to counsel you in this. 
Although we fancy not the cardinal, 

Yet must we join with him, and with the 
lords, 

Till we have brouglit Duke Humphrey in 
disgrace. 

As for the Duke of York, tliis late complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit : 

So, one by one, we ’ll weed them all at last, 
And you youi’self shall steer the hai)py 
helm. 100 

Eatev King Henry, York, and Somerset ; 
Duke and of Gloster, Cardinctl 

Beaufort, Buckinoham, Salisbury, and 
Warwick. 

A’'. Hen, For my pai-t, noble lords, T care 
not wJiich ; 

Or Somei’set, or York, all ’s one to me. 

York, If York have ill demean’d himself 
in France, 

Then let him be denay’d the* regentship. 
iiom. If Somerset be unworthy of the 
place, 

Let York be regent ; I will yield to him. 

War, Whetlier your grace be worthy, yea, 
or no, 

Dispute not that : York is the worthier. 

Gar, Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters 
speak. 

War, The cardinal ’s not my better in the 
fiield. 110 

Buck, All in this presence are thy better, 
Warwick. 

War, Warwick may live to be the best of 

all. 

Sal, Peace, son ! — and show some reason, 
Buckingham, 

Why Somerset should be preferr’d in this. 

Q, Mar, Because the king, forsooth, will 
have it so. 


Glo, Madam, the king is old enough him- 
self 

To give his censure. These are no women’a 
matters. 

Q, Mar. If he be old enough, what needs 
your grace 

To be protector of his excellence ] 

(rlo. Madam, J am protector of the realm. 
And at his pleasure will resign my place. j2i 
Snf. Resign it then, and leave thine inso- 
lence. 

Since thou wert king, (as who is king but 
thou ?) 

The commonwealth hath daily run to wrack ; 
The I)au])liin hath prevail’d beyond the seas ; 
And all the ])ecrs and nobles of the realm 
Have been a^ bondmen to thy sovereignty. 
Car. The commons hast thou rack’d; the 
clergy’s bags 

Are lank and loan with thy extoi-tions. 

Som. Thy sumptuous buildings, and thy 
wife’s attire, ' m 

Have cost a imiss of public treasury. 

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution 
Ui)on offenders hath exceeded law, 

And left thoo to the merjcy of the law. 

Q. Mar, Thy sale of ofiices, and towns in 
France, 

If they were known, as the suspect is great, 
AVould make thee quickly hop without thy 
head. 

[p]xit Gloster. TJtc Queen fan. 

Give me my fan : what, minion ! can you not? 

\Givin(j the DucheSs a box on the ear, 

I cry you mercy, madam : was it you ? 

Dnch. Was’t I? yea, 1 ilwas, proud 
Frenchwoman : i 4 (»‘ 

Could I come near your beauty with my nails^ 

1 ’d set my ten commandments in your face. 

K, Hen, Sweet aunt, be quiet : ’t was= 
against her will. 

D'uxh. Against her will ! Good king, look 
to ’t in time ; 

She’ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a. 
baby : 

Though in this place most master wear no 
breeches, 

She shall not strike Dame Eleanor unreveng’d^ 

\EvM, 

Btu'k, Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 
And listen after Humphi'ey, how he proceeds t 
She ’s tickled now ; her funte needs no spurs> 
She ’ll gallop far enough to her destruction, isi 

[Eosit, 

, Re-enier Gloster. 

Glo, Now, lords, my choler being over- 
blown 
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Scene IV. 


With walking once about tlie quadrangle, 

. I come to talk of commonwealth ailairs. 

As for your spiteful false objections, 

Prove them, and I lie open to the law ; 

But God in mercy so deal with my soul, 

As I in duty love niy king and count ry. 

But, to the matt/cr that we have in hand. — 

I say, my sovereign, York is meetest man i«> 
To be your regent in the r(*alm of France. 

Before we make election, give me 
leave 

To show some reason, of no little force. 

That York is most unmeet of any man. 

York, I ’ll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am 
unmeet : 

First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride ; 

Next, if I be appointed for tht place. 

My lord of Somerset will kee]) me here. 
Without discharge, money, or furniture, 

Till France be won into the Dauphin’s hands. 
Last time I danc’d attendance on his will, m 
Till Paris was besieg’d, famish’d, and lost. 

1Y(tr. That can I witness: and a fouler fact 
Did never traitor in the land commit. 

Peace, headstrong Warwick ! 

Image of pride, why should I hold 
my j)eace 1 

Enter Servants of Hxjffolk, hrintjhig hi 
Horner and Peter. 

Suf Because here is a man accus’d of 
treason : 

Pray God, the Duke of York excuse himself! 
York. Doth any one accuse York for a 
traitor ? 

K. //<?;»: 'What mean’st thou, fcjufiblk ? Tell 
me, what are these 1 

Suf, Please it your Majesty, this is the man 
That doth accuse his master of high treason. 
His words were these ; — That Richard, Duke 
of York, 

Was rightful heir unto the English crown, 
And that your majesty was an usuq)er. 

K. Hen. Say, man, were these thy woi’ds 1 
Hot. An ’t shall please your majesty, I 
never said nor thought any such matter. God 
is my witness, I am falsely accused by the 
villain. 

Fet. By these ten bones, my lords, he • did 
speak them to me in the garret one night, as 
we wei'e scouring my Lord of York’s armour. 

York. Base dilnghill villain, and mechanical, 
I ’ll have thy head for this thy traitor’s 
speech. — 

I do beseech your royal majesty, 

Let hihi have all the rigour of the law. 

Hrrr. Alas ! my lord, hang me, if ever I 
spake the words. My accuser is my prentice; 


and when I did cOTect him for his fault the 
other <hiy, he did vow n]>on his knees, he 
would be even with luo. 1 have good witness 
of tins : therefore, I beseech your majesty, do 
not cast away an honest man for a villain’s 
accusation. son 

K. Hen. Uncle, wliat shall wc say to tliis 
in law ? 

Glo. This dooni, my lord, if I may judge : 
Let Homerset be legent o’er the French, 
Because in York this breeds suspicion ; 

And let these have a day appointed them 
For single combat in convenient places ; 

For he hath witness of his servant’s malice. 
This is the law, and this Duke Humphrey’s 
doom. 211 

Som. I humbly thank your royal majesty. 
Jlor. And I accept the combat willingly. 
Pet. Alas ! my loi^d, I caimot fight ; for 
God’s sake, 2>ity my case ! the sjnte of man 
2 )revaileth against me. O Lord, have mercy 
u 2 >on me ! I shall never be able to figlit a 
blow. O Lord, my heart ! 

Olo. Sirrah, or you must fight or else be 
hangd. 

K. Hen. Away with them to prison ; and 
the (lay 

Of (,*ombat shall bo the last of the next 
month. — 

• Come, Somerset, we ’ll S(3e thee sent away. 

[E'X'ennt. 


Scene IV. — The Same. The Duke of 
Glostkr’s Garden. 

Ent^r Margery Jourdain, Hume, 
Southwell, and Bolingbroke. 

llwnie. Come, my masters ; the duchess, 1 
tell you, expects 2 )erformance of your promises. 

Boling, Master Hume, we are therefore 
provided. Will her ladyship behold and 
hear our exorcisms 1 

Hume. Ay ; what else 1 fear you not her 
courage. 

Boling. I have heard her re])Oi*ted to be a 
woman of an invincible spirit : but it shall 
be convenient, Master Hume, that you be by 
her aloft, while wo be busy below ; and so, I 
pray you, go in God’s name, and leave us. 
[Exit Hume.] Mother Jourdain, be you 
prostrate, and grovel on the earth : — John 
Southwell, read yon, and let us to our work.i? 

Enter Duchess above. 

Duck. Well said, niy masters, and welcome 
all. To this gear ; the sooner, the better. 


145 



Act L king HENRY VJ.—PART II. Scene IV. 


Boling, Patience, good lady ; wizards 
know their times. 

Deep night, dark night, the silent (^f the 
night, 

The time of night when l"roy was set on lire ; 

The time when screech-owls cry, and haii-dogs 
howl, 

And spirits walk, and ghosts break up their 
graves. 

That time best fits the work we have in hand. 

Madam, sit you, and fear not : whom we 
mise, 

We will make fast within a hallow’d verge. 
\JIere they perform the reremonieif be- 
longing^ and makf^ the eircle ; BoLiNG- 
BROKE, or Southwell, reads, Coii- 
juro te, itc. It thunders and Ughlens 
terribly ; then the Spirit riseth. 

Sph\ Adsuni. 

M. Jonrd. Asmath ! 

By the eternal God, whose name and power 

Thou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask ; 

For till thou sj)eak, thou shalt not pass from 
hence. 

Spir, Ask wdiat thou wilt. — Tliat I had 
said and done I 

Boling, First, of tlie king. Wliat shall of 
him become ? 

Sph\ The Duke yet lives, that Henry shall 
depose ; :w 

But him outlive, and die a violent death. 

the Spirit speaks, Southwell 
irrites the a ns ire r, 

Boling. What fates await the Duke of 
Sufiblk ] 

Spir. By water shall ho die, and take his 
end. 

Boling, What shall befall the Duke of 
Somerset ? 

Spir, Let him shun castles : 

Safer shall he be upon tlie sandy plains, 

Than where castles mounted stand. 

Have done, for more I hardly can enilure. 

Boling, Descend to darkness and the 
burning lake : 

False fiend, avoid ! 40 

^Th^mder and lightning. Sinrit descends. 

Enter York ayid Buckingham, hastily, 
with their G^^ards. 

York. Lay hands upon these traitors, and 
their trash. 

Beldam, I think, we watch’d you at an inch. 

What 1 madam, are you there ? the king and 
commonweal | 

Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains : i 


My lord protector will, I doubt it not. 

See you well guerdon’d for these good deserts. 
Ditch. Not half so bad as tliinc to Eng- 
land’s king, 

Injurious duke, that threat’st where is no 
cause. 

Buck. True, madam, none at all. What 
call you this 

\Sl towing her the papers. 
Away with them ! let them be clapp’d up 
close, 

And kept asunder. — Y"ou, madam, shall with 
us ; 

Staftbrd, take her to thee. — 

\^E.vit DucHESsyrom above. 
We’ll see your trinkets here all forthcoming; 
All, away ! t 

[^Kxeunt Guards, vnth Southwell, 
Bolingbroke, 

York. Lord Buckingham, methinks, you 
watch’d her well : 

A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon ! 
Now, pray, my lord, let ’s see the devil’s writ. 
What have we here ( 

[Beads.] “The duke yet lives, that Henry 
shall depose ; 

But him outlive, and die a violent death.” oo 
Why, this is just, 

Aio te, uEacida, Romanos vincere posse. 

Well, to the rest : 

“ Tell me, what fate awaits the Duke of 
Suffolk ] — 

By water sliall he die, and take his entl. — 
What shall betide the Duke of Somerset 1 — 
Let him shun castles : 

Safer shall lie be upon the sandy pidins, 

Than where castles mounted stand.’’ 

(Jome, come, liiy lords ; to 

These oracles ai'e hardly attain’d. 

And hardly understood, 
j The king is now in progress towards Saint 
j Albans ; 

With him the husband of this lovely lady : 
Thither go these news, as fast as horse can 
caiTy them ; 

A sorry breakfast for my lord protector. 

Buck. Your grace shall give me leave, my 
Lord of York, 

To be the post, in hope of his reward. 

Yo9*k. At your pleasure, my good lortl. — 
Who ’s within there, ho ! 

Enter a Servant. 

Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick, 
To sup w’ith me to-morrow night. — Away ! ai 

[Exeunt, 





Act it. 
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Scene T. 


ACT 11. 


Scene I. — Saint Albans. Good queen ; and wLet not on these furious 


Enter Eiwj Henry, Queen Margaret, 

Gloster, . Ca/Y/Zwa/, and Suffolk, vAth 

Falconers Jtollainy, 

Q,'Mar. Believe me, lords, for flying at 
the brook, 

I saw not better sport these seven years’ day : 
Yet, by your leave, the wind was very liigli. 
And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone 
out. 

K, Hen. But what a point, my lord, your 
falcon made, 

And what a j)itch she flew above the rest ! — 
To see how God in all his creatures works ! i 
Yes, man and birds are fliiii of climbing 
higli. 

Snf. No marvel, an it like your majesty. 
My lord protectors hawks do tower so | 
well : 

They know their master loves to be aloft. 

And bears his thoughts above his falcon's 
pitch. 

OIo. My lord, ’tis but a base ignoble mind, 
That mounts no higher than a bird can .soar. 

Car. I thought as much : he ’d be above 
the <douds. 

Clo. Ay, niy lord cardinal : how think you 
by that 

Were it not good your grace could fly to 
hea v’cn 


jK^ers, 

j For blessed are the j)eaceriiakers on earth. 

I Car. Let me be blessed for the. peace I 
j make 

I Against this proud protector with my sword, 
i Glo. [Aside to the Cardinal.^ ’Faith, holy 
I uncle, ’would ’t were come to that ! 

I Car. [Aside.'] Marry, wlien thou dar'st. 
j GUk [Aside.] Make up no bictioiis numbers 
for the liiatter ; 

In thine own j)e7*son answer thy abuse. m 

Car. [Aside.] Ay, whe^re thou darst not 
peep : an if thou dar’st. 

This evening on the east side of the grove. 

K. Hen. How now, my lords ! 

Car. Believe me, cousin Gloster, 

Had not your man ])ut up the fowl so sud- 
denly, 

We had had more siioH. — [Aside to Gloster.] 
(’orne with thy two-hand sword. 

Glo. True, uncle. 

Car. [Aside.] Are you advis’d ?- -the east 
side of the grove. 

Glo. [Aside.] ('ardinal, I am with you, 

K. Hen. Wliy, liow now, uncle Gloster ! 

Glo. Talking of hawking ; nothing else, 
my lord. — 

Now, by God’s mother, priest, I’ll 
shave your crown 
For this, or all my fence shall fail. 


K. Hen. The treasury of everlasting joy. 

Car. Thy heaven is on earth ; thine eyes 
and thoughts 

Beat on a crown, the treasure of thy licart : »> 

Pernicious protector, dangerous jKjer, 

Tliat smooth’st it so with king and common- 
weal. 

Glo. What, cardinal, is your priesthood 
grown peremptory 1 

Tantcene animis cod^tibus irm ? 

Churchmen so hot? good uncle, hide such 
malice ; 

With such holiness can you do it ? 

Suf. No malice, sir; no more than well 
becomes 

So good a quarrel, and so bad a peer. 

Glo. As who, my lord ? 

Suf. Why, as you, my lord ; 

An ’t Hke your lordly lord-protectorship. so 

Gh. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine 
insolence. 

Q. Mar. And thy ambition, Gloster. 

K. Hen, I pr’ythee, peace, 


Car. Medice, teipsnm — 

Protector, see to ’t well, protect youi'self. 

K. lien. The winds grow high; so do your 
stomachs, lords. 

How irksome is this music to my heart ! 

When such strings jar, what hope of 
harmony ? 

I pray, my lords, let me compound this strife. 

Enter One, crying, A miracle ! ” 

Glo. What means this noise ? 

Fellow, what miracle dost tliou proclaim ? 

One. A miracle ! a miracle ! 

Suf, Come to the king, and tell him what 
miracle. 

One. Forsooth, a blind man, at Saint 
Alban’s shrine, 

Within tliis half hour hath Teceiv’d his 
sight ; 

A man that ne’er saw in hia life before. 

K. Hen. Now, God be prais’d, that to 
believing souls 

Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair I 
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Enter thr. Mayor of Eaint *Alba')ai a nr/ h is 
Brethren ; and Simfcox, borne hetiveen two 
persons in a chair ; his Wife and a yreat 
multitude followiny. 

Car, Here come the town.siricii on pro- 
cession, 

To presei;it your liiglmess with the man. 

K, Hen, Great is his com fort in this 
earthly vale, 

Although by his sight his siu be multiplied. ro 
Glo, Stand by, my masters ; bring him 
near the king : 

His highness’ j)leasure is to talk with him. 

K, Hen. Good fellow, tell us liere the cir- 
cumstance, 

That wo for thee may glorify the T^ord. 

What ! hast thou been long blind, and now 
restor’d ] 

Simp. Born blind, an ’t please your grace. 
Wi/e. Ay, inrleod, was he. 

Suf What woman is this 1 

Wife. His wife, an ’t like your woi-ship. 

Clo. Hadst thou been his mother, thou 
eouldst have betteu’ told. 8o 

K. Hen. Where wert thou born 'I 
Simp. At Berwick in the north, an’t like 
yotir grace. 

K, Hen, Poor soul ! God’s goodness hath 
been great to thee : 

Xiet never day nor night unhallow’d pass, 

But still remember what the Lord hath 
done. 

Q, Mar. Tell me, good fellow, cam’st thou 
here by chance. 

Or of devotion, to this holy shrine ? 

Simp, God knows, of pure devotion ; being 
' call’d 

A hundred times, and oft’ner, in my sleep, 

By good Saint Alban ; wdio said, — “ Siinpcox, 
come ] 

Come, offer at my shnne, and I will help 
. thee.” 

Wife, Most true, forsooth ; and many 
time and oft 

Myself have heard a voice to call him so. 

Car, What I ai’t thou lame \ 

Shnp, Ay, God Almighty help me ! 

Suf, How cam’st thou so 1 

Simp. A fall off a tree. 

Wife. A plum-tree, master. 

Glo. How long hast thou been blind ? 
Simp, 01 bom so, master. 

Gh. What ! and wouldst climb a tree 1 
Simp. But tha-t in all my life, when I wa^ 
a youth. 

Wife. Too true ; and l^ught his climbing 
very dear. 


G/o.*’Mass, thou lov’dst plums well, that 
wouldst venture so. loo 

Simp. Alas, master, my wife desir’d some 
damsons, 

And ma»le mo climb with danger of my life. 
Glo, A subtle knave ; but yet it shall not 
serve. — 

Ijet me see thine eyes : — wink- now ; — now 
open them. — 

Xn my opinion yet thou seest not well. * 
Simp. Yes, master, ck^ar as day ; I thank 
God, and Saint Alban. 

Glo. Say’st thou me so? What colour is 
this cloak of ? 

Svmp. Red, master ; retl as blood. 

Glo. Why, that ’s well said. What colour 
is ni}^ gown of ? 

Simp. Black, forsooth ; coal-black as jet. 

K. Hen. Why then, thou know’st what 
colour jet is of ? 

Svf And yet, X think, jet did he never see. 
Gh. But cloaks, and gowns, before this 
day a many. 

Wife. Never, before this day, in all his life. 
Glo. Tell me, sirrah, what ’s my name ? 
Simp. Alas ! master, I know not. 

Glo. What ’s his name ? 

Simp. I know not. 

Glo. Nor his ? 

Sim]}, No, indeed, master. 120 

Glo. What ’s thine own name ? 

Sini]), Saunder Simpcox, an if it please 
you, master. 

Glo. Then, Saunder, sit there, the lyingesfc 
knave in Christendom. If thot>' hadst been 
born blind, thou mightst as well' have kijown 
all our names, as thus to name the several 
colours we do wear. Sight may distinguish 
of colours ; but s\iddenly to nominate them 
all, it is impossible. — My lords, Saint Alban 
here hath done a miracle ; and would ye not 
think his cunning to bo great, that could 
restore this cripple to his legs again ? lai 
Simp. O master, that you could ! 

Glo. My masters of Saint Albans, have you 
not beadles in your town, and things called 
whips ? 

May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. 
Glo. Then send for one presently. 

May. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither 
straight. [3cdt an Attendant. 

Glo. Now fetch me a stool hither by-and- 
by. '[A stool brought otU^ Now, sirrah, 
you mean to save yourself from whipping, 
leap me over this stool, and run away. ni 
Simp. Alas ! master, I am not able Ix) 
stand alone : 

You go about to torture me in vain. 
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Re-enter Attendant, and n Beadle with a 
whip, 

Glo, Well, sir, we must have you find your 
legs. Sirrah l>eadle, whip hini till lie leap 
over that same stool. 

Bead, I will, my lord. — Come ou, sirrah ; 
off‘ with your doublet quickly. 

Simp, Alas ! master, what shall I do 1 I 
am not able to stand. is-* 

[Ayhr tJw Beadle hath hit him once, he 
leaps ocer the stool, and riuis away ; 
and the Peoph follow ixnd cry, A 
miracle ! ” 

K, Hen, O God ! seest thou this, and 
bearest so long '# 

Q, Afar, It made me laugh to see the 
villain run. 

Glo, Follow the knave, and take this drab 
away. 

Wife, Alas ! sir, we did it for pure need. 

Glo. Lot thepi be whipp’d through every 
market-town, till they come to Berwick, from 
whence they canu*. 

\^Bxennt Afayor, Beadle, Wife, d:c. 

Car, Duke Humphrey has done a miracle 
to-day. 

Svf, True ; made the lame to leap, and fly 
away. 

Glo, But you have done more miracles 
than I ; loo 

You made in a day, my lord, whole towns to 

fly. 

Enter Buckingham. 

K, lien. What tidings with our cousin 
Buckingham i 

B'iwk, Such as my heart doth tremble to 
unfold. 

A sort of naughty peraons, lewdly bent,. 
Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of Lady Eleanor, the protector’s wife, 

The ringleader and heml of all this rout, 

Have practis’d dangerously against your 
state. 

Dealing with 'witclies, and with conjurers : 
Whom we have apprehended in tlie fact ; no 
Raising up wdeked spirits from under-ground, 
Demanding of King Henry’s life and death, 
And other of your highness’ privy council, 

As more at large your grace shall understand. 

Car. And so, yiy loid protector, by this 
means 

Your lady is forthcoming yet at London. 

This news, I think, hath tuim’d your weapon’s 
edge ; 

*T is like, my lord, you will not keep your hour. 

, Glo, Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict 
my heart. 


Sorrow and gri('f ha\e vanquish’d all my 
powers ; iko 

And, vanquish’d as I am, I yield to thee, 

Or to the meanest groom. 

K. Hen. O God ! vvhnt misi^hiefs work the 
wicked ones ; 

Heaping confusion on their own heads 
thereby. 

Q. Afar, Gloster, see here the taiiitui*e of 
thy nest ; 

And look thyself be faultless, thou wort best. 

Glo, Madam, for myself, to Heaven I do 
appeal, 

How I have lov’d my king, and commonweal; 
And, for my wife, 1 know not how it stands. 
Sorry I am to hear wiiat I have heard i‘»<> 
Noble she is, but if she have forgot 
Honour, and virtue, and convers’d with such 
As, like to pitch, defile nobility, 

1 banish her my bed and com])any, 

An<l give her, as a prey, to law, and shame, 
Thai hath dishonour’d Gloster’s honest name. 
• K. Hen. Well, for this night, wo will re[>ose 
us here : 

To-moiTow toward London, back again, 

To look into this business tlioroughly, 

And call these foul oflenders to their 
answei's ; 200 

And poise the cause in justice’ equal scales, 
Whose lieam stands sure, whose rightful cause 
prevails. [Flourish, JHceunt, 


Scene II. — London. The Duke of York’s 
Garden. 

Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick. 

York, Now, my good Lords of Salisbury 
and Warwick, 

Our simple supper ended, give 1110 leave, 

In this close walk, to .satisfy myself. 

In craving your opmion of my title, 

Which is inhillible, to England’s crown. 

Sal, My lord, I long to hear it at full. 

War, Sweet York, begin ; and if tliy claim 
be good, 

The Nevils are thy subjects to command. 

York, Then thus : — 

Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons: 

The first, Edward the Black Prince, Prince 
of Wales ; 

The second, William of Hatfield; and the 
third, 

Lionel, Duke of Clarence ; next to whom 

Was John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaster. 

The fifth was Edmund Langley, Duke of 
York ; 
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riie sixth was Thomas of Woodstock, Duke 
of Gloster ; 

William of Windsor was the seventh, and 
‘ last. 

Edward, the Black Prince, died before his 
father, 

And left behind him Richard, his only son ; 
Who, after Edward the TJiird’s death, reign’d 
as king, ao 

Till Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Lancaster, 
The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt, 
Crown’d by the name of Henry the Fourth, 
Seized on the realm ; depos’d tlie rightful 
king; 

Sent his poor queen to Franco, from whence 
she came, 

And him to Pomfret ; where, as all you 
know, 

Harmless Richard was murd(u ’<l ti-aitorously. 

JFn?\ Father, tlie duke hath told the truth; 
Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown. 

For^. Which now tliey hold by force, and 
not by riglit ; »» 

For Richard, the first son’s heir, being dead. 
The issue of the next son should have 
reign’d. 

Sal. But William of Hatfield died without 
an heir. 

York The third son, Duke of Clarence, 
from whose line 

I claim the crown, liad issue — Philippe, a 
daughter. 

Who married Edmund Mortimer, Earl of 
March ; 

Edmund had issue — Roger, F]arl of March ; 
Roger had issue — Edinuml, Anne, and 
Eleanor. 

Sal. This Edmund, in the reign of Boling- 
broke, 

As I have read, laid claim unto the crown ; 
And, but for Gwen Glendower, had been 
king, .I 

Who kept him in captivity till he died 
But to the rest. 

York His eldest sister, Anne, 

My mother, being heir unto the crown, 
Married Richard, Earl of Cambridge, who 
was son 

To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third’s 
fifth son. 

By her I claim the kingdom : she was heir 
To Roger, Earl of March, who was the son 
Of Edmund 'Mortimer, who marrie<l Philippe, 
Sole daughter unto Lionel, Duke of Clarence : 
So, if the issue of the elder son &1 

Succeed before the younger, I am king. 

JFar. What plain pi'oceeding is more plain 
than this 1 


Henry doth claim the crown from John of 
Gaunt, 

The fourth son ; Y ork claims it from the 
third. 

Till Lionel’s issue fails, his should not reign : 
It fails not yet, but nourishes in thee, 

And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock. 
Then, father Salisbury, kneel we together 
And, in this private plot, be wc the first, co 
That shall salute our rightful sovereign 
With honour of his birthright to the crown. 

Long live our sovereign .Richard, 
England's king ! 

YorA\ We thank you, lords ! But I am 
not your king, 

Till I bo ^Town’d, and that my sword bo 
stain’d 

With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster ; 
And that ’s not suddenly to be 2>erforni’d, 

But with advice, and silent secrecy. 

Do you, as I do, in these dangeroas days, 
Wink at the Duke of Suffolk’s insolence, 70 
At Beaufort’s pride, at Somerset’s ambition, 
At Buckingham, and all the crew of them, 
Till they liavc snar’d the shejdierd of the 
flock, 

That virtuous j)riuce, the good 'Duke 
Humphrey. 

’T is that they seek : and they, in seeking 
that, 

Shall find tlieir deaths, if York can^^u’ophesy. 

Sal. My lord, break we off : wc know your 
mind at full. 

JFa?\ My heart assures ni(?, that the Earl 
of Warwick v 

Shall one day make the Duke of York a king. 

yo?’k And, Nevil, this I do assure myself : 
Richard shall live to make the Earl of War- 
wick 

The greatest man in England but the king. 

[AV'e-iSf 


Scene III. — The Same. A Hall of Justice. 

Trumpets sounded. Enter King Henry, 
Qn^en Margaret, Gloster, York, Suf- 
folk, a^id Salisbury ; the Duchess of 
Gloster, Margery Jourdain, South- 
well, Hume, and Bolingbroke, ukuIct 
guard. ^ 

K. Hen. Stand forth. Dame Eleanor Cob- 
ham, Gloster’s wife. 

In sight of God, and us, your guilt is gi*eat : 
Receive the sentence of the law, for sins 
Such as by God’s book are adjudg’d to 
death. — 
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\To JouRDAiN, d&c.] You four, from hence 
to prison back again ; 

From thence, unto the place of execution : 
The witch in Smith field shall be burn’d to 
ashes. 

And you three shall be strangled on the 
gallows. — 

You, madam, for you are more m bly born, 
Despoiled of your honour in your life, lo 
Shall, after three days’ open [)enance done. 
Live in your country here in banishment, 
With Sir John Stanley in the Isle of Man. 

Ditch, Welcome is banishment ; welcome 
were my death. 

Gh, Eleanor, tin* law, thou seest, hath 
judged thee : 

cannot justify whom the law conifemns. — 
\Exeuvt the Di’CilEss and the other 
Prisoners, fptarded. 
Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of 
gi'icf. , , . . 

Ah» Hum])hrey ! this dishonour in thine age 
Will bring thy head with sorrow to the 
gi'ound. — 

T beseech your mn.jesty, give me leave to go ; 
Sorrow would solace, an<l mine age would 
. ease. 21 

K. Iien. Stay, Humphrey, Duke of Glostcr. 
Ere thou go, 

Give up thy staff : Henry will to himself 
Protector be ; and God shall be my hope. 

My stay, my gtiide, and lantern to my feet 
And go in peace, Huinjdirey; no less belov’d. 
Than when thou w(*rt protector to tliy king. 

Q, Mar, I see no reason why a king of 
years 

Shoidd be to be protected like a chi lit — 

God and King Henry govern Englaiid’.s 
helm ! — • 

Give up your staf!', sir, and the king Ins 
realm. 

Glo, My stafi’? — here, noble Henry, is my 
stall’ : 

As willingly do I the same resign. 

As e’er thy father Henry made it mine ; 

And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it, 
As others would ambitiously receive it. 
Farewell, good king : when 1 am dead and 
gone, 

May honourable peace atteiitl thy throne. 

[Exit, 

Q, Mar, Why, how is Henry king, and 
Margaret queen ; 

And Huniplirey, Duke of Gloster, scarce 
himself, 40 

That bears so shrewd a maim : two pulls at 
once, — 

His lady banish’d, and a limb lopp’d off ; 


This staff of honour raught : — there let it 
stand, 

Where it best fits to be, in Henry’s hand. 

Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs 
his sprays ; 

Thus Eleanor’s pride dies in her youngest 
days. 

York, Lords, let him go. — Please it your 
majesty, 

This is the day appointed for tlui combat ; 
And ready are the appellant and defendant, 
The armourer and his man, to enter the 
lists, * fv) 

80 please your highness to behold the fight. 

Q. Mar, Ay, good my lord ; for [)urposely 
therefon^ 

Left I the court, to see this (juarrel tried. 

K, Hen. O’ God’s name, see the lists and 
all things fit ; 

Here let them end it, and God defend the 
right ! 

York. J nevTr saw a fellow worse bested. 
Or more afraid to figlit, than is the appellant, 
The servant of this armourer, my lords. 

Eniei\ on on^e, aide^ IfOKNER, and his Nevjh- 
hours, drinkiny to him so much that he is 
drunk ; and he eni^'s healing his staff udth 
a sand-hag /(tMt^n^d to it ; a drum before 
him : at the other ,nde, Peter, urith a drum 
and a. similar staff; accom2)anied hy Pren- 
tices drinking to him. 

1 Xeigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink 

to you in a cup of sack. And fear not, mdgh- 
Ixnir, you shall do well enough. ei 

2 Xeigh. And here, neighbour, here’s a 
cup of charneeo. 

3 Xeigh. And here ’s a pot of good double 
beer, neighbour : drink, and fear not your 
man. 

Hor. Let it come, i’ faith, and I ’ll pledge 
you all ; and a fig for Peter ! 

1 Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to thee ; and 
be not afraid. 

2 Pren, Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy 
master : fight for credit of the prentices. n 

Peter. I thank you all : drink, ami pray 
for me, I pray you.; for, T think, J have 
taken my last draught in this world. — Here, 
Robin, an if I die, I give thee my apron ; 
and, Will, thou shalt have my hammer : — 
and here, Tom, take all the money that I 
have .~0 Lord, bless me ! T pmy God, for I 
am never able to deal with my master, he 
hath learnt so much fence already. 

Sal, Come, leave your drinking, and fall 
to blows.— SiiTah, what ’s thy name % ei 

Peter, Peter, forsooth. 
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,Sal, Peter ! what mor^j ? 

J^efrr. Thump. 

.SV(/. Tliump I then see thou thump thy 
master well. 

Jlor, Masters, I am coine liitliei*. as it were, 
upon my man’s instigation, to prove him a 
knave, and myself an honest man : and touch- 
ing the Duke of York, I will take ray death, 
I never meant him any ill, nor the queen : 
and therefore, Peter, have at thee with a 
downright blow. »» 

York. Despatch : this knave’s tongue be- 
giiih to doulile. Sound, trumi>ets, alarum to 
the combatants. 

\^Alarani. They and Peter strikes 
down his MaMer. 

Ifor. Hold, Peter, hold 1 1 confess, I con- 
fess treason. [Dies. 

York. Take away his weapon. — Fellow, 
thank God, and the good wine in thy master’s 
way. 

Peter. O God ! have I overcome mine 
enemies in this presence ? O Peter ! thou 
hast prevailed in right. 

K. Hen. Go, take hence that traitor from 

* our sight j 

For, by his death, we do perceive his guilt, loo 
And God in justice hath reveal’d to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow. 
Which he had thought to have murder’d 
wrongfully. - -- 

Come, fellow ; follow us for thy reward. 

[hJxeunt. 


Scene IV. — Tlic Same. A Street. 

Enter Glo.ster and Servants^ in rnourniny 
cloaks. 

Glo. Thus, .sometimes hath the brightest 
day a cloud ; 

And after summer evermoi*e succeeds 
Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold ; 

So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet. — 
Sirs, what ’s o’clock 1 

Sero. Ten, my lord. 

Olo. Ten is the hour that was appointed 
me 

To watch the coming of ray punish’d duchess: 
Uneath may she endure the flinty streets, 

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet. 
Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook lo 
The abject people, gazing on thy face. 

With envious looks, laughing at thy shame, 
That erst did follow thy proud chariot wheels, 
When thou didst ride in triumph through the 
streets. 

152 


But soft! I think, she comes; and I’ll prepare 
My toar-stain’d eyes to see her miseries. 

Enter tke Duchess of Glosteb, in a v?hite 
sheets with jjapers pinned upon her back, 
her feet barCf and a tajjer burning in her 
hand; Sir John Stanley, a Sheriffs and 
Officers. 

Serv. So jdease your grace, wo ’ll take her 
from the sheritr. 

Glo. No, stir not, for your lives : let her 
pass by. 

D'uch. Come you, my lord, to see ray open 
shame ^ 

Now tliou dost penance too. Look; how they 
gaze : jw 

See, how t’le giddy multitude do point. 

And nod their hciwls, and throw their eyes 
on thee. 

All, Glovster, hide thee from their hateful 
looks. 

And, in thy closet peut up, rue ihy shame. 
And ban thine enemies, both mine and thine. 
Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell : forget this 
grief. 

Duch. All, Gloster I teach me to forget 
myself ; 

For, whilst I think I am thy married wife, 
And thou a prince, protector of this land, 
Methinks, I should not thus be led along, ao 
Mail’d up in shame, with papers on my back, 
And follow’d with a rabble, that r^oice 
To see my tears, and hear my deep-fet groans. 
The nithiess flint doth cut my tender feet ; 
And when 1 start, the envious people laugh, 
And bid me be advised how I Cread. 

Ah, Humphrey' I can I bear this shameful 
yoke ? 

Trow’st thou, that e’er I’ll look upon the 
world, 

Or count them happy that enjoys the sun % 

No ; dark shall be my light, and night my day : 
To tliink upon my pomp, shall be my hell. 4i 
Sometime T ’ll say, I am Duke Humphrey’s 
wife, 

And he a prince, and ruler of the land ; 

Yet so ho rul’d, and such a prince he was, 

As he stood by, whilst I, his forlorn duchess, 
Was made a wonder, and a pointing-stock, 

To every idle rascal follower. 

But be thou mild, and blush not at my shame j 
Nor stir at nothing, till tie axe of death 
Hang over thee, as, sure, it shortly will ; . ao 
For Suffolk, — he that can do all in all 
With her that hateth thee, and hates us all, — , 
And York, and impious Beaufort, that false 
priest, 

Have all lim’d bushes to betray thy wings; 




Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this grief. 
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And, fly thou how thou canst, they '11 tangle 
thee. 

But fear not thou, until thy foot be suarVl, 
Nor never seek prevention of thy foes. 

• Glo. Ah, Nell ! forbear : thou aimest all 
awry ; 

I must oflend before I be attainted ; 

And had I twenty times so many foes, «) 
And each of them had twent times their 
power, 

All these could not procure m(‘ any seatli, 

So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeless. 
Wouldst have me rescue thee from this re- 
proach 1 

Why, yet thy scandal were not wip’d away, 
But I in danger for the brca<di of law. 

Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle ‘Nell ; 

I pray thee, sort thy heai t to patience : 

These few^ days’ wonder v/ill be (piickly worn. 

Kilter a Heruld . 

Her, I summon your grace to Ids majesty’s 
parliament, holden at Bury the tirst of tins 
next month. 71 

Glo. And my consent ne’er task’d herein 
before 'I 

This is close dealing. — Well, I will Ih‘ there. 

yKxlt Jferttld. 

My Noll, I take my leave : — and, master 
sheriff, 

Let not her pcnauct* exceed the king's com- 
mission. 

Sher, An ’t please your grace, here my 
commission stays. 

And Sir John Stanley is appointed now' 

To take her '^dth him to the Isle of 31 an. 

GI0. Must you, Sir John, protect my lady 
here ? 

/^tan. So am 1 given in charge, may ’t please 
your grace. 90 

Glo. Entreat her not the w'orse, in that I 
pray 


ACT 

Scene I. — The Abbey at Bury. 

A Sennet. Enter to the Parlinruentj King 
Henry, Queen Margaret, Cardinal Beau- 
fort, Suffolk, York, Buckingham, and 
others. 

K Hen. I muse, my Lord of Glostcr is not 
come ; 

^T is not his wont to be the hindmost man, 
WTiate’er occasion keeps him from us now'. 

Q. Mar, Can you not see '( or will you not 
observe 


I You use her well The w orld may laugh again; 
I And I may live to do you kindness, if 
You do it her : and so. Sir John, farewell. 

Duch. Wliat ! gone, my lord, and bid me 
not farewell 1 

Glo. Witness my tears, I cannot stay to 
speak. \^Exeunt Glostku and Sen-ants. 

Duck. Art thou gone too 'i All comfort 
go with thee. 

For none abides with me : my joy is death,- - 
Heath, at whose name I oft have been afear’d, 
Because I wish’d this world's eternity. ^ •*.] 

Stanley, I pr’ythee, go, and take me hence ; 

I care not wdiithc r, for 1 beg no favour, 

Only convey me where thou art commanded. 

Stan. Why, madam, that is to the Isle of 
Man : 

There to be us’d according to your state. 

Duch. That ’s bad enough, for I am but 
i e]>roach : 

And shall I then lie us’d rei)roachfully ? 

Stan. Like to a ducliess, and Huke Hum* 
phrey’s lady : 

According to that state you shall be used. 

Duch. Sherifl‘, farew'ell, and better than I 
fare, 1“'^ 

Although thou hast been conduct of my 
shame. 

Sher. It is my oftice ; and, madam, pardon 
me. 

Duch. Ay, ay, farewell : thy office is dis- 
charg’d. — 

(Jome, Stanley, shall we go % 

Stan. Madam, your penance done, tlxrow 
off this slieet. 

And go we to attire you for our journey. 

Duch. My shame wdll not be shifted with 
my sheet : 

No ; it w ill hang upon niy richest robes, 

And show itself, attire me how' I can. 

Go, lead the way : I long to see my prison, no 

[Exeunt, 


III. 

The strangeness of his alter’d countenaiict^ 
With what a majesty he beai*s himself; 

How insolent of late he is become, 

How proud, how' peremptory, and unlike 
himself? 

We know the time, since he w as mild and 
affable ; 

And if we did but glance a fai-<jff look, 10 
Immediately he w'as upon' his knee, 

That all the court admir’d him for submission ; 
But meet him now, and, be it in the morn. 
When every one will give the time of day, 
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He knits his brow, and shows an angry eye, 
And paseeth by with stiff’ unbowed Icnee, 
Disdaining duty that to ns Ixslongs. 

Small curs are not regardcxl when they grin, 
But great men tremble when the lion roars ; 
And Humphrey is no little man in England. 
Fii'st, note, that he is near you in descent, I'l 
And should you fall, he is the next will 
mount. 

Me seemeth then, it is no policy, 

Respecting what a rancorous mind he bears, 
And his advantage following your <lecease, 
That ho should cojne about your royal {>erson. 
Or \ye admitted to your highness’ council. 

By flattery hath he won the commons’ hearts. 
And, when he j)lease to make commotion, 

’T is to be fear’d they all will follow him. ai* 
Now ’tis the spring, and weeds are shallow- 
rooted ; 

Sufier them now, and they ’ll o ergrow the 
garden, 

And choke the herbs for want of husbandry. 
The reverent care I bear unto my lord 
Made me collect these dangers in the duke. 

If it be fond, call it a woman’s fear ; 

Which fear if better reasons can supplant, 

I will subscribe and say, I wrong’d the duke. 
My Lord of Suffolk, — Buckingham and 
York, — 

Reprove my allegation, if you can, 40 

Or else conclude my words eflbctuah 

Well hath your highness seen into 
this duke ; 

And had I first been })ut to speak my mind, 

I think, 1 should have told your grace’s tale. 
The duchess, by his subornation, 

Upon my life, began her devilish ])mctices : 
Or if ho were not privy to tho^e faults, 

Yet, by reputing of his high descent, 

(As next the king he was successive heir,) 
And such high vaunts of his nobility, :.«» 
Did instigate the bedlam brain-sick duchess 
By wicked means to frame our sovereign’s 
fall. 

Bmooth runs the water where the brook is 
deej). 

And in his simple show he harl:)Oui's treason. 
The fox barks not when he would steal the 
lamb : 

No, no, my sovereign ; Gloster is a man 
Unsounded yet, and full of deep deceit. 

Car. Did he not, contrary to form of law. 
Devise strange deaths for small offcuices done ? 

Vork. And did he not, in his protectorship, 
Levy great sums of money through the realm 
For soldiers* pay in France, and never sent it 1 
By means whereof the towns each day re- 
volted <iS 


JJuck. Tut ! these are i>etty faults to faults 
unknown, 

Which time will bring to light in smooth 
Duke Humphrey. 

Ji, Hen. My lords, at once : the care you 
have of us. 

To mow down thorns that would annoy our 
foot, 

Is worthy praise ; but shall I sjxiak my con- 
science ? 

Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent 

From meaning treason' to our royal ]^)ersou, ro 

As is the sucking lamb, or harmless dove. 

The duke is virtuous, mild, and too well 
given, 

To dream on evil, or to work my downfall. 

Q. Mar. ‘^Ah ! what ’s more dangerous than 
this fond affiance ? 

Seems he a dove ? his feathers are but bor- 
row’d. 

For he’s dis)»osed as the hatt^ful raven. 

Is he a lamb 1 his skin is surely lent him, 

For' he *s inclin’d as is the ravenous wolf. 
Who cannot steal a shape, that means deceit 1 
Take heed, my lord ; the welfare of ns all w 
Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man. 

Entnr Somerset. 

Som. All health unto my grticious sovereign ! 

K. Hen. Welcome, Lord Somerset. What 
news from France 'i 

Som. That all your interest those 
territories 

Is utterly bereft you : all is lost. 

K. Hen. Cold news, Lord Somerset; but 
God’s will be done. 

York. [A side . Cold news for nie ; for I 
had lioi>e of France, 

As Jirmly as I hope for fertile England. 

Thus are my blossoms blasted in the hud, 

And cak^rpilhus eat my leaves away ; 00 

But I will remedy this gear ere long, 

Gr sell my title for a gloriotis gi’ave. 

Enter Gloster. 

(ilo. All happiness unto my lord the king ! 
Pardon, my liege, that I have stay’d so long. 

Snf. Nay, Gloster, know, that thou art 
come too soon, 

Unless thou wert more loyal than thou art. 

I do aiTest thee of high treason here. 

Clo. Well, Suffolk’s duke, thou shalt not 
see me blush, 

Nor change my countenance for this ari-est : 

A heart unspotted is not easily daunted. loa 
The pui-est spring is not so free from mud, 

As I am clear from treason to my sovereign. 
Who can accuse me 1 wlierein am I guilty ? 
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York. 'T is thought, my lord, thn-t you took 
bribes of Franco, 

And, being pi'otector, stay’d the soldiers’ pay ; 
By means whereof his highness hath lost 
France. 

Glo. Is it but tliought so ? What are they 
that think it '? 

I never robbM the soldiers of their pay, 

Nor ever had one penny bribe from France. 
8o help me God, as I hav^e wa Ii’d the night, 
Ay, night by niglit, in studying gocKl for 
England 1 m 

That doit that e’er I wrested from the king, 
Or any groat I hoarded to my use. 

Be brought against me at my trial-day ! 

No ; many a pound of mine own proper store, 
Because T w’ould Aot tax the needy commons, 
Have T dispursed to the garrisoi'i^, 

And never ask’d for restitution. 

Car. it serves you well, my lord, to say so 
much. 

do. T say no more than truth, so help me 
God ! i 2 *> 

York, In your protectorship you did devise 
Strange toi*tures for ollcnders, never heard of, 
That England was defam’d by tyranny. 
do. Why, ’tis wdl known, that wJiiles I 
was protector. 

Pity was all tlic faidt that was in me; 

For I should melt at an offender’s tears, 

And lowly words were ransom for their fault. 
Unless it wore a bloody murderer. 

Or foul felonious thief that lleec’il poor pas- 
sengers, 

I never gave them condign punishment, i.w 
Murder, indeed, that bloody sin, I tortur’d 
Above the felon, or wliat trespass else. 

Suf, My lord, these faults are easy, quickly 
.answer’d ; 

But mightier crimes are laid unto your 
charge, 

Whereof you cannot easily jnirge yoiu-self, 

I do arrest you in his higlincss’ name ; 

And here commit you to my lord cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of trial, 

K, Hen. My Lord of Gloster, ’tis my 
special hoj)e, 

That you will clear youi’self from all suspect; 
My conscience tells me you are innocent. ni 
Glo. Ah, gracious lord ! the.se days ai’e 
dangerous. 

Virtue is chok’d with foul ambition, 

And charity cliasM hence by rancour’s hand ; 
Foul subornation is predominant. 

And equity exil’d your highness’ land. 

I know, their complot is to have my life ; 

And if my death might make this island 
happy. 


And prove the period of their tyraimy, 

I would expend it with all willingness ; 

But mine is made the i)rologue to their play ; 
For thousands more, that yet suspect no peril, 
Will not conclude theii- plotted tragedy. 
Beaufort’s red sparkling eyes blab his heart’s 
malice. 

And Suffolk’s cloudy brow his stormy hate ; 
Sharp Buckingham unburdens with his tongue 
The envious load that lies upon his heart ; 
And dogged York, that reaches at th(‘ moon, 
Whoso overweening arm I have pluck’d back, 
By false accuse doth level at my life : iw 

And you, my sovereign lady, with the rest, 
Causeless ha\ e laid disgraces on my liead. 
Ami with your best endeavour have stirr’d up 
My liefest liege to be mine enemy. 

Ay, all of you have laid your heads togctlier; 
Myself ha(l notice of your conventicles. 

And all to make away my guiltless life, 

I shall not want false witness to condemn me. 
Nor store of ti*easons to augment my guilt ; 
The ancient proverb will be well effected, — 
A staff is quickly found to beat a dog. m 
Car. My liege, his railing is intolerable. 

If those that care to ke^ep your royal person 
From treason’s secret knife, and traitors’ rage, 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at. 

And the offender granted scope of speech, 

’T will make them cool in zeal unto your grace; 
/SVy! Hath he not twit our sovereign lady 
here, 

With ignominious words, though clerkly 
couch’d, 

As if she Ijad suborned some to swear lao 
False allegations to o’erthrow his state ? * 

Q. Mar. But I can give the loser leave to 
chide. 

Glo, Far truer spoke, than meant : I lose, 
indeed ; 

Beshrev’^ the winnei-s, for they play’d me false ! 
And well such losers may have leave to speak. 
Hack. He’ll wrest the sense, and hold us 
here all day. — 

Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner. 

Car. 8irs, take away the duke, and giiarrl 
him sure. 

Glo, Ah, thus King Henry throws away 
his crutch, 

Before his legs be firm to l)ear his body : iw 
Thus is the shepherd beaten from thy side. 
And wolves are gnarling wlio shall gnaw 
thee first. 

Ah, that my fear were false! jili, that it were ! 
For, good King Henry, thy decay I fear. 

[Eoceiint Attendants wUh Gloster. 
K, Hm, My lords, what to your wisdoms 
seemeth best, 
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Do, or undo, as if ourself wcr€? here. 

(i. Mar. What ! will your hi<,dinoss leave 
the parliament? 

K. lien. Ay, Margaret, my heart is di ownVl 
with grief. 

Whose flood begins to flow within mine eyes; 
My body round engii-t with mist ry, »«» 

For what *s more miserable than discontent ? — 
Ah, uncle Humphrey ! in thy face I see 
The map of honour, truth, and loyalty ; 

And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to 
come, 

That e*er X }>rovM tliee false, or fearM thy 
faith. 

What low’ring star now eiivu^s thy estate, 
That these grt^at loi’ds, ami Margaret our 
<pieon, 

T)o seek subversion of thy harmless life? 

Thou never didst them wrong, nor no man 
wrojig ; 

And as the butcher takes away the calf, 210 
And binds the wretch, and beats it wlien it 
strays, 

Bearing it to the bloody slaughtoi’-house ; 
Even so, remorseless, have they borne him 
hence ; 

And as the dam runs lowing u)) and down, 
Looking the way her harmless young one 
went, 

And can do nought but wail her darling’s 
^ loss ; 

Even so myself bewails good Gloster’s cjise, 
With sad unhelpful tears ; and with dimm’d 
eyes 

^iook after him, and caimot do him good ; 

80 mighty are his vowed enemies. 220 

His fortunes I will weep ; and, ’twixt each 
groan, 

Say — “Who’s a traitor? Glosterhe is none,” 

[Uxit. 

Q. Mar. Fair lords, cold snow melts with 
the sun’s hot beams. 

Henry rny lord is cold in great affairs, 

Too full of foolish pity ; and Gloster’s show 
Beguiles him, as the mournful crocodile 
With sorrow snares relenting passengers ; 

Or as the snake, roll’d in a flowering bank, 
With shining checker’d slough, doth sting a 
child, 

That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 2?w 
Believe me, lords, were none more wise than I 
(And yet herein I judge mine own wit 
good), 

This Gloster should be quickly rid the world, 
To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

Car. That he should die is woi-thy ix)licy, 
But yet we want a colour for his death. 

'T is meet he be condemn’d by course of law. ; 


But, in my mind that were no policy : 
The king will labour still to save his life ; 
The commons haply rise to save liis life ; 240 

And yet we have but trivial argument. 

More than distrust, that shows him worthy 
death. 

York. 80 that, by this, you would not have 
him die. 

A^u/. Ah ! York, no man alive so fain as 1 . 

York. ’T is York that hath more reason for 
Ins death. — 

But, my loi’d cardinal, and you, my Lord of 
8uffolk, ^ 

Bay, as you think, and speak it from your 
souls. 

Were ’t not all one, iiri empty eagle were set 
To guard the chicken from a hungry kite, 

As jdace Dulce Humphrey for the king’s pio- 
tector ? 250 

Q. Mar. 80 the poor chicken should be 
sur€^. of death. 

A^nf. Madam, ’i is true : and '''"ere ’t not 
madness then. 

To make the fox surveyor of the fold ? 

Who, being accus’d a crafty murderer, 

His guilt should be but idly posted over, 
Because his purpose is ffot executed. 

No ; let him die, in tliat ho is a fox, 

By nature prov’d an enemy to the flock, 
Before his chaps be stain’d with crimson 
blood, 

As Humi)hrey prov’d by reasons to my liege. 
And do not stand on ({uillets, how to slay him : 
Be it by gins, by snares, by subtilty. 

Sleeping, or waking, ’t is no matter how, 

80 he be dead ; foi* that is good deceit 
Which mates him tiist, that first intends 
<leceit. 

Q. Mar. Thi-icemoblo Suflblk, ’tis reso- 
lutely spoke. 

Suf. Not resolute, except so much were 
done, 

For things arc often spoke, and seldom meant ; 
But, that my heart accordeth with my 
tongue, — 

Seeing the deed is meritorious, 270 

And to preserve my sovereign from his 
foe, — 

Say but the word, and I will be his priest. 

Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord 
of Suflblk, 

Ere you can take duo orders for a priest. 

Say, you consent, and censure well the deed, 
J^nd I *11 provide his executioner ; 

I tender so the safety of my liege. 

aSv/. Here is my hand ; the deed is worthy 
doing. 

Q. Mar. And so say I. 
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York .Aiid I ; and now we three have 
spoke it, 3^ 

It skills not greatly who impugns our doom. 

Enter a Messenger 

Mess. Great lords, from Ireland am I come 
amain, 

To signify that rebels there are up, 

And put the Englishmen unto the sword. 
Send succours, lords, and stop uhe rage betime, 
Before tlie wound do grow incurable ; 

For, being gi*een, there is great hope of help. 

Car. A breach that craves a quick ex- 
pedient stop ! 

What coimsel gy^e you in this weighty cause] 

York. That wornei'sct be sent as regent 
thither. 390 

T is meet, that lucky ruler be eirfployM ; 
Witness the fortune ho hath Jiad in France. 

Soni. If Yoi*k, with all his far-fet policy, 
Had been the regent therc^ instead of me. 

He never would have stay’d in France so long. 

York. No, not to lose it all, as thou heist 
done. 

I rather would have lost my Jife betimes, 
Than bring a burden of dishonour home. 

By staying there so long, till all were lost. 
Show me one scar characterM on thy skin : 
Meft’s flesh preserv’d so whole do seldom win. 

Q, Mar. Nay then, this spark will prove a 
raging fire, 

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it witk — 
No more; good York ; — sweet Somerset, be 
still : — 

Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent 
there, 

Might happily have prov’d far worse than his. 

York. What, worse than nought] nay, then 
a shame take all ! 

Som. And, in the number, thee, that 
wishest shame. 

Car. My Lord of York, tiy what your 
fortune is. 

The uncivil kerns of Ireland are in arms, mu 
And temper clay with blood of Englishmen ; 
To Ireland will you lead a band of men, 
Collected choicely, from each county some, 
And try your hap against the Irishmen ? 

York. I will, my lord, so please his majesty. 

Suf. Why, our authority is his consent. 

And what we do establish, he confirms ; 

Then, noble York, take thou this task in 
hand. ^ 

York. I am content. Provide me soldiers, 
lords. 

Whiles I take order for mine own affairs, rjiu 
A charge, Lord York, that I will see 
performed. 


■ But now return we to the false Duke 
Humphrey. 

Car. No more of him ; for I will deal with 
him. 

That hencefoi'th he shall ti ouble us no more ; 
And so break off; the day is almost spent. , 
Lord Suftblk, you and I must talk of that 
event. 

York. My Lord of Suflblk, witliui fourteen 
days, 

At Bristol I expect my soldiers , 

For there I ’ll ship them all for Ireland. 

Suf. I ’ll see it truly done, my liord of 
York. [ExAiunt all but Youk. 

York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fear- 
ful thoughts, 3S1 

And change misdoubt to resolution : 

Be that thou hop’st to be, or what thou art 
Resign to death ; it is not worth the enjoying. 
Let pale-fac’d fear keep with the mean-born 
man, 

And find no harbour in a royal heart. 

Faster than spring-time showers comes thought 
on thought, 

And not a thought but thinks on dignity. 

My brain, more busy than the labouring spider. 
Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies. 
Well, nobles, well ; ’tis politicly done, wi 
To send me packing with an host of men : 

I fear me, you but warm the starved snake, 
Who, cherish’d in your breasts, will sting your 
hearts. 

’T was men I lack’d, and you will give them me : 

[ take it kindly ; yet, be well assur’d, 

You put sharp weapons in a madman’s hands. 
Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mighty band, 

X will stir up in England some black storm, 
Hliall blow ten thousand souls to heaven, or 
hell ; 85(1 

And this fell temj)est shall not cease to rage. 
Until the golden circuit on ray head, 

Like to the glorious sun’s transparent Ijeams, 
Do calm the fury of this mad-bred fiaw. 

And, for a minister of my intent,. 

I have seduc’d a headstrong Kentishman, 

John Catle of Ashford, 

To make commotion, as full well he can. 
Under the title of John Mortimer. 

In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade m 
Oppose himself against a troo[) of kerns ; 

And fought so long, till that liLs thighs with 
darts 

Were almost like a sharp-quill'd porpentine ; 
And, in the end being rescu’d, 1 have seen 
Him caper upright, like a wild Morisco, 
Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells. 

Full often, like a shag-lniir'd crafty kern. 

Hath he convei*sed with the enemy, 
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And undiscovered come to me again, 

And given me notice of their villainies. 

This devil here shall be my substitute ; 

For that J ohn Mortimer, which now is dead, 
In face, in gait, in speech, he dotli resemble : 
By this I shall perceive the commons’ mind, 
How they affect the house and claim of York. 
Say, he be taken, rack’d, and tortured, 

I know, no pain they can iiillict upon him 
Will make him say, I mov’d him to those 
arms. 

Say, that he thrive, as ’tis great like he will, 
Why, then from Ireland come I with mv 
strength, 

And reap the harv'est which that rascal sow’d; 
For, Humphn^y being dead, as ho shall be, 
And Henry put apart, the next for me. 

[Exit. 


Scene II. — Bury. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter certain Mnrderers^ has tilt/. 

1 Mur. Run to my Lord of Suffolk ; let 

him know. 

We have despatch’d the duke, as he com- 
manded, 

2 J/«n 0, that it were to do !- -What have 

we done ? 

Didst ever hear a man so penitent ’? 

1 Mnr, Here comes iny lord. 

Enter Suffolk. 

Sfif, Now, sirs, have you despatch’d this 
thing 1 

I Jfvr. Ay, my good lord, he ’s dead. 

Sn/. Why, that ’s well said. Go, get you 
to my house ; 

I will reward you for this venturous deed. 
The king and all the ])eers are liere at hand. 
Have you laid fair the bed ? Is all things 
well, 11 

According as I gave directions ? 

1 Mur. ’T is, my good lord. 

Siif. Away, be gone. [Exeunt Mnrdei'ers. 

Sound trimipets. Enter Kimj Henry, Queen 
Margaret, Cardimtl Beaufort, Somerset, 
Lords, ami others. 

K. Hen. Go, call our uncle to our presence 
straight : 

Say, we mtend to try his grace to-day, 

If he be guilty, as ’t is published. 

Snf. I ’ll call him presently, my noble 
lord. [Exit. 

K. Hen. Lords, take your places; and, I 
pray you all. 


Proceed no straiter ’gainst our uncle, Gloster, 
Than from true evidence, of good esteem, si 
He be approv’d in practice culpable. 

Q. Mar. God forbid any malice should 
prevail. 

That faultless may condemn a nobleman ! 
Pray God, he may acquit him of suspicion 1 

K. Hen. I thank thee, Meg ; these words 
content mo much. 

lle - ente )' Suffolk. 

How now I why look’st thou pale ? why 
tremblest thou ? 

Where is our uncle % what ’s the » matter, 
Suffolk ? ^ 

Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord ; Gloster is 
lead. 

Q. Mar. «Marry, God forfend ! so 

Gar. God’s secret judgment ! — I did dream 
to-night, 

The duke was dumb, and could not speak a 
word. [The KfNO sv)oons. 

Q. Mar. How fares my lord ? — ^±Ielp, lords! 
tlie king is dead. 

Som. Rear up his body : wring him by the 
nose. 

Q. Mar. Run, go, help, help ! — O Henry, 
ope thine eyes ! 

Suf. He doth I’evive again. — Madam', be 
j>atient. 

K. Hen. O heavenly God 1 

Q. Mar. How fares my gracious loi^l ] 

Suf. Comfort, my sovereign gracious 
Henry, comfort ! 

K. Hen. What ! doth my Lord of Suffolk 
comfort me ] 

Came he right now to sing a ra^'cn’s note, 4o 
Whose dismal tune bereft my idtal powera. 
And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren, 
By crying comfort from a hollow breast, 

(kn chase away the first-conceived sound? 
Hide not thy poison with such sugar’d woi*ds; 
Lay not thy liands on me ; forbear, I say : 
Their touch affriglits me as a serpent’s sting. 
Thou baleful messengei', out of my siglit ! 
Upon thy eye-balls murderous tyranny 
Sits in grim majesty to fright the world. 

Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wound- 
ing. 

Yet do not go away : — come, basilisk. 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight ; 
For in the shade of death I shall find joy, 

In life but double death, i:iow Gloster ’s dead. 

Q. Mar. Why do you rate my Lord of 
Suffolk thus ? 

Although the duke was enemy to him, 

Yet he, most Christian-like, laments his 
death : 
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And for myself, foe as lie was to me, 

Might liquid tears, or heart-otFending groans 
Or blood-consuming sighs, recall his life, «i 
I would be blind with weeping, sick with 
groans. 

Look pale as primrose with blood-drinking 
sighs, 

And all to have the noble duke alive. 

What know I how the wc' Id may deem of 
me? 

For it is known, we were but hollow friends; 
It may be judg’d, I made the duke away : 

So shall my name with slander’s tongue be 
wounded, 

And princes’ couits be till’d with my re- 
proach. 

This get I by his death. Ah me, unhappy ! 

To he a queen, and crown’d with infamy ! n 
K. Hen, Ah, woe is me for Gloster, 
wretched man ! 

Q, Mm\ Be woe for me, more wretcliod 
than he is. 

What, dost thou turn away, and hide thy 
face ? 

I am no loathsome lejwn* ; look on me. 

What, art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf? 

Be jioisonous too, and kill thy forlorn queen. 

I.s all thy comfort shut in Glostcr’s tomb ? 

Why, then Dame Margaret was ne’er thy 

Erect liis statua, and worshij) it, h) 

And make my image but an ale-house sign. 
Was 1 for this nigh wrack’d upon the sea. 

And twice by awkward wind from England’s 
bank 

Drove back again unto my native clime ? 

What bod('d this, but well-forewarning wind 
Did seem to say, — Seek not a scor])ion’s nest, 
Nor set no footing on this unkind shore ? 

What did I then, but curs'd the gentle gusts, 
And he that loos’d them from their brazen 
caves ; 

And bid them blow towaaxls England’s blessed 
shore, so 

Or turn our stern upon a dreadful rook. 

Yet .^olus would not be a murderer, 

But left that hateful office unto thee : 

The pretty-vaulting sea refus’d to drown me, 
Knowing that thou wouldst have me drown’d 
on shore, 

With tears as salt as sea through thy unkind- 
ness ; 

The splitting rocks cower’d in the sinking 
sands, 

And would not dash me with their ragged 
sides, 

Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they, 
Might ir. thy palace perish Margaret, 
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As far as I could ken thy chalky cliffs, 

When from the shore the tempest beat us 
back, 

I stood Tipon the hatches in the storm ; 

And when the dusky sky began to rob 
My earnest-gaping sight of thy land’s view, 

I took a costly jewel from my neck, — 

A heart it was, l)ound in with diamonds, — 
And threw it towards thy land. The sea le- 
ceiv’d it, 

And so I wish’d thy body might my heart ; 
And even with this I lost fair England’s 
view, ] 10 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart, 
And call’d them blind and dusky specUicles, 
For losing ken of Albion’s wished coast. 

How often have I tempted Suffolk’s tongue 
(The agent of thy foul inconstancy), 

To sit and witcli me, as Ascaiiius did. 

When he to maddiTig Dido would unfold 
His father’s ac;ts, commenc’d in burning Troy \ 
Am 1 not witch’d like her ? or thou not false 
like him ? 

Ah me ! I Can no more. Die, Margaret, lao 
For Henry weeps that thou dost live so long. 

Xoise within. Enter Warwick and Salis^ 
BURY. The Com mom press to the door. 

War, It is reported, mighty sovereign, 

That good Duke Humphrey traitorously is 
murder’d 

By Suffolk and the Cardinal Beaufort's nu'ans. 
The commons, like an angry hive of bees. 
That want their leader, scatter up and clown, 
And care not who they sting in his revenge. 
Myself have calm’d their spleenful mutiny. 
Until they hear the order of his death. 

K, Hen. That he is dead, good Warwick, 
’t is too true ; iso 

But how he died, God knows, not Henry. 
Enter his chamber, view his breathless coi-se. 
And com merit then upon his sudden death. 
War. That 1 shall do, my liege. — Stay, 
Salisbury, 

With the rude multitude, till I return. 

[Warwick yoes into an inner room, and 
Salisbury retires, 
K, Hen, O Thou that judgest all things, 
stay my thouglits ! 

My thoughts that labour to persuade my soul, 
Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey’s 
life. 

If my suspect be ftilse, forgive me, God, 

For judgment only doth belong to Thee. i40 
Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips 
With twenty thousand kisses, and to drain 
Upon his face an ocean of salt teal’s, 

To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk, 
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And with my fingers feel his liand unft^liiig ; 
But all ill vain are these mean olxsequies, 
And to survey his dead and earthy image, 
What were it but to make my sorrow 
gi-eater i 

Tlie (hors of an inner chamber tire throum 
open^ and Glosteu in iliscocered (b*ad in 
kis bed ; Warwick and othern standiny by 
it. 

War. Come hither, gracious sovereign, view 
this body. 

K, Hen. That is to sec^ how deep my grave 
is made ; 

For with Ids soul fle<l ull my worldly solace, 
For seeing him, T see my life in death. 

War. As surely as my soul intends to live 
With that (Insid King, that took our state 
upon Him 

To free us fnmi His Father s wrathful curse, 
I do believe that viohuit hands were laid 
Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke. 

ASVy! A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn 
tongue ! 

What instance gives Lord Warwick for his 
vow 1 

War. See, how the blood is settled in his 
face. m 

Oft have I seen a timely-paHed ghost, 

Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale, and bloodless, 
Being all descended to tlie labouring heart ; 
Who, in the conflict that it holds with death, 
Attracts the same for aidance ’gainst the 
enemy ; 

Which with the heart there cools, and ne’er 
returneth 

To blush and beautify the cheek again. 

But see, his face is black, and full of blood ; 
His eye-balls further out than when he liv’d. 
Staling full ghastly like a sttangled man : no 
His hair uprear’d, his nostrils stretch’d with 
struggling; 

His hands abroa<i display’d, as one that grasp’d 
And tugg’d for life, ami was by strength 
subdued. 

Look, on the sheets, his liair, you see, is 
sticking ; 

His well-proportion’d beard made rough and 
rugged, 

Like to the summer’s corn by tempest lodg’d. 
It cannot be but he was murder’d here ; 

The least of all these signs w(u*e probable. 

Su/. Why, Warwick, who should do the 
duke to death 1 

Myself and Beaufort had him in jirotection, 
And we, I hope, sir, are no murderei-s. 

War. But fxith of you were vow’d Duke 
Humphrey’s foes. 


And you, forsooth, had the good duke to keep; 
’T is like you would not feast him like a 
friend. 

And ’t is well seen he found an enemy. 

Q. Mar. Then you, belike, suspect these 
noblemen 

As guilty of Duke Humphrey’s timeless death. 

War. Who finds the heifer dead, and 
bleeding fresh, 

And sees fast by a butcher with an axe, 

But will suspect ’twas he that made the 
slaughter 1 iiw 

Who finds the partridge in the puttock’s nest. 
But may imagine how the bird was dead. 
Although the kite soar with unbloodied beak 1 
Even so suspicious is this tragedy. 

Q. Mar. you the butcher, Suffolk'! 

where ’s your knife I 

Is Beaufoi-t term’d a kite? where are his 
talons ? 

Siif. I w(uir no knife, to slaughter sleeping 
men ; 

But here ’s a vengeful sword, rusted with 
ease, 

That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart, 
That slanders me with murder’s crimson 
badge. — 

Say, if thou dai’’st, proud Lord of Warwick- 
shire, 

That 1 am faulty in Duke Humphrey’s death. 

[Uxennt (Utrdhml, Somerset, and others. 

War. What dares not Warwick, .if false 
Suffolk dare him ? 

Q. Mar. He dares not calm his contumelious 
spirit, 

Nor cease to be an arrogant controller, 
Though Suffolk dare him twenty thousand 
times. 

War. Madam, be still, with reverence may 
I say ; 

For every word you speak in his behalf 
Is slander to your royal dignity. 

Saf. Blunt- witted lord, ignoble in de- 
meanour, sw 

If ever lady wrong’d her loi*d so much, 

Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
Some stern untutor’d churl, and noble stock 
Was graft with crab-tree slip; whose fruit 
thou art. 

And never of the Nevils’ noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers 
thee, 

And I should rob the deathsiuan of his fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames, 
And that my sovereign’s presence makes me 
mild, 210 

I would, false murderous cowai’d, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech, 
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And say, it was thy mother that thou 
meant^st ; 

TJmt thou thyself wast boru in bastardy : 

An* I, after all this fearful homage done, 

(rive thee thy hire, and send thy soul to hell, 
Pci-nicious bloodsucker of sleeping men. 
tSu/, Thou shalt be waking while I .shed 
thy blood, 

If from this presence thou d; i ’st go with me. 
jra?\ Away even now, or I will drag thee 
hence. 

I Tn worthy though thou art, I *11 coi>e with 
, thee, •-'»> 

And do some service to Duke Humphrey *s 
ghost. 

[A'jceimt Suffolk ami Wahwicik. 
K, Uen. What sti*onger brea.stplate than a 
heart untainted 1 

Thidce is he arm’d that hath his quarrel just : 
And he but naked, though lock’d up in steel, 
Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted 

[.d yioine •witliiii. 
Q. Mar, What noise is this ? 

Jifi’enter Suffolk and Warwick, with tlmr 
weapom draimi, 

K, Hen, Why, bow now, loixls 1 your 
' " wrathful wea[K)us drawn 
Here in our presence ? dare you 1 m^ so bold ? — 
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we 
hero ‘i 

aV///! The traitorous Warwick, with the men 
of Bury, 2 10 

Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. 

Xohe a cr(m)d trithin. Re-enter 
Salisbury. 

•SVft/. [Speaking to those within.^ Sira, .stand | 
ajuirt ; the king .shall know your 
mind. — 

Dretul lord, the commons send you word by 
me, 

Unle.ss false Suffolk straight be done to death, 
Or banished fjiir England’s territories, 

They will by violence tear him from your 
palace, 

And torture him witli grievous lingering 
death. 

They say, by him the good Duke Humphrey 
<lied ; 

They bity, in him they fear your highness* 
death ; 

And mere instinct of love, and loyalty, 

Free from a stubborn opposite intent, 

As being thought to contradict your liking, 
Makes them tlius foi’waid in his banishment. 
They say, in care of your most royal person, 
That, if your highness should intend to sleep, 


And charge, that no man should disturb youi 
rest, * 

In pain of your dislike, or ])ain of death, 

Yet, notwithstanding such a strait edict, 
Were there a serpent with forked 

tongue, 

That slily glided towards your maj(‘sty, ::..f 
It wore but necessary, you were wak’d ; 

Lest, being suffer’d in that harmful .slumber, 
The mortal worm might make the sleep 
tei’iial 

And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 
That they will guard you, whe’r 3^011 will or no. 
From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is ; 
With whose envenomed and fatal sting, 

Vour loving uncle, twenty times his worth, 
They .say, is shamefully bereft of life. 

Coninions, [Within.^ An answer from the 
king, my Ijord of Sali.slairy ! r 

Snf. T is like, the commons, rude un 
j)oliBh*d hinds, 

I Couhl .send such message to their .sovereign > 

I But you, my lord, were glad to be employ’d, 
’Fo show how quaint an orator you are 
But all the honour Salisbury hath won. 

Is, that be was the lord ambassador. 

Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king. 

Coninions, [Within.^ An answer from the 
king, or we will all break in I 
K, JJen. (.b), Salisbury, and tell them all 
from me, 

I thank them for their tender loving care ; 
And had 1 not been cuUmI so by them, 

Yet did 1 purpose as they do entreat; 

For sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy 
Mischance unto my state by Suffolk’s means: 
And therefore, b}'^ His Majesty I .swear, 
Who.se far unworthy deputy I am, 
lie shall not breathe infection in this air 
But three days lodger, on the pain of death. 

Salisbury. 

Q, Mar. O Henry ! let mo plead for gentle 
Suffolk. 

K, Hen. Ungentle queen, to call him 
gentle Suffolk. 

No more, 1 .sa}' ; if thou dost plead for him, 
liiou wilt but add increase unto my wrath. 
Had I but said, 1 would have kept my word, 
But when I swear, it is in*evocable. — 

If after three days’ space thou here be’st found 
On any ground that I am ruler of, 

The world shall not be ransom for thy life, — 
Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go 
with me ; 

I have gj'cat mattera to impart to thee. 

[Fve^f ni Khig Henry, Warwick, <frc» 

Q, Mar, Mischance and soccow go ahmg 
with you 1 
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Heart’s discontent, and sonr affliction, 

Ber playfellows to keep you company ! 

There ’s two of you ; the devil make a third, 
And threefold vengeance tend upon you: 
steps ! 

Su f. Cease, gentle queen, th(?se execrations, 
Aiid let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 

Q, Mar, Fie, coward woman, and soft- 
hearted wretch ! 

Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemy ? 

Suf, A plague upon them ! wherefore 
should I curse them i 

Would cui'ses kill, as doth the mandrake’s 
groan, 

I would invent as bitter-searching terms, 

As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver’d strongly through my fixed teeth, 
Witli full ju? many signs of deadly hate, 

As lean-facM Envy in licr loathsome cave. 

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest 
words ; ♦ 

Mine eyes should sparkle like tlie beaten flint ; 
My hail* be fix’d on end, as one distnict ; 

Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban 
And even now my burden’d heart would 
break, 

Should I not cui*se them. Poison he their 
drink ! 

Gall, woi*se than gall, the daintiest that they 
taste ! 

’I'heir sweetest shade a gi*ove of cypress trees ! 
’fheir chiefest prosj)ect murdering basilisks ! 
Their softest touch as smaH as lizards’ stings ! 
Their music frightful as the serpent’s hiss, 
And boding screech-owls make the concert 
full ! 

All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell — 

Q, Mar, Enough, sweet Suffolk ; thou tor- 
ment’st thyself; 

And these dread curses, like the sun ’gainst 
glass, :sn) 

Or like an overcharged gun, recoil, 

And turn the force of tliem upon thyself. 

You bade me ban, and will you bid 
me leave ] 

Now, by the ground that I am banish’d from. 
Well could I curse away a winter’s night, 
Though standing naked on a inounbiin top. 
Where biting cold would never let grass grow, 
And think it but a minute si)ent in sport 
Q, Mar, O ! let me entreat thee, cease. 
Give me thy hand. 

That I may dew it with my mournful teais ; 
Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place, .^i 
To wash away my woful monuments. 

O ! could this kiss be printed in thy hand. 
That thou mightst think u})on these by the 
seal, 


Through whom a thousand sighs are breath’d 
for thee. 

So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief ; 
’T is but surmis’d whilst thou ai*t standing by, 
As one that surfeits, thinking on a want. 

1 will repeal thee, or, be well assur'd, 
Adventure to be banished myself ; .%>• 

And banished I am, if but from thee. 

Go, speak not to me; even now be gone. — 

0 ! go not yet. — Even thus two friends con- 

demn’d 

Embmeo, and kiss, and take ten thousand 
leaves, 

Loather a hundred times to part than die. 

Yet now farewell ; and farewell life with 
thee ! 

>V/y! Th^s is i)oor Suffolk ten times 
banished. 

Once by thf‘ king, and three times thrice by 
thee. 

’T is not the land I care for, wert thou thence ; 
A wilderness is populous enough, .w» 

So Suflblk liad thy heavenly comj)any : 

For where thou art, there is the world itself, 
With every several pleasure in the world, 
And where thou art not. desolatioiL 

1 can no mom — Live thou to joy thy life ; 
Myself no joy in nought, but that thou liv'st 

E'nter Vaux. 

Q, Mar, Whither goes Vaux so fast? what 
news, pr’ythee ? 

Vanx, To signify unto his majesty, 

That Gardinal Beaufort is at point of death ; 
For sutldenly a grievous sickness took him, S7a 
That makes him gasp, and stare; and catch 
the air, 

Blaspheming God, and cui-sing men on earth. 
Sometime he talks as if Duke Humphrey’s 
ghost 

Were by liis side ; sometime lie calls the king. 
And whispers to his pillow, as to him, 

The secrets of his overchaiged soul : 

And I am sent to tell his majesty. 

That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Q, Mar, Go, tell this heavy message to the 
king. [Exit Vaux. 

Ah me ! what is this world ? what news are 
these ? .’WO 

But wherefore grieve I at an hour’s |X)or loss, 
Omitting Suffolk’s exile, my soul’s treasure ? 
Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 

And with tlie southern clouds contend in 
tears ? 

Tiieire for the earth’s increase, mine for my 
sorrows. 

^ow, get thee hence : the king, thou know’st, 
is coming ; 
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If thou be found by me, tiiou art ])ut dead. 

Si^. If I depart from thee, I cannot live ; 
And in thy siglit to die, what were it else, 
But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap ? m»o 
H ere could I breatlie my soul into the air, 

As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe, 

Dying with mothei ’s dug between its lips ; 
Where, from thy sight, i should bo raging mad, 
And cry out for thee to close uj) mine eyt‘s, 
To have thee with thy lips tostoj) my mouth : 
So sliouldst thou either turn my Hying soul. 
Or I should breathe it so into thy body, 

And then it liv’d in sweet Elysium. 

To die by thee, were hut to die in jest ; 

From thee to die, were torture more than 
death. 

0 ! let me stay, befall what may befall. 

Q» Mar. Away ! though ]>arting be a fretful 
corsive. 

It is applied to a deathful wound. 

To France., sweet Suffolk : let me hear from 
thee ; 

For wheresoe’er thou art in this world’s globe, 

1 ’ll have an Iris that shall find thee out. 

Suj: I go. 

Q, Mar, And Uike my ln*iu*t with thee. 
A jewel, lock’d into tin* wofull’st cask 
That ever did contain a tiling of worth. m 
Even as a sjditted bark, so sunder we : 

Tliis way fall I to death. 

(J, Mar. This way for me. 

[ A\c('(t/U severaN t/. 


8cene in.— London. (Airdinal Beaufort’s 
Bedchamher. 

Kilter Kimj Henry, Salisbury, Warwick, 
and others. The Cardinal in bed; AtietuC 
ants with him. 

K. Hen. How fares my lord ? .speak, Beau- 
fort, to thy sovereign. 

Car. If thou lie’st death, I ’ll give thee 
England’s treasure. 


Enough to purchase! such another island, 

So thou wilt let me livii, and feel no pain. 

7t. lien. Ah, what a sign it is of ovil life, 
Where death’s approach is seen so terrible ! 

War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign s][)eakB 
to thee. 

Car. Bring me unto my trial when yon will. 
Died lie not in his bed ] when e should he 
die 1 

Can I make men live, whe’r they will or 
no f — i‘> 

0 ! torture me no more, I will confess. — 
Alive again ? then show me where ]w. is : 

1 ’ll give a thousand pound to look upon 

him. — 

He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded 
them. — 

Com!) down his hair : look ! look ! it stands 
upright. 

Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul. — 
Give m<‘ some drink ; and bid the aj)othecary 
Bring the strong ])oison that I bought of liim. 

K. Hen. O Thou eternal Mover of the 
heavens, 

Look with a gentle eye upon this wrctcdi ! w 
O ! Ijeat away the busy meddling fiend, 

That lays strong siege unto this wretch’s soul, 
And from his bosom pui'ge this black despair. 

War. See, liow the pangs of death (.lomake 
him grin. 

aSoI. J)isturb him not, let him pass peace- 
ably. 

li. Hen. Peace to his soul, if God’s good 
pleasure be. 

Lord cardinal, if thou tliiiik’st on heaven’s 
bliss. 

Hold up Ihy hand, make signal of thy hope. — 
He dies, and makes no sign. O God, forgive 
him 

War. So bad a death argues a monstrous 
life. 

K. Hen. Forbear to judge, for we are 
sinners all. — 

Close up liis eyes, and draw the curtain close, 
And let us all to meditation. [Kxennt. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Kent. The Sea-shore near Dover. | Is crept into the bosom of the sea, 

. And now loud-howling wolves ai-ouse the 

liring hmrd at^ sea. imn enter from a, | jades 

hunt, a Capfuin, a MmUir, a Master’s Mntr,, | ^ . ,j,elaiioholy niglit ; 

Walter Whitmore, a ml others ; with ' theii* drowsy, slow, and flagging 

them Suffolk, disgiiised, a^nl other GeiUle- j wings 

prison-ers. Clip dead men’s gi’aves, aiid from their misty 

Cap. The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful j jaws 

day ~ 


Breathe foul contagious darkness in the air. 
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Theixiforo, bring forth the soldiers of o\\v 
])rize ; 

For, whilst our pinnace ancliois in the Downs, 
Here shall they make their ransom on the 
sand, 10 

Or with their blood stain this discolour'd 
shore. — 

Master, this prisoner freely give I tliee ; — 
And thou that art his mate, make boot of 
this ; — 

The other [poiniint/ to Suffolk], Walter 
Whitmore, is thy share. 

1 Gent. What is my ransom, master i let 
me know. 

Mast. A thousiind crowns, or else lay down 
your head. 

Mate. And so much shall you give, or off 
goes yours. 

Cap, What ! think you much to pay two 
thousand crowns, 

And beai' the name and port of gentlemen ? 
Out both the villains’ throats ! — for die yon 
shall : w 

TJio lives of those which we have lost in fight. 
Be counter]>ois’d with such a petty sum ! 

1 Ge^it. I 'll give it, sir ; and therefore 

spare my life. 

2 Gent. And so will I, and write homo for 

,, it straight. 

Whit I lost mine eye in laying the prize 
aboard, 

\lh Suffolk] And, therefore, to revenge it 
shalt thou die ; 

And so should these, if I might have my will 

Cap. Bo not so rash : take ransom; let him 
live. 

Suf. Look on my George : I am a gentle- 
man. 

Rato me at what thou wilt, thou shalt be 
paid. 80 

Whit. And so am I ; my name is Walter 
Whitmore. 

How now? why start’st thou? what! doth 
death affright ? 

Suf, Thy name affrights me, in whose sound 
is death. 

A cunning man did calculate my birth, 

And told me that by Water T should die : 

Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded; 
Thy name is Gaultier^ being rightly soundetl 

Whit. Gaidtier^ or Walter, which it is, I 
care not ; 

Never yet did base dishonour blur our name, 
But with our sword we wip’d away the blot : 
Thei'efore, when merchant-like I sell i-e- 
vonge, 41 

Broke be my swoixi,* uiy arms torn and de- 
fac'd, 


And I proclaim’d a coward through the 
world 1 [Lays hold on Suffolk. 

Suf, Stay, Whitmore; for thy prisoner is 
a prince, 

The Duke of Suffolk, William^le la Poole. 

Whit. The Duke of Suffolk muffled up in 
rags 

Suf. Ay, but these rags are no part of the 
duke : 

[Jove sometime went disguis'd, and why not 
I?] 

Cap. But Jove w'as never slain, as thou 

shalt be. ' 

Suf. Obscure and lowly swain, King 

Henry’s blood, w 

The honourable blooil of Lancaster, 

Must not btf*shed by such a jaded groom. 
Hast thou not kiss’d thy hand, and held my 
stirrup ? 

Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule. 
And thought thee happy when 1 shook my 
head ? 

How often hast thou waited at my cup, 

Fed from my trencher, kneel’d down at the 
board, 

When 1 have feasted with Queen Margaret ? 
Remember it, and let it make thee (jrest- 
fall’n ; 

Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride. « 
How in our voiding lobby hast thou stood. 
And duly waited for my coming foHh ? 

This liand of mine hath wiit in thy behalf. 
And therefore shall it charm thy riotous 
tongue. 

Whit. Speak, captain, shall I stab the for- 
lorn swain ? 

Cap. Fu'st let my words stal) him, as he 
hath me. 

Snf. Base slave, thy woixis are blunt, and 
so art thou. 

Cap. . Convey him hence, and on our long- 

H boat's side 
Strike off his head. 

Suf. Thou dar'st not for thy own. 

Ca}). [Yes, Poole, 

Suf Pooled 

Cap. Poole ? Sir Poole ? lord ? 

Ay, kennel, puddle, sink ; whose filth and 
dirt 71 

Troubles the silver spring where England 
drinks. 

Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth, 
For swallowing the treasure of the realm : 
Thy lips, that kiss'd the queen, shall sweep 
the ground ; 

And thou, that smil'dst at good Duke Hum- 
phrey's death, 

Against the senseless winds shalt grin in vain, 
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Who in contempt shall hiss at theo again : 
And wedded be thou to the hags of hell, 

For daring to affy a mighty lord hd 

Unto the daughter of a worthless king, 
Having neithqr subject, wealth, nor duwlem. 
By devilish policy art thou grown great, 

And, like ambitious Sylla, overgorg’d 
With gobbets of thy mother’s bleeding heart. 
By thee Anjou and Maine were sohl to 
France ; 

The false revolting Normans thorough thee 
Disdain to call us lord ; and Picardy 
Hath slain their governors, surpns’d our 
forts, 

And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home. 
The })rincely Warwick, and the Ncvils all, 
VV^hoso dreadful swords were never drawn in 
vain, 

As hating thee, are rising up in arms : 

And now the house of York — thrust from 
the crown. 

By shameful murder of a guiltless king. 

And lofty proud enci'oaching tyranny — 
Burns with revenging lire ; whose ho[)eful 
colours 

Advance our half-fav’d sun, striving to shine, 
Under the which is writ — fnintis nubihm, 
'fhe commons, here in Kent, are up in arms ; 
And, to conclude, reproach and beggary loi 
Is crept into the palac<3 of our king. 

And all by thee. — Away ! — Convey him 
iieiice. 

Snf, O, that I were a god, to shoot forth 
thunder 

Upon these ])altry, servile, abject dnulges ! 
♦Small thiiigs make base men proud : this 
villain here, 

Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more 
Than Bargulus the sti*ong Illyrian pirate. 
Drones suck not eagles’ blood, but rob bee- 
hives. 

It is impossible, that I should die 
By such a lowly vassal as thyself. 

Thy words move rage, and not remorse, in me : 
I go of message from the queen to France ; 

I charge thee, waft me safely cross the 
Channel. 

Cap. Walter! — 

WhU. Come, Suffolk ; I must waft thee to 
thy ‘death. 

Gelidus tivwr occiqmt artus : — it is 
thee I fear, 

Whit Thou shalt have cause to fear, before 
I leave thee. 

What ! are ye daunted now ] now will ye 
stoop] 

1 Gent. My gi’acious lord, entreat him, 
speak him fair. 


, Snf. Suffolk’s imperial tongue is stern and 
rough, 

Us’d to command, untaught to plead for 
favour. 

Far be it we should honcair such jis these * 
With humble suit : no, rather let my head 
Stoop to the block than these knees bow to 
any, 

Save to the God of heaven, and to my king : 
Ami sooner dance upon a bloody pole, 

Than stand uncover’d to the vulgar groom. 
True nobility is exempt from fear : 

More can I bear, than you dare executes. i:w 
(Uij), Hale him away, and let him bilk no 
inoi'e. 

Suf.' Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye 
can, 

That tins my death may never be forgot. — 

, Great men oft die by vile Bezonians. 

, A Roman sworder and banditto slave 
i Murder’d sweet Tully ; Brutus’ bastard hand 
I Stabb’d Julius Ciesar ; savage islanders 
j Pompey the Great; and Suffolk dies by pirates. 
\^hAcit Suffolk, with Whitmore and others, 
(jap. And as for these wliose ransom we 
liave set, 

It is our pleasure one of them depart : un 

Therefore, come you with us, and let him go. 
[Exeunt all but the First (Jentlmnan. 

Re-enter Whitmore, with Suffolk’s body, 

Whit. There let his head and lifeless body 
lie, 

Until the queen, his mistress, bury it. [^Exit. 

1 Gent. () barbarous and bloody sjDectacle I 
His body will T bear unto the king : 

Jf he revenge it not, yet will his friends ; 

So will the queen, that living held him dear. 

[Eodty loUh the body. 


Scene IT. — Blackheath. 

Ent^r George Bkvis and John Holland. 

Geo. Come, and get thee a sword, though 
made of a lath : they have been up these two 
days. 

John, They liave the more need to sleep 
now then. 

Geo, I tell thee, Jack Cade the clothier 
means to dress the commonwealth, and turn 
it, and set a new nap upon it. 

John, So he had need, for ’t is threadbare. 
Well, I say, it was never merry world in 
England, since gentlemen came up. 

Geo. O miserable ago 1 Virtue is not re- 
garded in handici’aftsmen. u 
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John. The nobility think scorn to go ji 
leiither aprons. 

Geo. Nay, more ; the king’s council are no 
good workmen. 

John. True; and yet it is said. Labour ir 
thy vocation : which is as much to say as, — 
let tlie magistrates bo labouring men ; am 
therefore should we be magistrates. 

Geo. Thou hjist hit it ; for there ’.s no better 
sign of a l^rave mind than a hard liand. 

John. I see them ! I se(^ them ! There \ 
Best’s son, the tanner of VVingham, — 

Geo. He shall have the skins of our enemies 
to make dog’s- leather of. 

John. And Dick the butcher, — 

Geo. Then is sin struck down like, an ox, 
and iniquity’s throat cut like a calf. 

John. And Smith the weaver, — 

Geo, A rtfo. their thn^ad of life is spun. 
John,. Come, come; let’s fall in with them. 

Drum. Enter Cade, Dick the Butcher, 
Smith the Weaver, and others in (freat 
number. 

Cade. We John Cade, so termed of our 
supposed father, — 

Dick. [ Or rather, of .stealing a cade 

of lierrings. 

Cade. For our enemies shall fall before us, 
inspired with the spirit of putting down kings 
ami princes, — Command silence. 

Dick. Silence ! 

Cade. My father was a Mortimer, — 40 

Dick, ^jinide.^ He was an honest man, and 
a gO(xl bricklayer. 

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet, — 

Dick. \^Aside.'\ 1 knew her well ; she was a 
midwife. 

Cade. My wife descended of the Lacies, — 
Dick, [dsh/c.] She was, indeed, a pedlar’s 
daughter, and sold many laces. 

Eolith, But, now of late, not able 

to travel with her furred pack, she washes 
bucks here at home. 

Cade, Therefore am I of an honourable 
house. 60 

Dick. \Aside.^ Ay, by niy faith, the field is 
honourable, and there was lie born, under a 
hedge ; for his father had never a house, but 
the cage. 

Cade. Valiant I am. 

Smith. [Aside.^ ’A must needs, for beggaiy 
is valiant. 

Cade. I am able to endure mucli. 

Dick. [Aside."] No question of that, for I 
have seen him whipped three market-days 
together. 

Cade. I fear neither sv'^ord nor fire. e»> 


Smith. [Aside.] He need not fear the sword, 
for his coat is of proof. 

Dick, [Aside.] But, methinks, he sliould 
stand in fear of fire, being burnt i’ the hand 
for stealing of .sheej). 

Cade. Be In-ave then ; for your captain is 
bmve, and vows reformation. There shall be 
in England seven halfpenny loaves sold for a 
penny ; the three-hooped pot shall have ten 
hoo})s : and I will make it felony to drink 
small beer. All the realm .shall be in 
common, and in Cheapside shall my palfrey 
go to gi’HSS. And, when I am king (as king 
1 will be),~ ' 71* 

AU. God save your majesty ! 

Cade. I thank you, good people : — there 
.shall be no i|ioney ; all .shall oat and drink on 
my score ; and I will ap])arel them all in oin* 
lively, that they may agree like brothers, and 
worship me their loi*d. 

Dud'. The first thing we do, let ’s kill all 
I the lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not 
I tliis a lamentable thing, that of the .skin of 
an innocent lamb should be made parchment I 
that parchment, being scinbbhHl o’er, should 
undo a man ? Some sjiy,* the bee stings ; but 
I say, ’t is the bee’s wax, for I did but* soal 
once to a thing, and [ was never mine own 
man since. How now 1 who ’s there 1 

Enter some, b)dnglng in the. Clerk of 
Chatham. 

Sm/ith. The clerk of Chatham : he can 
write and read, and cast accompt. 

Cade. O monstrous ! , 

Smith. We took him setting of boys’ 
copies. 

Cade. Here ’s a villain ! 

Smith. H’ as a book in his jx^cket, with red 
letters in ’t. 

Cade. Nay, then be is a conjurer. 

Dick. Nay, he can make obligations, and 
write court-hand. 

Cade.^ I am sony for ’t : the man is a 
iroper man, of mine honour ; unless I find 
lim guilty, lie .shall not die. — Come hither, 
sirrah, I mu.st examine thee. What is thy 
name 1 nw 

Clerk. Emmanuel. 

Dick. They use to write it on the top of 
letters. — ’T will go liard with you. 

Cade. Let me alone. — iJost thou u.se to 
write thy name, or hast thou a mark to thy- 
nelf, like an honest plain-dealing man ? 

Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have been 
so well brought up, that I can write my 
name. 


m 
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AIL He hath confessed : away with him ! 
he a villain and a traitor. no 

Cade, Away with liim, I say : hang him 
with his pen and ink-horn about his neck. 

\ExGumi soiH'ft with tlw Clerk, 

Enter Michael. 

Mirk. Where ’s onr general ? 

Ca.(.h. Here I am, thou pai' cidar fellow. 
Mich. Fly, fly, fly ! Sir Hiiinphrcy 
Stafibrd and his brother are hard by, with 
the king’s forces. 

Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or I ’ll fell 
thee down. He shall 1 m^ encountered with a 
man as good as himself : he is but a knight, 
IS ’a? 

Mich, No. i*jo 

Cade. To equal him, I will make myself a 
knight presently. ] — Rise up Sir 

John Mortimer. Now have at him. 

Eater Sir Humphrey Staffoud, and I 
William his Brother., with dram and ■ 
Forces. 

SU\f, R(J)(Jlious hinds, the filth and scum 
of Kent, 

Mark’d for the gallows, lay your w(»apons 
down : 

Home to your cottagers, forsake this groom. 

The king is merciful, if you revolt. 

W, Stnf. But angry, wrathful, and inclin’d 
to blood. 

If you go forward : therefore yield, or die. 
Cade, As for these silken-coated slaves, I 
pass not : i»i 

It is to you,, good peojile, that I speak, 

O’ei* whom in time to come I hope to reign ; 
For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

Staf. Villain ! thy father was a plasterer ; 
And thou thyself a shearman, art thou 
not 1 

Cade., And Adam W{^s a gardener. 
ir. Staf. And what of that ? 

Cade, Marry, this : — .Edmund Mortimer, 
Earl of March, 

I\Tarriod the Duke of Clarence’ daughter, did 
he not ? 

Staf, Ay, sir. 

Ccule. By her he had two children at one 
birth. 

W, Staf, That ’s false. 

Cade, Ay, there ’s the question ; but I say, 

’t is true. 

The elder of them, being put to nurse, 

Was by a beggar-woman stol’n away ; 

And, ignorant of his birth and parentage, 
Became a bricklayer when he came to age. 

His son am I : deny it, if you can. 


! Dick, Nay, ’t is too true ; therefore, he 
sjiall be king. im 

Smith. Sir, he made a chimney in my 
father’s house, and the bricks are alive at 
tins day to testify it : therefore, deny it 
I not. 

Staf. And will you credit tliis base drudge’s 
words, 

That speaks he knows not what 1 

All. Ay, marry, will we ; ‘tliei-efore got ye 
gone. 

W, Staf, Jack Cade, the Duke of York 
hath taught you this. 

Cade. \jiside.^ He lies,* for I invented it 
myself. — (ro to, sirrah : tell the king from 
me, that for his father’s sake, Henry tlu^ 
Fifth, in whose time boys went to span- 
counter for Frtaich crowns, I am content he 
shall i*eign ; but I ’ll be protector over 
him. 

Dick. And, furthermore, wo ’ll have the 
Lord {^y’s head, for selling the dukedom of 
Maine. 

Cade, And goo<l reason ; for thereby i« 
England mained, and fain to go with a stall' 
but that my puissa-nce holds it up. Fellow 
kings, I tell you that that Lord Say hath 
gelded the commonwealth, and made it an 
eunuch ; and more than that, he can si)eak 
French, and therefore he is a traitor. i?'* 

Staf, O gross and miserable ignorance ! 
Cade. Nay, answer, if you can : the 
Prenchmeii are our enemies; go to then, I 
ask but this : c^in he that sjxjaks with the 
tongue of an enemy be a good counsellor, or 
no 

All. No, no ; and therefore we ’ll hUve his 
head. 

W, Staf. Well, seeing gentle words will 
not j)revail, 

Assail them with the army of the king. 

Staf. Herald, away ; and, throughout every 
town, 

Proclaim them traitors that are up with 
Cade ; 

That those which fly before the battle ends. 
May, even in their wives’ and children’s 
sight. 

Be bang’d up for example at their dooi*s.~ - 
And you, that be the king’s friends, follow 
me. 

[Exe^iiit the two Staffords ami Forces. 
Cade. And you, that love the commons, 
follow me.— 

Now show youi'selves men : ’t is for liberty. 
We w’ill not leave one lord, one gentleman ; 
Spare none but such as go in clouted shoon, 
For they are thrifty honest men, and such 
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As would (but that they dare not) take oi^r 
parts. i,- 

Dick, They are all in order, miuI marcl 
towanl us. 

Cac/e. But then are we in order, when we 
are most out of order. Come : march 
forward ! 


Scene III. — Another Part of Blackheath. 

Alanmis. The und jujhty 

(tiul both the. Staffoiids ore shnu. 

Cade, Where \s Dick, the })utcJicr of Ash- 
ford? 

Dick, Here, si)-. 

Cade, They fell before thee like sheep and 
oxen, and thou behavedst thyself as if thou 
hadst heen in thine own slaughter-house : 
therefore thus will T rewai-d thee, — the Lent 
shall be as long again a.s it is ; and thou 
shalt liave a license to kill for a hundred 
hacking one. 

Du^k, I desii*e no more. 

Cade, And, to speak truth, thou descrvest 
no less. This .monument of the victory will 
I bear ; and the bodies shall be dragged at 
iny horse^ heels, till J do come to London, 
where we will have the mayor's sword borne 
before ua 

Dick, If we mean to thrive and do good, 
break oi)en the gaols, and let out the 
prisoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, T warrant thee. 
Come ; let's march towai-ds London. [^Exeaut. 


Scene IV. — Ixnidon. A Room in the 
Palace. 

JSnter Kbig Henry, reading a mpplicatUyn ; 
ihx Duke of Buckingham, and Lord Say, 
with him : at a distance, Qaejin Margaret, 
mom'nijuj over Suffolk’s head. 

Q, Mar, Oft have I heard that grief 
softens the mind, 

And makes it fearful and degenerate ; 

Think therefoi*e on revenge, and cease to 
weep. 

But who can cease to wee]>, and look on 
this? 

Here may his head lie on my throbbing 
breast ; 

But where 's the body that I should embrace ? 

Buck, What answer makes your grace to 

the rebels* supplication ? 


K, Hen, I '11 send some holy bishop to 
entreat ; 

For God forbid, so many simple souls 
Should j)erish by the sword I And I myself, 
Rather than bloody war shall cut them short, 
Will parley with Jack Cade, their general. — 
But stay, I '11 read it over once again. 

Q, Mar. Ah, barbarous villains ! hath this 
lovely face 

Rul'd like a wandering })lanet over me, 

And could it not enforce them to relent, 

Tliat were unwortliy to behold the same ? 

K. Hen. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn 
to have thy ht^ad. 

Say. Ay, but 1 hope, your highness shall 
have his. -c 

K, Hen. 1/ow now, madam ? 

Still lamenting, and mourning for Suflolk’s 
death ? 

I fear me, love, if that I had been dead, 

Thou wonkiest not have mourn’d so much for 
me. 

Q. Mar. No, my love ; I should not mourn, 
but die for thee. 

E')iter a Messenger. 

K, Hen. How now ! what news 1 why 
corn’st thou in such haste ? ‘ “ 

Mess. The rebels are in Southwark. Fly, 
my lord ! 

Jjick Ciide proclaims himself Lord Mortimer, 
Descended from the Duke of Clarence' house, 
And calls your grace usurj)er openly, 

And vows to crown himself in Westminster. 
His army is a ragged multitude 
Gf hinds and peasants, i-udo and max-ciless : 
Hir Humphrey Stafford and his bi-other’s 
(hmth 

Hath given them heart and courage to pro- 
ceed. 

(fill scholars, lawyers, courtiei’S, gentlemen. 
They call false caterpillars, and intend their 
death, 

K. Hen. O graceless men ! they know not 
what they do. 

Buck. My gi-acious lord, retire to Killing-’ 
worth. 

Until a power be i*ais’d to put them down, 

Q. Mar. Ah 1 were the Duke of Suffolk 
now alive, 

These Kentish rebels would be soon appeas’d. 

K. Hen. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee, 
Therefore away with us to Knlingworth. 

Say. So might your grace's person be in 
danger. 

The sight of me is odious in their eyes ; 

And therefore in this city will I stay, 

And live alone as secret as 1 may. 
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Enter anotJier Messenyer. 

2 Jfesst, Jack Cade hath gotten liondon 
Bridge ; 

The citizens fly and forsake their lionses ; .v* 

The rascal people, thirsting aftei' prey. 

Join with the traitor; and tJioy jointly 
swear, 

To spoil the city, and your roval court. 

Buck. Then linger not, niy loi*d : away, 
take horse. 

K, lieu. Come, Margaret : God, our hope, 
will succour us. 

Q. Mar. My hope is gone, now Suflblk is I 
deceas’d. 

K. Hen. [To Lord Say.] Farewell, my 
lord : trust not the Kentish rebels. 

Buck. Trust nobody, for fear you l>e 
betray’d. 

Bay. The trust I have is in mine innocence, 
And therefore am I bold and resolute. 

[K.rct(td. 


Scene V. — The Same. The 'Tower. 

Enter Lord Scales, and others^ icalklmj on 
the walls. Then enter certain 
below. 

Scales. How now ! is Jack Cade slain ? 

I Cit. No, my lord, nor likely to be slain ; 
for they have won the bridge, killing all those 
that withstand them. The lord mayor craves 
aid of your honour from the Tower, to defend 
the city from the rebels. 

Scales. Silch aid as I can spare, you shall 
command ; 

But I am troubled here with them myself : 
The rebels have essayM to win the Tower. 

But get you to Smithfield, and gather head, 
And thither I will send you Matthew 
Gough. i'» 

Fight for your king, your country, and your 
lives ; 

And so farewell, for I must hence again. 

[Exemd. 


Innceforward, it shall ])o treason for any that 
c|,ills me other than Lord Mortimer. 

Enter a Soldier, rnnainy. 

Sold. Jack Cad(^ ! Jack C;id(‘ ! 

Cmle. Knock him down thei e. 

[Thry kill him. 

Smith. If this fellow bo wise, In* ’ll never 
call you Jack Cade more : I think, lu^ hath a 
very fair warning. 

Dick. My lord, tliere’s an army gathered 
together in Smithfield. 12 

Cade. Come then, let’s go fight with tliem. 
But fii'st, go and set London Bridge on fire, 

and, if you can, burn down the Tower too. 

Come, let ’s away. [Exeunt. 


Scene VII. — The Same. Smithfield. 

Abiriim. Enter, on one side. Cade ami his 
Company ; on tJw other, the Citizens, ami 
the King's Forces, headed by Matthew 
Gou(jh. They fiyhl ; the Citizens are 
routed, and Maithkw Goucjh is slain. 

Cade. So, sirs. — Now go some and, pull 
I down the Savoy ; others to the inns of coui't : 
down with them all. 

Dick. I have a suit unto your lordship. 
Cade. Be it a lordsliip, thou shalt have it 
for that word. 

Dick. Only, that the laws of England may 
come out of your mouth. 

John. [Aside..^ Mass, ^twill be sore law 
then ; for he was thrust in the mouth with a 
spear, and ’t is not whole yet. ] 1 

Smith. [Aside.'] Nay, John, it will be stiiik- 
j ing law; for his breath stinks with eating 
toasted cheese. 

Cade. I have thought upon it ; it shall be 
so. Away ! bum all the records of the realm ; 
my mouth shall be the parliament of England. 

John. [Aside.] Then we are like to liave 
biting statutes, unless his teeth be pulled out. 

Cade. And henceforward all things shall 
be in common. 


Scene VI. — The Same. Cannon Street. 

Enter Jack Cade a'lid his Followers. He 
strikes his staff on Lomlon Stone. 

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. 
And here, sitting upon London Stone, I 
charge and command, that, of the city^s cost, 
the pissing-conduit run nothing but claret 
wine this firat year of our reign. And now, 


Enter a Me^senxjer. 

Mess, My loixl, a prize, a prize ! here ’s the 
Lord Say, which sold the towns in France ; 
he that made us pay one-and-twenty fifteens, 
and one shilling to the pound, the last subi^idy. 

Enter Geqroe Bevis, with the Lord Say. 

Cade. Well, ho shall be beheaded for it ten 
times. — Ah, thou say, thou serge, nay, thou 
buckram lord ! now art tboxi within point- 
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blank of our jurisdiction regal. Wliat caiirt 
thou answer to iiiy majesty, for giving up of 
Normandy unto Mojisieur Jlasitnceu, the 
dauphin of France ? Be it known unto tlit'o 
by these ]iresence, even the ])res(‘iic(i of l^ord 
Mortimer, that I am the besom that must 
8we(^]) the court clean of such tilth as thou art. 
Thou liast most traitorously corru]>t(id the 
youth of the n^alm in erecting a grammar- 
school : and whereas, before, our forefathers 
had no other books but the score and the 
tally, thou liast caused ])rinting to be used ; 
and, contrary to the king, his crown, and 
dignity, thou liast built a paper-mill. It will 
be ])rovc.*<l to thy face, that thou hast men 
about thee, that usually talk of a noun, and a 
verb, and such abominable words, as no (Hiris- 
tian ear can endure to hear. Thou hast ap- 
pointed justices of ))eace, to call poor men 
before them about matters they were not able 
to answer. Moreover, thou hast put them in 
prison ; and because th(»y could not read, thou 
hast hange^d them ; wlien, indeed, only for 
that cause tliey have been most worthy to 
live. Thou dost ride in a f<.K)t-cloth, dost 
thou not? 

<SV///. What of that ? 

Citde. Marry, thou oughtest not to let thy 
horse wear a cloak, when hoiiester men than 
thou go in their hose and doublets. w 

Dick. And work in their shirt too ; as my- 
self, for example, that am a butcher. 

Snj/, You men of Kent, — 

Dick. What say you of Kent ? 

iSVf//. Nothing but this : ’t is Imui terrn^ 
‘inaixi (jciis. 

Cade. Away with him ! away with liim ! 
he speaks Latin. 

Say. Here me but s]ieak, and bear me 
where you will. «» 

Kent, ill the ( Vjiiimentaries Oiesar writ, 

Is term’d the civil’st jilacc of all this isle : 
Hweet is the country, because full of riches ; 
The peophi liberal, valiant, active, wealthy ; 
Which makes me hope you are not void of 
pity. 

I sold not Maine, I lost not Nonn.andy ; 

Yet, to recover them, would lose my life. 

J ustice with favour have I always done ; 
Prayers and teare liave mov’d me, gifts could 
never. 

When have I aught exacted at your hands, ro 
But to maintain the king, the realm, and you ? 
Large gifts liave I bestow’d on leai ned clerks, 
Becayse my book preferr’d me to the king. 
And seeing ignorance is the curse of God, 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to 
heaven. 


IJnJtV'S you lx; possess’d with devilish spirits, 
You cannot but forbear to murder me. 

Tliis tongue bath parley’d unto foreign kings 
For your behoof, - 

Cade, ’flit ! when struck’ st thou one blow 
in the field ? 

Say. Great men liave i*eaching hands : oft 
liave T struck 

Those that I never saw, and struck them 
dead. 

f/co. O inonsti'ous coward I what, to come 
behind folks ? 

Say. These cheeks arc pale for wrtchiiig 
for your good. 

Cade, Give him a box o’ the ear, and that 
will make ’em red again. 

Say. Longf’ sitting, to determine poor men’s 
censes, 

Hath made me full of sickness and disf'ases.'.hi 
Cade. Ve shall liave a hempon caudle then, 
and the help of liatidiet. 

Diek. Why dost thou quiver, man ? 

Say. Tb(^ p^dsy, and not fear, provokes me. 
Cade. Nay, Ik; nods at us ; as wlio sliould 
say, I ’ll be even with you. I ’ll see if bis 
head will stand st(;adier ,on a pole, or no. 
Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me, wherein hav(‘ I oflendtHl 
most ? 

Have 1 aflected wealth, or honour ? speak. i'x> 
Are my chests fill’d up with extorted gold ? 

Is my apparel suni)>tuous to behold ? / 

Whom have I injur’d, that yc seek my dejith ? 
The.se hands an; free from guiltless blood- 
shedding, 

This br(nx.st from harbouring foVd deceitful 
tlioii gilts. 

O, let me live I 

Cade. T feel remorse in myself with his 
words ; but 1 ’ll bridle it : he shall die, an it 
be but for jileading so well for his life. Away 
with him ! he has a familiar under his tongue: 
he speaks not o’ God’s name. Go, take him 
away, I say, and strike off his head pTOsently ; 
and tlieii break into liis soii-in-law’s house, Sir 
Jam(;s Cromer, and strike off his head, and 
bring them both upon two poles hither. lu 
A U. It shall be done. 

Say. Ah, countrymen ! if when you make 
your pi’ayers, 

God should be so ob<lurate as yourselves, 

How would it fare with youf departed souls ? 
And therefore yet relent, and save my life. 

Cade, Away with him, and do as I com- 
mand ye. rjD 

[Exeunt some, with Lord Say. 
The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear 
a head on his shoulders, luiless he pay me 
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tribute : there shall not a maid be married, 
but she sliall pay to me her maidenliead, ere 
they have it. Men shall hold of me in capite; 
and we charge and command, that their wives 
be as free as heart can wish, or tongue can tell. 

Dick. My lord, when shall we go to Cheaj>- 
side, and take uj) commodities upon our bills? 

Cade. Many, pi'esently. 

All. O, brave! 

Re-enter Rebels, tvith the heads of Lord, 8av 
and his So7h-in^ln w, 

Cade. But is not this braver? — Let them 
kiss one another, for they loved well, when 
they were alive. Now ])ai’t them again, lest 
they consult about the giving up of some 
more towns in France. Soldi^x's, dtifer tlM» 
spoil of the city until night ; for with these 
home before us, instead of maces, will we ride 
through the streets ; and at eveiy corner have 
them kiss. — Away 1 [^Exeunt. 


Scene VIII. — Southwark. 

Alarum. Enter Cade a,nd. all his Rnhhle- 
ment. 

Cade. Up Fish Street ! down Saint 
Magnus^ Corner ! kill and knock down ! throw 
{ hem into Thames ! — [ri parley sounded, then 
a retreat.'] What noise is this I hear ? Dare 
any be so bold to sound retreat or j)arley, 
when 1 command them kill ? 

Enter Bcckincham, and Old Clifford, unth 
Forces. 

Bvxh. Ay, here they be that dare and will 
disturb thee. 

Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the 
king 

Unto the commons whom thou hast misled ; 
And liere pronounce free pai’don to them all 
That will forsake thee, and go home in peace. 
Glif. What say ye, countiymon? will ye 
relent, n 

And yield to mercy, whilst 't is offer’d you, 
Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths ? 

Who loves the king, and will embi^e his 
pardon, 

Fling up his cap, and say — God save his 
majesty 1 

Who hateth himf; and honoui*s not his father, 
Henry the Fifth, that made all France to 
quake, 

Shake he his weapon at us, and pass by. 

All. God save the king! God save the 
king I ii> 


Cade. What 1 Buckingham, and Clifford, 
ire ye so brave? — And you, base ])easants, do 
ye believe him? will you needs be hanged 
with your ])ardons about your necks ? Hath 
my sword therefore broke through London 
gates, that you should leave mo at the White 
Hart in Southwark? I thought, ye would 
never have given out these anus, till you had 
recovered your ancient freedom ; ])ut you are 
all recreants, and dastards, and delight to live 
in slavery to the nobility. Lot them break 
^your backs with burdens, take your houses 
over your heads, ravish your wives and 
daughters before your faces : for me, — 1 will 
make shift for one, and so, — God’s curse light 
upon you all ! - as 

iMl. We’ll follow Cade, we’ll follow (tide. 
Clif. Is Cade the son of Henry the Fifth, 
That thus you do exclaim, you ’ll go with 
him ? 

Will he conduct you through the heart of 
France 

And make the meanest of you cal ls and 
dukes ? 

Alas, he hath no homo, no place to fly to ; 
Nor knows he how to liv(^, but by the spoil, 
Unless by robbing of your friends, and us. 
Were ’t not a shame, that whilst you live at 

The feariul French, whom you late vain 
piishtHl, 

Should make a start o’er seas, and vamjuisi* 
you ? 

Methinks, already, in this civil broil, 

1 see them lording it in London streets, 

I Crying — “ Villiago 1 ” unto all they meet. 

' Better ten thousand base-born Cades mis- 
carry. 

Than you should stoop unto a E'renchman’s 
mercy. 

To Fiunce, to France ! and get what you 
have lost. 

Spare England, for it is your native coast. »> 
Henry hath money, you are strong and 
manly : 

God on our side, doubt not of victory. 

All. A Clifford I a Clifford ! we ’ll follow 
the king, and Clifford. 

Cad,e. Was ever feather so lightly blown 
to and fro, as this multitude ? The name of 
Henry the Fifth hales them to an liundred 
mischiefs, and makes them leave me desolate. 

I see them lay their heads together to sur- 
piiso me : my sword make way for me, for 
here is no staying. — In despite of the devils 
and hell, have through the very midst of 
you ; and heavens and honour be witness, that 
no want of resolution in me, but only my 



Act IV. 


KING HENRY VI.— PART II. 


Scene X 


folloAVorH* base and ignominious tretusoniT 
makes me betake me to my heels. [^Exiw 
Buck, What ! is ho fled ? go some, ana 
, follow him ; 

And he, that brings his head unto the king, 
Shall have a thousand crowns for his re- 
ward. — \E.ccimt some of theui. 

Follow me, soldiers : we dl devise a mean 
To reconcile you all unto the king. [^ExemU, 


Scene IX. — Kenilworth Castle. 

Sound Trumpets. Eider Kimj Henry, Queen 

Marcauet, ami Somerset, 071 live Terrace 

of the Castle, 

K, Hen. Was <jver king that joy*d an 
earthly throne, 

Anil could command no more content than 1 1 
No sooner was I crept out of my cmdle, 

But I was made a king, at nine months old : 
Wa.s never subject long’d to be a king, 

As I do long and wish to be a subject. 

Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 

Buck. Health, and glad tidings, to your 
majesty ! 

K, Hen. Why, Buckingham, is the traitor, 
Cade, surpris’d ? 

Or is he but retir’d to make him strong ? 

Enter hehWy a niunher of Cade’s FoUcnoer,H, 
with halters about their necks. 

Clif. He ’s fled, my lord, and all his })Owers 
do yield, 

And humbly thus, with haltera on their 
necks, u 

Expect your highness’ doom, of life, or death. 

K, Hen. Then, heaven, set ope thy ever- 
lasting gates. 

To entertain my vows of thanks and praise ! — 
Soldiers, this day have you I’edeem’d your 
lives, 

And show’d how well you love your prince 
and country : 

Continue still in this so good a mind, 

And Henry, though he be infortunate, 

Assure yourselves, will never be unkind : 

And so, with thanks and pardon to you all, ao 
I do dismiss you to your several countries. 

AH. God save the king! God save the 
king! 

Elder a Messenger. 

Mess. Please it your grace to be advertised, 
The Duke of Yoi'k is newly come from 
Ireland, 


And with a puissant and a mighty power 
Of Gallowglasses and stout Kernes, 

Is marching hitherward in proud array ; 

And still proclaimeth, as ho comes along, 

His arms are only to remove from thee 
The Duke of Somerset, whom he terms a 
traitor. »v 

K. Hen. Thus stands my state, ’twixt Caile 
ani^ York distress’d, 

Like to a ship, that, having scap’d a tempest, 
l^ls straightway calm’d and boarded with a 
pirate. 

But now is Cade driven back, his men dis- 
pers’d, 

And now is York in arms to second him. — 

I pmy thee, Buckingham, go and meet him, 
And ask hi n, what ’s the reason of these 
arms. ^ 

Tell him, I ’ll send Duke Edmund^o the 
Tower ; — 

And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither, 
Until his army be dismiss’d from liim. 10 
Sow. My lord, 

I ’ll yield myself to ])rison willingly, 

Or unto death, to do my country good. 

K. Hen. In any case, be not too rough in 
terms, 

For he is flercc, and cannot brook hard 
language. 

Buck. I will, my lord ; and doubt not so 
to deal, 

As all things shall redound unto you;’ good 
K. Hen. Come, wife, let ’s. in, and learn to 
govern better ; 

For yet may England curse my wretched 
reign. ** [Exeunt, 


Scene X. — Kent. Iden’s Garden. 

Enter Cade. 

Cade. F'ie on ambition I fie on myself, that 
have a sword, and yet am ready to famish ! 
These five days have I hid me in these woods, 
and durst not peep out, for all the countiy is 
laid for me ; but nOw am I so hungry, that if 
I might have a lease of my life for a thousand 
years, I could stiiy no longer. Wherefore, 
on a brick wall have I climbed into this 
garden, to see if I ciui eat grass, or pick a 
sallet another while, which# is not amiss to 
cool a man’s stomach this hot weatlier. And 
I think this word sallet was born to do me 
good : for many a time, but for a sallet, nay 
brain-pan liad been cleft with a brown bill ; 
and many a time, when I have been dry and 
bravely marching, it hath served me instead 



Act V. 


KING HENRY VI.— PART II. 


SCENK I. 


of a quart-pot to clriiik in ; and now the word 
sallet must serve me to feed on. 

Enter Iden, with Servants^ behind. 

Iden. Lord ! who would live turmoiled in 
the court, 

Aiid may enjoy such quiet walks as these ? 
This small inheritance, my tather left me, 
Contenteth me, and woiiih a i.ionarchy. 

I seek not to wax great by others’ waning ; jjo 
Or gather wealth I cai’e not with what envy : 
Sufiiceth that I have maintains my state, 

And sends the poor well pleiised from my gata 
Cade. Here ’s the lord of the soil come to 
seize me for a stray, for entering his fee-simple 
without leave. Ah, villain, thou wilt betray 
me, and get a thousand crowns* of the king 
by earning my head to him : but I ’ll make 
thee eat Iron like an ostricli, and swallow my 
swoi-d like a great inn, ere thou and I part. 
Iden. Why, rude companion, whatsoe’er 
thou be, 

I know thee not ; why then should I Ijeti-ay 
thee ? 

Is ’t not enough, to break into my garden. 
And like a thief to come to rob my grounds. 
Climbing my walls in spite of me, tlie owner. 
Blit thou wilt brave me with these siuioy terms? 

Cade. Brave thee? ay, by the best blood 
that ever was broached, and beard thee too. 
Look on me well : I have eat no meat these 
five days ; yet, come thou and thy live men ; 
and if I do not leave you all as dead as a 
door-nail, I pray God I may never i*at grass 
more. 40 

Idea. Nay, it shall ne’er be said, while 
England stands, 

Tliat Alexander Iden, an e.s(|uire of Kent, 
Took odds to combat a poor famish’d man. 
Opjx)se thy steadfast-gazing eyes to mine, 

8ee if thou canst outface me with thy looks : 
Set limb to limb, and tho\i art far the lesser ; 
Thy hand is but a linger to my fist ; 

Thy leg a stick, compared with this truncheon; 
My foot shall fight with all the strength thou | 
hast ; i 


f ‘*.nd if mine arm be heaved in the aii^ w 
liy grave is digg’d already in the eartli. 

As for words, whose grciitness n,nswers words, 
Let this my sword report what speech for- 
beaiu 

Cade. By my valour, the n\ost complete 
champion that ever I heard. — Steel, if tlioii 
turn the edge, or cut not out the burly -boned 
clown in chines of beef ere thou slee]) in thy 
sheath, I beseech Jove on my kiie(‘s, thou 
mayest be turned to hobnails. Jlyht. 

Cade falh.’l O ! I am slain. Famide, and 
no other, hath slain me : let ten thousand 
devils come against me, and give me but the 
ten meals I have lost, and I ’d defy them all. 
Wither, garden ; and be henceforth a bury- 
ing-place to all that do dwell in this house, 
b(icausc the uuconquered soul of Cade is 
fled. 64 

Iden. Is’t Cade that I have slain, that 
monstrous traitor ( 

Sword, J will hallow thee for this thy deed. 
And hang thee o’er my tomb, when I am 
lead : 

Ne’er shall this blood be wiped from thy 
point, 

But thou shalt W'ear it as a herald’s coat, 

To emblaz(j the honour that thy master got. 70 
Cade. Iden, farewell ; and be proud of thy 
victory. Tell Kent from me, she hath lost 
her best man, and exhort all the world to be 
cowards ; for I, tluit never feared any, am 
vanquished by famine, not by valour, 

Ide 7 i. How much thou wrong’st me. 
Heaven be my judge. 

Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that 
bare thee ! 

And as I thrust thy body in with my sw'ord, 
80 wish I, I might thrust thy soul to hell. 
Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a dunghill, which shall be thy grave, ho 
A nd there cut off thy most ungracious head ; 
Which I will bear in triumph to the king, 
Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed uj)on. 

[Exeant Iden, drayyimj out the bodijy 
and Servants.. 


ACT V. 


SoENK I. — The Same. Fields between 
Dartfor^ and Blackheath. 

The Kiny^s Camp on cnxe side. On the other ^ 
e/nter York attended y with drum and 
colou7*8 ; his Forces at some diskiiwe. 

York. Pi’Otti Ii’eland thus comes York, to 
claim bis light, 


1 And pluck the crown from feeble Henry’s 
head : 

Ring, bells, aloud ; burn, bonfires,* clear and 
blight, 

To entertain great England’s hiwful king. 

Ah, sancta majestas ! wiio would not buy thee 
dear ? 

Let them obey, that know not how to rule ; 
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This hiiud was made to handle nought 

gold : ' 

I cannot give due action to iny words, 

Excci)t a sword, or sceptre, balance it. 

A sceptre shall it have, havt^ I a soul, i 
On which I ’ll toss tlie Hower-de-luce of 
France. 

EnUr Bi;ckin(;ham. 

Whom have we hei’e I Buckingham, to dis- 
^turl) me i 

The king hath sent him, sure ; I must dis- 
semble. 

Ihtek York, if thou meanest well, I gi-eet 
thee well. 


You shall have pay, and everything you wish. 
And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry, 
Command my eldest son, — nay, all my sons, 
As pledges of my fealty and love ; m 

1 11 send them all, iis willing as I live : 
Tiands, goods, horse, armour, anything I have 
Is his to use, so Somerset may die. 

IJtu*L York, I commend this kind sub- 
mission : 

Wo twain will go into his highness’ tent. 

Eider Kxhaj Henky, atteudecL 

K, lien, Buckingham, dotli York intend 
no hai m to us, 

That tlius he marcheth with thee arm in 


York. Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept 
thy greeting. 

Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure % 

Biurk. A messenger from Henry, our dread 
liege, 

To know the reason of these arms in j)eacc ; 
Or why thou, — being a subject as I am, — 
Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn, 
Shouldst raise so great a power without his 
leave, 

Or dare to bring thy force so near the court. 

York. [^Aside.^ Scarce can I sj>eak, my 
choler is so great. 

Oil could hew up rocks, and fight with 
flint, 

I am so angry at these abjec.t terms ; 

And now, like Ajax Telamonius, 

On sheep or oxtm could I spend my fury. 

I am hir better born tlian is the king, 

Moi-e like a king, more kingly in my 
tlioughts ; 

But 1 must make fair weather yet awhile, :w 
Till Henry be more weak, and T more 
strong. — 

O Buckingham, I ])r’ytliee, pardon me. 

That I have givcui no answer all this while : 
My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 
The cause why I have brought this ai'my 
hither, 

to remove proud Somerset from the king, 
Seditious to his grace, and to tlie state. 

Buck, That is too much presuni[)tion on 
thy j)art ; 

But ‘if thy arms be to no other end, 

^rhe king hath yielded unto thy demand : 40 

The Duke of Somei*set is in the Tower. 

York, U pon thine honour, is he prisoner 1 

Bxick, Ui)on mine honour, he is prisoner. 

York, Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my 
powei*8. — 

Soldiei-s, I thank you all ; disperse your- 
selves : 

Meet me to-nioiTow in Saint George’s field, 


York, In ail submission and humil^. 
York doth ])i*esent himself unto yflVhigh- 
imss. 

K, Urn, Then what intend these forces 
thou dost bring ? . 

York. To heave the traitor Somerset from 


hence ; 

And fight against that monstrous rebel, 
Cade, 

Who since I heard to be discomfited. 


Eider Iden, to'dU Cade’s heiul. 

Idea. If one so rude, and of so mean con- 
dition. 

May pass into the i)i‘cscnce of a king,^ 

Lo ! 1 present your grace a traitoPs head. 

The h<ml of Ca<le, whom 1 in combat slew. 

K. Hen, The head of Ctwlcl — Great God, 
how just art Thou I — ^ 

0 I let me view his visage being (lead, 

That living wrought me such exceeding 
trouble. 70 

Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that 
slew him I 

Idsih. I wiis, an ’t like your majesty. 

K. Hen, How art thou call’d, and what is 
thy degi'ee ? 

Iden. Alexander Iden, that ’s my name ; 

A j)oor esquire of Kent, that loves his king. 

Buck. ^ please it you, my lord, ’twere 
not amiss. 

He wei-e create<l knight for his good service. 

K. Hen. Iden, kneel down. \lle kned8^\ 
Rise up a knight. 

We give thee for reward a thousand marks ; 
And will, that thou hencefoiSth attend on us. 

Idcxu May Iden live to merit such a 
bounty, hi 

And never live but true unto his liege. 

K. lien. See, Buckingham ! Somei*set comes 
with the queen : 

TO, bid her hide liirn quickly from the dukei 
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Enter Queen Margaret and Somerset. 

Q, Mar. For thousand Yorks he shall not 
Idde liis head, 

But boldly stand, and front him to his face. 

York. Mow now ! is Somerset at liberty ? 
Then, York, unloose thy longdinprison'd 
thoughts. 

And let thy tongue be equal ' ith thy luiart. 
Shall I endure the sight of Somerset # — ik* 

False king, why hast thou broken faitli with me. 
Knowing how liardly 1 cfiii brook abuse i 
King did I call thee 1 no, thou art not king ; 
Not lit to govern and rule multitudes, 

Which dar’st not, no, nor canst not rule a 
traitor. 

That hesid of thine doth not iK^come a crown 
Thy h^^is made to gras}) a palmer’s statf, 
And grace an awful ])rine(i]y sceptre. 

That goia must round engirt thesci brows of 
mine ; 

Whose snide and frown, like to Achilles’ 
spear, 

Is able with the change to kill and cure. 

Here is a hand to hold a sceptre up. 

And with the same to act controlling law.s. 
(4ive place : by ITeAven, thou shalt rule no 
more 

OW him whom Heaven ci'eated for thy i-uler. 
Sow, O monstrous traitor ! — f arrest thee, 
York, 

<)f capital treason ’gainst the king and crown. 
Obey, amhicious traitor : kneel for grace. 

York. Wouldst have me kneel ? first let me 
ask of these, 

If they cjiii ))rook I lx)w a knee to man ? n" 
SiiTali, call in my sons to Ih^ my bail ; 

[Kvit an A ttendunt. 

1 know, ore they will have me go to ward, 
They ’ll pawn their swords for my enfranchise- 
ment. 

(j!. Mar, Call hither Clifford ; bid liim come 
amain, 

To say, if that the btistard boys of York 
fShall be the surety for their traitor father. 

'[Exit Bi'(’Kingiiam. 
York, O bloo<l-bea] lotted Neapolitan, 

Outcast of Naples, England’s bloody scourge, 
T'he sons of York, thy betters in their birth, 
Sliall be their father’s bail ; and bane to 
those i 2 «> 

That for my surety will refuse the boys. 

Enter Edward ami Bichard Plantagenet, 
loith Forees, at one side ; at the other ^ with 
Forces aho^ Old Clifford and his Son, 

See, wliere they come : I ’ll warrant tluy ’ll 
make it good. " | 


Q. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny 
their bail. 

CliJ. Health and all happiness to my loid 
the king ! [Kneels. 

York. I thank thee, Clifford : say, Avliat 
news with thee ? 

Nay, do not fright us with an angry look : 
We are thy sovereign, Clifford, knt*f*l again ; 
For thy mistaking 'so, we pardon th(*c‘. 

Cl if. This is my king, York : 1 do not 
mistake ; 

But thou mistiik’st me much, to think I uo.- 
To Bedlam with him ! is the man grown 
mad ] 

K. JJen. Ay, Clifford ; a bedlam and 
ambitious humour 

Alakes him opi>ose liimsclf against his king. 

<Hif. He is a traitor : let him to the Tower, 
And cliop away that faxjtious pate of Ids. 

Q. Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey 
His sons, he says, shall give their words for Jdm. 

York. Will you not, sons ? 

Edtr. Ay, noble father, if our woi*ds will 
serve. 

llich. And if woi'ds will not, then 
weapons shall. 

Cl if. Why, what a brood of traitoi*s have 
we here ! im 

Ytyrk, Look in a glass, and call thy image so ; 

am thy king, and thou a false-lieurt 
traitor. — 

(.^all hither to the stake my two bra\o hears, 
That with the very shaking of their chains 
They may astonish these felhlurkiiig curs : 

Bid Salisbury, and Warwick, come to me 

Drums. Enter Warwick and Salisrcrv, 
with Forces. 

Cl if. Are tliese thy bears ? wc ’ll bait thy 
beai^s to death. 

And manacle the heai’-ward in their chains, 

If tliou dar’st bring tliem to the baiting-j dace. 

Rieh. Oft have I seen a hot o’erweenin^ 
cur 

Run back and bite, because he was witliheld; 
Who, being suffer’d with the bear’s fell paw, 
Hath clapp’d his tail between liis legs, and 
cry’d : 

And such a piece of service will you do, 

If you oppose yourselves to match Lord War- 
wick. 

Clif, Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested 
lump. 

As crooke<l in thy manners as thy shape ! 

York, Nay, we shall heat you thorouglily 
anon. 

Clif, Take heed, lest by your heat you burn 
yourselves. 
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K. J/en. Why, Warwick, hath thy kiW. 
forgot to bow ? — [ «o 

Old Salisbury, — shame to thy silver hair. 

Thou mad misleader of thy braiu-sick son ! — 
Wliat, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the 
ruffian. 

And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles? 

( ) ! where is faith ? O ! wlune is loyalty ? 

If it be banish’d from the frosty head. 

Where shall it find a liarbour in the earth? — 
Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 

And shame thine honourable age with blood ? 
Why art thou old, and want’st experience t 
Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou liast it ? 
For sliame ! in duty bend tliy knee to me. 
That bows unto the gi*ave with mickle age. 

Sal. My lord, I have consider’d with my- 
self 

The title of this most renowned duke ; 1 

And in my conscience do repute his gmee 
The rightful heir to England’s royal seat. 

A*. JTen. Hast thou not sworn allegiance 
unto me ? 

Sal, I liave. 

A" //en. Canst thou disi)ense with heaven 
for such an oatli ? i>«> 

Sal. It is great sin to swear unto a sin. 

But gmiter sin to keep a sinful oath. 

Who can be bound by any solemn vow 
To do a murderous deed, to i*ob a man, 

To force a spotless virgin’s chiustity. 

To reave the orphan of his patrimony. 

To wring tlie widow from lier custom ’d light, 
And have no other re^ison for tliis wrong, 

But that he was bound by a solemn oath ( 

Q. Mar. A subtle traitor needs no so- 
jdiister. 

K. Ihn. Call Buckingham, and bid liiiii 
arm himself. 

Ym'k. ( ’all Buckingham, and all the friends 
thou hast, 

I am resolv’<l for deatli, or dignity, 

Clif. Tlie first I warrant tliee, if dream., 
pmve true. 

War, You were best to go to bed, and 
dream again, 

To keep thee from tho tempest of the field. 

Cllf, I am resolv’il to lieara greater storm, 
Than any thou canst conjure up tonlay ; 

And that I ’ll write ujion thy burgonet, 

Might I but know thee by thy household 
badge. 

War , Now, by my father’s badge, old 
Nevil’s crest, 

The rampant bear cliain’d to the lugged staff. 
This day I ’ll wear aloft my burgonet, 

(As on a mountain-top the cedar shows. 

That keeps his leaves in spite of any storm,) 


E\'eu to affright thee with the view thereof. 
Clif, And from thy burgonet I ’ll rend thy 
bear. 

And tread it under foot with all contempt, 
Despite the bear- ward that protects the bear, 
Clif. And so to arms, victorious father, 
To quell tho reb(ds, and their complices. su 
Ilich. Fie ! charity ! for shame ! s^ieak not 
in spite. 

For you sluill suj3 with J esu Christ to-night. 
y. Clif. Foul stiginatic, that ’s more than 
than thou canst tell. 

IiirJi. Tf not in heaven, you’ll surely sup 
in hell. [Sxeunt se'v&ralli/. 


Scene II. — Saint Alb 
Alarmns : Kxnu'sioiis. Warwick. 


Ibans^liPl^. 


War, Clifford of Cumberland, ’t^s Warwick 
calls : 

And if thou dost not hide thee from the bear. 
Now, when the angry trunqiet sounds alarm, 
Au<l (lead men’s cries do fill the empty air, 
Clifford, I say, (iome fortii and fight with me I 
Proud nortliern lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is lioaise with calling thee to arms. 

Enter York. 

How now, my noble lord ? what, all afoot ? 
York. The deadly-handed Clifford* slew my 
steed ; 

But match to matcli I luive encounter’d him, lo 
And made a prey for caiTioii kit^s and crows 
Even of the bonny beast he lov’cl so well. 

Enter Clifford. 

Wiir. Of one or both of us the time is eonwL 
Yifrk. Hold, Warwick ! seek thee out some 
otlier chase, 

Fur I myself must limit this deer to death. 
IfWr. Then, nobly, York; ’tis fora crown 
thou fight’st. — 

As 1 intend, Cliffoixl, to thrive to-day, 

It grieves my soul to leave thee unassail’d. 

[ Exit 

Clif. What seest thou in me, York ? why 
<lost thou pause ? 

York, With thy brave bearing should I be 
in love, vt 

But that thou art so fast mine enemy. 

Clif. Nor should thy prowess want praise 
and esteem. 

But that ’t is shown ignobly, and in treason. 
York. So let it help me now against thy 
sword, ^ 

A.s I in justice and time light expi’ess it. 
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Act V. 


Scene HE 


KTNC; HENRY V^.-^PART II. 


Clif\ My soul and V)ody on tho action 
both ! — 

York, A dreadful lay ! A<ldr(‘ss tlieo. in- 
staiitly. 

Clif, La fm courowm les wurn'ea. 

{^rheyjlghty and QhiYVOWM falls and dirs. 
York. Thus war hath given peace, for 
thou art still. 

Peace with his soul, Heaven, i" it be thy will ! 

\^Exit. 

Enter Young Cliffohd. 

Y, CUf Shame and confusion ! all is on 
the rout : m 

Fear frames disorder, and disordc^r wounds 
Where it should guard. O w’ar ! tliou sou of 
hell, 

Whom angry heavens do T7iako thdrininist(»r, 
Tliiow|j||Wio frozen bosoms of our jiart 
Hot Gol|Plf ATiigeance !- Let no soldier ily : 
He that is truly dedicate fo war 
Hath no self-love ; nor he tlmt loves himself 
Hath not essentially, but by circumstanc<*, 
The name of valour.- his fathers 
hody.^ O ! let the vile world C7id, 40 
A7id the premised flames of the last day 
Knit earth and heaven togethfu- ! 

Now let the general trumpet blow his blast, 
Pai’ticularities and petty sounds • 

To cease ! — Wast thou ordain’d, dear fath(‘r, 
To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve 
The silver livery of advised age. 

And, in thy reverence, and thy chair-days, 
thus 

To die in ruffian Iwittle? — Even at this sight, 
My heai’t is turn’d to stone : and whihi ’t is 
mine,' »• 

It shall be stony. York not our old men spares; 
No more will I their balx^s : tears virginal 
Shall be to me even as the dew to lire ; 

And beauty, that the tyiant oft I’eclaims, 
Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 
Henceforth I will not have to do with pity : 
Meet I an infant of the house of York, 

Into as many gobbets will I cut it, 

As wild Medea young Absyrtus did : 

In cruelty will I seek out my fame. w 

Gome, thou new ruin of old Clifford’s house : 

[TaJeiny xiirihe body. 

As did .^neas old Anchises bear, 

So liear I thee upon my manly shoulders ; 

But then -tineas bare a living load, 

Nothing so heavy as these w’oes of mine. 

[ExiL 

Enter Richard Plantagenet and Soaierset, 
fighting^ Somerset is killeAh 

Eich. So, lie thou there ; — 

For, underneath an ale-house’ paltry sign. 


The (Castle in Saint Albans, Somerset 
H||ith made the wizard famous in his death. 
Sword, hold thy temper; heart, be Avrathful 
still 70 

Priests pray for enemies, but jirinccs kill. 

[Exit. 

Alaruais : Excursions. AWer Henry, 

Queen Margaret, and others, retreating. 

Q. Mar. AAvay, my loid ! you JV7*(? slow : 
for shame, away ! 

* K. Hen. Can Ave outrun the heavmis if good 
Margaret, stay. 

Q. Mm\ What ai’e you made of ] you ’ll nor 
fight, nor fly ; 

Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence, 

To give the enemy way, and to secure us 
-By what we can, Avhich can no mort^ but fly. 

[Alarnni afar of 
If you 1)0 ta’en, Ave then should see the 
bottom 

Of all our foi’tunes : but if we haply scapo 
(As well we may, if not through your 
neglect), w 

We shall to London get, Avhero you are 
lov’d, 

Aiid Avh(»re this bi’each, now in our fortunes 
made. 

May readily bo stopp’d. 

Enter Young Clifford. 

Y. dif. But that my heart ’s on future 
mischief set, 

I Avould speak blasphemy ere bid you fly ; 

But fly you must : uncurable discomfit 
Reigns in the hearts of all our ])rescnt parts^ 
Away, for your relief ! and we Aviil live 
To see their day, and them our foitune 
give. 

AAvay, my lord, away 1 oa 

[Exeunt. 


Scene III. — Fields near Saint Albans. 

Alai'um : Retreat. Flourish; then cute r\ois.Ky 
Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, and 
Eoldiersy wUh drum and colours. 

York. Of Salisbury, who can report of 
liim] 

That winter lion, Avho in rage forgets 
Aged contusions and all brush of time, 

And, like a gallant in the hi’OAv of youth, 
Repairs him with occasion 1 This happy day 
Is not itself, nor have Ave won one foot. 

If Salisbury be lost. 

Rich My noble father. 
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Act V. 


KING HENitY VL— PAET 11. 


Scene III, 


Three times to-day I holp him to his horseA 

Three times bestrid him ; thrice 1 led him olf, 

Persuaded him from any further act : Vo 

But still, where* danger was, still there 1 met 
him; 

And like rich hangings in a homely house, 

So was his will in his old feeble body. 

But, noble as he is, look where he comes. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sal, Now, by my sword, well liast thou 
fought to-day ; 

By the mass, so did we all. — I tliank you, 
Eichard : 

God knows how long it is 1 have to live ; 

And it hath pleas'd Him, that three times 
to-day 

You have defended me from imminent 
death. — 


Well, lords, we have not got that which we 
have : a) 

*T is not enough our foes are this time fled. 
Being opj)osites of such repairing nature. 

I know, our safety is to follow them ; 
For, as I hear, the king is fled to London, 

To call a present coiui; of parliament : 

Let us pursue him, ere the writs go forth. — 
What says Lord Warwick] shall we after 
them ] 

War, After them ] nay, before them, if we 
can. 

Now, by my faith, lords, 'twas a glorious day ; 
Saint Alban’s battle, won by famous York, .*» 
Shall be eternis’d in all age to come. — 

Sound, drums and trumpets ! — and to London 
all ; . 

And more such days as these to us b|&ll ! 

<xeunt. 



LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


DliAMATLS PEIISON.K. 


Ferdinand, King of Navarre, 

Biron, *1 

Longaville, !• Lords attending on the King. 
Dumaine, j 

Boyet, ) Lords attending on the Princess 
Mercade, J of France. 

Don Adriano de Armado, a fantastical 
Spaniard. 

Sir Nathaniel, a Curate. 

Hoi^OTOrnes, a Schoolmaster, 

Du:.l, a Constable. 


Costard, a Clown. 

Moth, Page to Arnuido, 

A ForcMer. 

Princess of Francje. 

Rosaline, ) 

Maria, J Ladies attending on the Princess. 

Katharine, ) 

Jaquenetta, a Country ]Yeach. 

Officers and Others, Attendants on the King 
and Princess, 


Navarre. 


ACT I 


Scene I. — Navane. A Park, with a Palace 
in it. 

E7iter the King, Biron, Longaville, a^id 
Dumaine. 

Khig. Lot fame, that all hunt after in their 
•ives. 

Live register^! upon our brazen tombs. 

And then grace us in the disgrace of (loath, 
When, spite of cormorant devouring time. 
The endeavour of this present breath may 
buy 

That honour, which shall bate his scythe’s 
keen edge, 

And make us heirs of all eternity. 

Therefore, bravo concpieiDrs ! — for so you are. 
That war against your own affections, 

And the huge army of the world’s desires, -r* 
Our late edict shall strongly stand in force : ii 
Navarre shall be the wonder of the world ; 
Our couit shall be a little Academe, 

Still and contemplative in living art. 

You three, Biron, Dumaine, ancl Longaville, 
Have sworn for three years’ term to live with 
me. 

My fellow-scholai'S, and to keep those statutes 
^ That are recorded in this schedule hero : 

Your oaths are pass’d, and now subscribe your 
names. 

That his own hand may strike his honour 
down, 

That violates the sifiallest branch herein. 


If you are arm’d to do, as sworn to do, 
Subscribe to your deci>oatlis, and keep it too. 
Long, I am resolv’d : ’t is but a tiirec^ yt'ars’ 
fast. 

' Tlie mind shall bamiuet, though the body 
pine : 

Fat paunch(^s have lean pates; and dainty 
bits 

Make rich the ribs, but bankiu’out the wits. 

My loving lord, Dumaine is mor- 
tified. 

The grosser manner of these world’s delights 
He throws uikiti the gross world’s baser slaves : ^ 
To love, to wealth, to j)oinj), I pine and die, si 
With all these living in philosopliy. 

Biron. 1 can but say their protestation 
over, 

So much, dear liege, I have already sworn. 
That is, to live and study here thiw. yeai-s. 

But tliere are other strict observances ; 

As, not to see a woman in that term, 

Which, I hoije well, is not enrolled there : 
And, one day in a week to tonch no food, 

And but one meal on every day beside ; ax 
The which, 1 hope, is not enrolled there : 

And then, to sleep but three hours in the 
night, 

And not be seen to wink of all the day, 

(When I was wont to think no harm all night, 
And make a, dark night too of half the clay)— 
Which, 1 hope well, is not enrolled there. 

0 ! these are barren tasks, too hard to keep, 
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Act T. LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. Scene L* 

Kot to see ladies, study, fast, not slocj). Than those that walk, and wot not what 

Your oath is pass’d to pass awajf^ they ara oi 

from these. \ Too much to know is to know nought but 

Biron, Let me say no, iny liege, an if you fame ; 

please. And every godfather can give a name. 

I only swore to study with your grace, King, How well he ’s read, to reason 

-;\.ud stay here in your court for three years' against reading ! 


space. 

Long, You swore to tliat, Biron, and to 
the rest. 

Biron, By yea and na}', sir, then I swc 
in jest. — 

What is the end of study ? lot me know. 
King, Why, that to know which else we 
should not know. 

Biron, Tilings hid and barr’d, you mean, 
from common sense ? 

King, Ay, that is study’s goddikc recom- 
pense. 

Biron, (yome on then, I will swear to 
study so, 

To knoAV the thing I am forbid to know ; ft) 
As thus, — to study whore I well may dine. 
When I to feast exjiressly am forbid ; 

Or study where to meet some mistress fine, 
When mistresses from common sense arc hid ; 
Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath, 
^Study to break it, and not break my troth. 

Tf study’s gain be thus, and this be so, 

8tudy knows that wliicli yet it doth not know. 
<8wear me to this, and I will ne’er sa}” no. 
King, These be the stops that himler study 
* quite, 70 

And train our intellects to vain delight. 

Biron, Why, all delights are vain ; but that 
most vain, 

Which, with pain purchas’d, doth inherit 
pain : 

As, painfully to pore ujum a book, 

To seek the light of trutli ; while truth the 
while 

Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look. 
Light, seeking light, doth light of light 
beguile : 

So, ere you find where liglit in darkness lies, 
Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 
Study me how to please the eye indeed, w 
By fixing it upon a fairer eye ; 

VVho dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed, 
4n<l give him light that it was blinded by. 
Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun. 

That will not bo deep-seaich’d with saucy 
looks : 

Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save base authority from others’ books. 

These earthly godfathers of heaven’s lights, 

That give a name to every fixed star, 

Have no more jirofit of their shining xiiglits. 


Dum, Proceeded well, to stop all good 
proceeding ! 

Long, He weeds the corn, and still lets 
grow the weeding. 

Biron, The spring is near, when green 
geese are a-breeding. 

Bmn, How follows that? • 

Biron, Fit .in his place and time. 

Dnni, In reason notliing. 

Biron. ^ Something then in rhyme. 

King. Biron is like an envious sneaping 
frost, '#■ 100 

That bites the first-born infants of the spring. 

Biron. Well, say I am : why should proud 
summer boast, 

B€3fore the lards have any cause to sing ? 

Why should I joy in an abortive birth ? 

At Christmas I no more desire a rose. 

Than wish a snow in May’s new-fangled 
shows ; * 

But like of each thing that in season grows. 

So you, to study now it is too late, 

( /limb o’er the house to unlock the little gate. 

King, Well, sit yon out : go home, Biron ; 
adieu ! ^ no 

Biron. No, my good lord ; I have»swoi*n to 
stay with you ; 

And, though I have for l^ai'baxism spoke more, 
Than for that angel knowledge yQU can say. 
Yet confident I ’ll keep what I l^avc swore, 
And bide the penance of each three years’ 
day. 

Give mo the paper : lot me read the same ; 
And to the strict’st decrees I ’ll write my 
name. 

King. How well this yielding rescues*' thee 
from shame ! 

Biron. [^Reads.l “ Item, That no woman 
shall come within a mile of my court.” — Hath 
diLs been proclaim’d ? 120 

Long, Four days ago. 

Biron. Let ’s see the penalty. [BeacU,'] 

* Oil pain of losing her tongue.” — Who devis’d 
.his })eualty ? 

Long. Marry, that did I. 

Biron, Sweet lord, and '^hy ? 

Long, To fright them hence with that 
dread jienalty. 

Biron, A dangerous law against gentility I 
Readi!,^ “ Item, If any man be seen to talk 
ith a woman within the term of three years. 
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'Act I. 


LOVFAS LABCfJR LOST. Scene I. 


he sliall endure such public shame as the rest 
of the court can possibly devise:” — 151 

This ai-ticle, my liege, yourself must break ; 
For, well you know, here comes in embassy 
The French king’s daughter with yoiu’self to 
speak, — 

A maid of grace, and complete majesty, — ■ 
About surrender-up of Aquitain 
To her decrepit, sick, and bed -rid father : 
Tiierefore, this article is made in vain, 

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither. 
Khtg, What say you, lords 'I why, this was 
quite forgot. 1. 

Blron, So study evermore is ovei’shot : 
While it doth study to have what it would, 

It doth forget to do the tiling it should ; 

And when it hath th(i thing it huntetli most, 
’Tis won, as towns with lire ; so won, so lost. 

We must of force dispense with this 
decree : 

She must lie here on mere necessity. 

Jiiron. Necessity will mak(i us all forsworn 
Three thousand times within this three years’ 
s])ace ; 

For every man with his aflects is born, i.w 
Not by might master’d, but by sjiecial grace. 
It’ 1 break faith, this word shall speak for me, 

T am forsworn 011 mere necessity. — 

So to the laws at large 1 write my name ; 

[Sifhscrihes. 

And ho that breaks them in the least degree, 
♦Stands in attainder of eternal shame. 
^Suggestion.s are to others as to me : 

•Mut, I believe, although T seem so loath, 

I am the last that will last keep his oath. 

But is there no quick recreation granted ? i«o 
King. Ay, tliat there is, Our court, you 
know, is haunted • 

With a refined traveller of Spain ; 

A man in all the woi-ld’s new hisliion planted, 
That hath a mint of phrases in his bmin ; 

One, whom the music of liis own vain tongue 
Both ravish like enchanting harmony ; 

A man of comj)lemonts, wliom light and 
wrong 

Have chose as umpire of their mutiny : 

This child of fancy, that Armado higlit, 

For inteiim to our studies, shall relate no 
In high-born words the worth of many a 
knight 

TProm tawny Spain, lost in the world’s 
debate. 

How you delight^ my lords, I know not, I ; 
But, 1 protest, I love to hoar him lie. 

And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 

Bviron, Armado is a most illustrious wight, 
A man of fire-new words, fashion’s own 
knight 


Long, Costard, the swain, and he sljall be 
our sport ; 

^ 4 nd so to study, three years is but short. 

Entar Bull, with a lettor^ and CostaKD. 

Dull. Which is the duke’s own pei*son ? jso 
Biron. This, fellow. What wouldst ? 

Dull. I myself reprehend his own person, 
for I am his grace’s tliarborongh : but I 
would see his own ])orson in fiesh and blood. 
Biron. This is he. 

Dull. Bignior Arm — Arm — commends you. 
There ’s villainy abroad ; this letter will tell 
you more. 

Cost. Sir, the contempts thereof are as 
touching me. 

King^ A letter from the magnificent 
Armado. 

Birmi. How low soever the matter, I hope 
in God for high words. m 

Lo'ivg. A high hoi)e for a low heaven : God 
grniit us patience 

Biron. To hear, or forbear laughing ? 

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh 
moderately ; or to forbear both. 

Biron. Well, sir, be it as the style shall 
give us cause to climb in the merriness. 

Cost. The matter is to me, sir, as concerning 
Jaquenetta. The manner of it is, I was taken 
with tlie manner. 

Biron. In what manner ] 

Cost. In manner and form following, sir ; 
all those three : I was seen with her, in the 
manor-house, sitting with her u])on the form, 
and taken following her into tlie park; 
which, put together, is in manner and form 
following. Now, sir, for the niaiiner,— it is 
the manner of a man to speak to a woman ; 
for the form, — in some form. 

Biron. For the following, sir ? *10 

Cost. As it shall follow in my correction ; 
and God defend the right ! * 

Kimj. Will you hear this letter with 
attentioa I 

Biron. As we would hear an oracle. 

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to 
iearken after the flesh. 

King. [Reads."] “Great deputy, the welkin’s 
vicegerent, and sole dominator of Navarre, 
my soul’s earth's God, and body’s fostering 
patron,” — 

Cost. Not a word of Costard yet. no 

King. “ So it is,” — 

Cost. It may be so; but if he say it is so, 
he is, in telling true, but so, — 

King. Peace ! 

Cost — ^be to me, and every man that dares 
not fight, 
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Act I. LOVER S LAB OUR *S LOST. Scene II. 


King, No words ! 

Co^t. — of other men’s secrets, I beseech 
you. < 

King, ** So it is, besieged witli aable- 
colouml melancholy, I did commend the 
black-oppressing humour to the most whole- 
some physic of thy health-giving air ; and, as 
I am a gentleman, betook myself to walk. 
The time when 1 About tlie sixth hour ; 
when beasts most graze, birds best peck, and 
men sit down to that nourish nient which is 
called supper. So much for the time when. 
Now for the gi-ound wliich ; which, I mean, 
I walked upon : it is yclei^cd thy park. Then 
foi‘ the place where ; whor(‘, I mean, I did 
encounter that obscene and most preposterous 
event, that dmweth from my snow-white pen 
the ebon-coloured ink, which here thou 
viewest, l)eholdest, sujweycst, or seest. Bub 
to the place where; — it standeth north-north- 
cast and by east from the west corner of thy 
ciirious-knotted garden ; tliere <Ud i see that 
low-spirited swain, that base minnow of thy 
mirth,” — 245 

Coat. Me. 

King. — that unletter’d small-knowing 
soul,”-- 
Co 8 t. Me. 

King, — “ that shallow vassal,” — 

Cost. Still me. sso 

King. — “ which, jis I remember, hight 
Costard,” — 

Cost. O ! me. 

King — “ sorted and consorted, contrary 
to thy established jjroclaimed edict and con- 
tinent. canon, with — with — O ! with — but 
with this I ptission to say wherewith,” — 

Cost. With a wench. 

King, — “ with a child of our grandmother 
Eve, a female ; or, for thy more sweet under- 
standing, a woman. Him I (as my evei’- 
esteemeil duty pricks me on) have sent to 
thee, to receive the meed of punishment, by 
thy sweet grace’s oflicer, Antony Dull, a man 
of good repute, carriage, bearing, and estima- 
tion.” m 

DM. Me, an ’t sliall please you : I am 
Antony Dull. 

King. — “ For Ja(]ueuetta (so is the weaker 
vessel called), which I apprehended with the 
aforesaid swain, I keep her as a vessel of thy 
law’s fury; and shall, at the least of thy 
sweet notice, bring her to trial. Thine, in 
all complements of devoted and lieart- 
buming heat of duty, Don Adriano de 
ArMADO.” 271 

Biron. This is not so well as I looked for, 
but the best that ever I heard. 


Kifng. Ay, the best for the worst. — But,, 
sirrah, what say you to this 1 

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench. 

King. Did you hear the pi*oclaraation i 

Cost. I do confess much of the hearing it, 
but little of the marking of it. 

King. It was proclaimed a year’s imprison- 
ment, to be taken with a wench. 2^11 

Cost. I was taken with none, sir : I was. 
taken with a dainosel. 

King, Well, it was pix)claimed dainosel. 

Cost. This was no damosel neither, sir i 
she was a virgin. 

King. It is so varied too, for it was pro- 
claimed virgin. 

Cost. If it were, I deny her virginity : I 
was taken with a maid. 200 

King. This T,)aid will not serve your turn, 
sir. 

Cost. This maid will serve my turn, sir. 

King. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence r 
you shall fast a week with bi'aii arid water. 

Cost. I had rather pmy a month with 
mutton and ])orridge. 

King. And Don Armado sliall bo your 
keeper. — , 

My Lord Biron, see him deliver’d o’er : 

And go we, lords, to put in practice that ** ** 
Which each to other hath so strongly sworn, .w 

\Exennt King, IjONGAville, and Du Maine. 

Biron. I ’ll lay my head to any good man’s, 
hat, • 

These oatlis and laws will jirove* an idle 
scorn. — 

Sirrah, come on. 

Cost. I sufter for the truth, sir : for true 
it is, I was taken with Jaqiienetta, and 
Jaquenetta* is a true girl ; and therefore, wel- 
come the sour cup of prosperity ! Affliction 
may one day smile again, and till then, sit 
thee down, sorrow ! [KxeunL 


Scene II. — Armado’s House in the Park. 

Kntfir Armado and Moth, 

Boy, what sign is it, when a man of 
great spirit grows melancholy ? 

Jfot/i. A great sign, sir, that he will lool^ 
sad. 

Arm. Why, sadness is one and the self- 
same thing, dear imp. ' 

Jfot/i. No, no ; O Lord ! sir, no. 

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and 
melancholy, my tender ju venal ? 

Jfot/i. By a familiar demonstration of the 
working, my tough senior. 10 
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Act I. 


Scene IX 


LOVE’S LABOlfR’S LOST. 


Arm. Why tougli senior? why tough 
senior 1 

jJfot/i. Why tender ju venal ? why tende: 
juvenal ? 

Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a con 
gruent epitheton appertaining to thy young 
days, which we may nominate tender. 

And 1 , tough senio ^ as an apper- 
tinent title to your old time, which we may 
name tough. 

Arm. Pretty y and apt. 

J/ot/ii How mean you, sir? I pretty, am 
my -saying apt ? or I apt, and my saying 
pretty ? 

Arm. Thou pretty, because little. 

J/ot/i. Little pretty, because little. Where- 
fore apt ? 

Ar?u. And tlierefore apt, because quick. 

Moth. Speak you this in my praise, master? 

Arm. In thy condign praise. 

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same 
praise. • 

Arm. What, that an eel is ingenious ? 

Moth. That an eel is quick. 

Arm. I do say, thou art quick in answers. 
Thou heatest my blood. 

Moth. I am answered, sir. 

Arm. I love not t<3 be crossed. 

Moth. [Aside. '\ He speaks the mere con- 
trary : crosses love not him. 

Arm. rjiave promised to study three yeara 
with the duke. 

Moth, You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Arm. Impossible. 

Moth. How’ many is one thrice told ? 

Arm. I am 111 at reckoning : it htteth the 
spirit of a tapster. 41 

Moth. You are a gentleman, and a gamester, 
sir. 

Arm. I confess both: they are both the 
vaniish of a complete man. 

Moth. Then, I am sure, you know how 
much the gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than 
two. 

Moth. Which the base vulgar do call three. 

Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of 
«tudy ? Now, here is three studied, ere you ’ll 
thrice wink ; and how easy it is to put yeara 
to the word three, |md study three years in 
two words, the dancing horse will tell you. m 

Arm. A most &ie figure ! 

Moth. [Aside. 1 To piwe you a cypher. 

jirtn. 1 will hereupon confess I am in love ; 
altid; aa it is base for a soldier to love, so am I 
in love with a base wenchj If drawing my 
swoxd against the humour of affection would 

m 


deliver me from the reprobate thought of it, 
1 woultl take desire prisoner, anti i-ansom him 
to any French courtier for a new-devised 
courtesy. I think scorn to sigli : methinks, 
I should outswear Cupid. Comfort me, boy. 
What great men have been in love ? <» 

Moth. Horcule.s, master. 

Arm. Most sweet Hercules ! — More autho- 
rity, dear boy, name more; and, sweet my 
child, let them be men of good repute and 
carriage. 

Moth. Samson, master : he was a man of 
good carriage, great carnage, for he carried 
the town-gates on his back, like a porter, and 
he was in love. 79 

Arm. O well-knit Samson ! strong-jointed 
Samson ! I do excel thee in my ra]>ier, as 
much as thou didst me in canying gates. I 
am in love too. Who was Samson’s love, my 
dear Moth ? 

Moth. A woman, master. 

Arm. Of what complexion ? 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or tlie 
two, or one of the four. so 

Arm. Tell me precisely of what complexion. 
Moth. Of the sea-water gi*een, sir. 

Arm. Is that one of the four complexions? 
Moth. As I have read, sir ; and the l)est of 
them too. 

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of 
lovers ; but to have a love of that colour, 
methinks, Samson had small reason for it. 
He, surely, affected her for her wit. 

Moth. It was so, sir, for she had a green 
wit. 

Arm. My love is most immaculate white 
and red. 

Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are 
masked under such colours. 91 

Anil. Define, define, well-educated infant. 
Moth. My father’s wit, and my mother’s 
tongue, assist me I 

Arm, Sweet invocation of a child ; most 
pretty, and pathetical ! 

Moth. If she be made of white and red, 

Her faults will ne’er be known ; 

For blushing cheeks by faults are bi^ed, 
And fears by pale-white shown : 100 

. Then, if she fear, or bo to blame. 

By this you shall not know ; 

For still her cheeks possess the same. 
Which native she doth owe. 

A dangerous rhyme, master; against the 
reason of white and red. 

Arm, Is there not a ballad, boy, of the 
King and the Beggar ? 

Moth. The world was very guilty of such a 
>allad some three ages since ; but I thinks 
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now ’fc is not to l)o found ; oi*, it* it won*, it 
would noithoi’ servo for llio wj'iting, nor the 
tUlU*. 02 

Ann. 1 will have that sul>jr<*t nrwly writ 
o’er, tJiMt I may exanq)Ie mv <lit;ressioii hy ^ 
some mighty preccident. I*oy, 1 do h>ve that 
country girl, that 1 took in tin; park witli the 
rational hind Costard : .she desma es w<*ll. 

Moth. To he wliippedj and yet a 

better love tlian my master. 

Arm. Sing, boy ; my s])irit grows heavy in 
love. . J-'*' 

Moth. And that \s great marvel, loving a 
light wench. 

Arm. 1 say, sing. 

Moth. Korl)ear till this eoinj)auy bo j)ast. 

Enter Dull, Cos'imro, Ja^^uenetta. 

Lhdl. Sir, the duke’s pleasnn': is, that you 
kee)> Costard safe : and you jnusth‘t him take 
no doliglit, nor no penane**, but a’ must fast 
three days a we(*k. F<jr this <lam.s<*}, I must 
keep her at the park ; she is allowed for the 
day-woman. Ifare yon w(‘ll. 

Ar/u. I <lo betray my.self with blushing. — 
]Maid. i-t'* 

jMaii. 

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 
fhor/. Idiat ’s liereby. 

Ar // f : [ know w1um*o it is situate. 

./r/f/. Lord, how wis(* yo\i are 
Arfn. 1 will t(dl thee wondiU's. 

With that fac<^ i 
Arm. I lov<». thet*. 

Jm/. So I hoard you say. 

irm. And .so farewell. 

JiUj. Fair weather aft<*r you ! 

DalL Come, .Ia(jueiud,ta, away. 

\_JC.rj\irnt DuLL JaQUENETT^. 
Ann. Villain, thou shalt fast for thy 
offences, fu-o thou be ]>ardoneil. 

Cost. AV(*11, sir, L hope*, when I do it, 1 
shall do it on a full str>maeh. 

Arm. Thou shalt lui licuvily punished. 


Cost. J am more bound to you thfui yotii* 
fellow.s, for they are but lightly rewarded. 

Arm. Takf) away this villain; shut him 
up. 

Moth. Come, you transgressing slave : 
away 

Cost. Let me not he ]>eJit up, sir : I will 
fa.st, }»eing loose. 

Moth. No, sir; that wtre fast and loose:, 
thou shalt to prison. 

Coat. Well, if ever I do see the merry day.s 
of <l<*solatiou that I have st‘en, some sliall 
see— ' 

Moth. What shall sonuj see 'I 

Cost. Na}^ nothing, JM aster Moth, but 
what they Ifjok upon. It is not for pri.soners 
to be too silent in their words ; and therefore 
I will say nothing : 1 thank God I have as 
j little ])ati(‘nce as another [man, and therefore 
1 can be <juiet. u.:» 

[ E . ao ( 7 tt Moth cmd Costa kd. 

Arm. T do affect the very ground, which is 
base, where her shoe, which is baser, guided 
by lior foot, which is basest, <loth treml. I 
.sliall bo fonsworn (which is a great argument 
of falsehoo(l), if I love. And how can that 
be true love, wliich is falsely atteinptod ? 
Love i.s a familiar ; Love is a devil : there is 
no evil angel but Lo\’e. Yet wa.s Sanrson so 
t(‘mpted, and he had an excellent sti’ength : 
yet Avas Solomon so seduce<l, and die had a 
veiy good wit. Cu]>id’.s butt-shaft is too liard 
for Ifercules’ (.dub, and therefore too much 
odds for a Sj^aniard's ra]>ier. The lir.st. and 
second eau.se will not serve iny turn; tho 
passado lie rosp(*cts not, the duello he regards 
not : his di.sgrace is to be called boy, but liis 
glory is to subdue men. Adieu, valour ! 
l ust, raj)ier 1 be .still, drum I for your manager 
is in lov(3 ; yea, Ikj loA^eth. A.ssist me some 
cxtemporal god of rliyme, for, 1 am sure, 1 
shall turn .sonnetcr. Devise, wit ; write,. 

; for I am for wliole A^olunies in folio,* 

[ExiL 


Scene T. — Another Paii: of tlie Park. 
Pavilion and Tents at a distanc<^ 

Enter the Princess of France, Ko.saline, 
INIaria, Katharine, Boaet, Lords^ and 
other Attendants, 

Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your 
learcst spirits 

Consider whom the king your father sends. 

To whom he. sends, and what 's his embassy : 

184 


j Yolu-self, held prcciou.s in tlie world's esteem, 
[ To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of all pei-fections that a rjian may owe, 
Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less 
weight 

Than, Aquitain, a dowry for a queen. 

’Be now os prodigal of all dear grace, 

As Nature was in making graces dear, lo 
When she did starve the general world be- 
sidej 
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AKMADO ANI> JAQUKNKTTA. 


Ay}n. I love thee. 

Jug So I heard you say. 

“L<)ve'.s Labouk’s l.o.sr,” Act /., Sant II. 


{From the picture in the Tyrrell collection.') 




Act II. 


SOBKE I. 


LOVE’S la:i^jr’s lost. 

.And pi^t)digaUy gave them all to you. Kaih. The young Dumaine, a well-acodm- 

Frm. Good I^rd Boy et, my beauty, though- plish’d youth, 

but mean, Of all that virtue love for virtue lov^d : . 


Needs not the painted flourish of your praise : 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 
Not utter’d by base sale of chapmen’s tongues. 
I am less proud to hear you tell my worth, 
Than you much willing to be counted wise 
In spending your wit in the praise of mine. 
But now to task the tasker. — Good Boyet, ao 
You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a 
# vow. 

Till painful study shall outwear three years, 
No woman may approadi his silent coui-t : 
Therefore to us seemeth it a needfxil course, 
Befoi*e we* enter his forbidden gates. 

To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf, 
Bold of your worthiness, we single you 
As our best-moving fair solicitor. 

Tell him,^ the daughter of the King of 
France, au 

On serious business, craving quick despatch. 
Importunes personal conference with his 
giuce. 

Haste, signify so much \ while we attend, 
Like humble-visag’d suitors, liis high will. 

* Boyet Proud of employment, willingly I 
go. 

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours 
is so. — [Emt Boyet. 

Who ar&,the votaries, my loving lords. 

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke? 
1 Lord, Longaville is one. 

Prill, Know you the man ? 

Mar, r ifhow him, madam : at a marriage- 
feast,* ’ 40 

Between Lord Perigoiii and the beautedus 
heir 

Of Jaques Falconbridge solemnised 
In Normandy, saw I this Longaville, 

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem’d ; 
Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms : 
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well 
The only soil of his fair virtue’s gloss. 

If virtue’s gloss will stain with any soil. 

Is a sharp wit match’d with too blunt a will ; 
Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will 
still wills 50 

It should none spare that come within his 
* power. 

Prin. Some njerry mocking lord, belike; 
is ’t so r 

Mar, They say so most that most his 
humcnirs know. 

Prin, Such short-liv’d wits do wither as 
they grow. 

Who are the rest ? ^ 


Most iK)wer to do most harm, least knowing 
ill. 

For he hath wit to make an ill shape good, 
And shape to win grace though he had no 
wit. 60 

I saw him at the Duke Alen^on’s once ; 

And much too little of that good I saw 
Is my report to his great worthiness. 

lto8. Another of these students at that time 
Was there with him : if I have heard a truth 
Biron they call him ; but a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

I never sj^ent an hour’s talk withal. 

His eye begets occasion for his wit ; 

For every object that the one doth catch, 70 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest, 
Which his fair tongue (conceit’s expositor) 
Delivers in such apt and gi’acious words. 

That aged ears play truant at his tal4s, 

And younger hearings are quite ravished ; * 

So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 

Prhu God bless my ladies ! are they all 
in love. 

That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking oniaments of praise ? 
Lord, Here comes Boyet. 

Be-enter Boyet. 

Prin, Now, what admittance, lord? ao 
Boyet Navarre had notice of your fair 
approach ; 

And he and his competitors in oath 
Were all address’d to meet you, gentle lady, 
Before I came. Marry, thus much I have 
learnt. 

He rather means to lodge you in the field, 
Like one that comes here to besiege his court, 
Than seek a dispensation for his oath. 

To let you enter his unpeopled house. 

Here comes Navarre. [TJie Ladies 7nask, 

Enter King, Longaville, Dumaine, Biron, 
and Attendants, 

King, Fair princess, welcome to the court 
of NavaiTe. ^ 

Prin, Fair, I give you back again ; and 
welcome I have not yet : the roof of this 
court is too high to be yours, and welcome 
to the wide fields too base to be mine. 

King, You shall be welcome, madam, to 
my court. 

Prin, I will be welcome then. Coiuiuct 
me thither. 

King, Hear me, dear lady : I have sworn 
an oath. 
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Prin, Our Lady help my lord ! he ’ll be 
forsworn. 

Khig, Not for the world, fair madatii, by 
my will. 

Prill, Why, will shall break it ; will, and 
nothing else. 

King, Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 
Prill, Were my lord so, liis ignorance were 
wise, 

Where now his knowledge must prove igno- 
rance. 

I hear, your grace hath sworn out house- 
keeping : 

T is deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord, 
And sin to break it. 

But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold : 

To t^ch a teaclier ill ])eseemeth me. 
Youchsafe to read the purpose of my coming, 
And suddenly resolve me in my suit. no 

[(■rives a paiier. 

King, Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 
Pria. You will the sooner that I were 
4 away, 

For you ’ll prove j>erjiirM, if you make me 
sti\y. 

Biron, Did not I dance with you in 
Brabant once 1 

Bos, Did not 1 dance with you in Brnbant 
once 1 

Biron, I know you did. 

Bos, How needless was it then 

To ask the question ! 

Biron, You must not be so quick. 

Bos, ’T is ’long of you, that spur me with 
such questions. 

Biron. Your wit ’s too hot, it speeds too 
fast, ’t will tire. 

Bos. Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 
Biron. What time o’ day 1 m 

Bos, The hour that fools should ask. 

Bi/ron. Now fair befall your mask ! 

Bos, Fair fall the face it covers ! 

Biron, And send you many lovers I 
Bos, Amen, so you be none. 

Biron, Nay, then will I bo gone. 

King. Madam, your father liere doth inti- 
mate 

The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 
Being but the one-half of an entire sum, iw 
Disbursed by my father in his wars. 

But say, that he, or we, (as neither have) 
Receiv’d that sum, yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more ; in surety of the 
which. 

One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 
Although not valued to the money’s worth. 

If then the king your father will restore 
But tliat one-half which is unsatisfied, . 


We will give up our right in Aquitain, 

And hold fair friendship with his majesty. 
But that, it seems, he little purposeth. 

For here he doth demand to have repaid 
A hundred thousand crowns; and not de- 
mands, 

On payment of a hundred thousand crowns,, 
To have his title live in Aquitain ; 

Which we much rather had de})art withal. 
And have the money by our father lent, 

Than Aquitain, so gelded as it is. 

Dear princess, were not his recpicsts so far 
From reason’s yielding, your fair self should 
make iso 

A yielding, ’gainst some reason, in my breast, 
And go well satisfied to Fmnce again. 

Prin. You *Jo the king my fathcr*too much 
wrong. 

And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In so unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which hath so faithfully been paicL 
King. I do protest, I never heard of it ; 
And if you prove it, I ’ll repay it back, 

Or yield up Aquitain. 

Prin. We arrest your word. 

Boyet, you can produce acquittances w 
For such a sum, from sj^ecial ofiicers 
Of Charles his father. 

King. Satisfy me so. 

Boyet. So please your grace, the packet is 
not come. 

Where that and other specialities are, bound : 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 
King. It shall suffice me : at which inter- 
view. 

All liberal reason I will yield unto. 

Meantime, receive such welcome at my hand, 
As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness. no 
You may not come, fair princess, in my 
gates ; 

But here without you shall be so receiv’d, 

As you shall deem yourself lodg’d in m^r 
heart. 

Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 
Your own good thoughts excuse me, and 
farewell : 

To-morrow shall we visit you again. 

Prin, Sweet health and fair desires consort 
your grace ! 

King, Thy own wish wish I thee in 6veiy 
place ! [Exeunt Kino and his Train, 
Biron, Lady, I will commend you to mine 
own heart. 

Bos, ’Pi*ay you, do my commendations ; I 
would be glaxl to see it. im 

Biron, I would you heard it groan. 

Bos, Is the fool sick 1 . 
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Jiiroii. Sick at tho heart. 

Mas. Alack ! left it blocxl. 

Biron, Would that do it good ? 

Ro 8 , My physic says, ay. 

^ Biron. Will you prick ’t with your eye? 
Itos. Ko point, with my knife. 

Biron. Now, God save thy life ! i 

Bo 8 . And youi >5 from long living 1 
Biron. I cannot stay tliaiiKsgiving. 

l^Refiring. 

Dam. Sir, I pray you, a word. What lady 
is that same ? 

Bayei. The heir of Alcn^on, Katharine her 
name. 

Dum. A gallant lady. J\ronsieur, fare you 
well. [^J^Jxit. 

Long. I beseech you a word." What is she 
in the white ? 

Boget. A woman sometimes, an you saw 
her in the light. 

Long. V'erchanee, light in the light. I de- 
sire her name. 

Boyet. She hath but one for herself; to 
desire that, wei’(* a shame. 

Long. Pray you, sir, whost? daughter ? »» 

Boyet. Her mother’s, I have heard. 

I>ong. God's blessing on youi* beard ! 

Boyet. Good si)*, be not otfended. 

She is an heir of Falconbridge. 

Ijong. Nay, my choler is ended. 

She is a most sweet lady. 

Boyet. Not unlike, sii* ; tliat may be. 

[Eayit Long. 

Biron. What ’s hei* name in the cap? 

Boyet. Rosaline, by good hap. 

Biron. Is she wedded, or no ? 210 

Boyet, To her will, sir, or so. 

Biron. O ! you ai*e welcome, sir. Adieu. 
Boyet. Farewell to me, sir, and welcome* to 
you. [Exit Bikon. — Toadies unmask. 
Mar. That last is Biron, the merry mad- 
cap lord : 

Not a word with him but a jest. 

Boyet. And every jest but a wonl. 

Prin. It was well done of you to take him 
at his word. 

Boyet. I was as willing to grapple, as he 
was to board. 

Mar. Two liot sheeps, marry ! 

Boyet. And wherefore not ships ? 

No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on 
your lips; 

Mar, You sheep, and I pasture : shall that 
finish the jest ? 220 

Boyet. So you grant pasture for me. 

[Offering to kiss her. 
Mar. Not so, gentle l^east. 

31 y lips are no common, though several they be. 


Boyet. Belonging I ;> Nvliom ? 

Mar. niy fortunes and me 

Prin, Good wits, will be jangling; but, 
gentles, agr(‘e. 

The civil war of wits were much better used 
On NavaiTe and his book-men, for here ’tis 
abused. 

Boyet. If my ol)S('r> atioii (which very 
seldom lies), 

By the hearb’s still i hetoi ic, disclosoil with eyes, ' 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is iub^cted. 

Prin. With what? a.-w 

Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle, 
affected. 

PAn. Your reason ? 

Boyet. WJiy, all Jiis behaviours did make 
their 1‘etire 

To the court of his eye, peej)iiig thorough 
desire : 

Ilis lieai*t, like an agate, with your print 
impressed, 

Proud with his form, in his eye pride ex- 
pressed : 

Ilis tongue*, all im})atient to speak and not see, 
Did stumble with haste in his eyesight to be-; 
All senses to that scuise did make their repair, 
To feel only looking on fairest of fair. 240 
Mothmight, all his senses wei*e lock’d in his eye, 
As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy ; 
Who, teiid’ring their own worth, from where 
they were glass'd, 

Did point you to buy them, along as yon 
pass’d. 

His face’s own margent did cote such amazes, 
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with 
gazes. 

I ’ll gite you Acpiitain, and all that is his, 

An you give him for my sake but one loving 
kiss. 

Prin. Como to our pavilion : Boyet is dis- 
pos’d. 

Boyet. But to speak that in words, which 
his eye liath disclos’d. so 

I only have made a mouth of his eye. 

By adding a tongue, which I know will not 
lie. 

Ros. Thou art an old love-monger, and 
speak’st skilfully. 

Mar. He is Cupid’s graiidfathei*, and learns 
news of him. 

Ros. Tlien w’as Venus like her mother, for 
her father is but grim. 

Boyet. Do you heai*, my mad wenches ? 

Mar. No. 

Boyet. What then, do you see 1 

Ros. Ay, our way to be gone, 

Boyet. You are too hard for me. 

[ExeuvU, 
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ACT 

Scene I. — Another Part of the Same. 

Eixter Armado and Moth. 

Arm, Warble, child : make passionate my 
sense of hearing. 

Moth. \Singinfj.'] Coiicoliiiel — 

Arm. Sweet air ! — Go, tenderness of yeai*s : 
take this key, give enlargt^ment to the swain, 
bring him festinatoly hither ; I must employ 
him in a letter to my love. 

Moth. Master, will yo\i win your love with 
a French brawl 1 

Arm. How meanest thou? brawling in 
French ? 

Moth, No, my complete master ; but to 
jig off a tune at the tongue’s end, canary to it 
with your feet, humour it with turning up 
your eyelids, sigh a note, and sing a note ; 
sometime throtigh the throat, as if you 
swallowed love with singing love ; sometime 
through the nose, tis if you .snuffed up love 
by smelling love j with your hat, penthouse- 
like, o’er the shop of your eyes ; with your 
arms crossed on your thin belly-doublet, like 
a rabbit on a spit ; or your hands in your 
pocket, like a man after the old painting; and 
keep not too long in one tune, but a snip and 
away. These are complements, these are 
humours, these betray nice wenches, that 
would be betrayed without these, and make 
them men of note, (do you note me ?) that 
most are affected to these. 

Arm. How hast thou purchased .this ex- 
perience ? 

Moth. By my penny of observation. 

Arm. But O, — but O, — so 

Moth. - — the hobby-liorse is forgot. 

Arm. Callest thou my love hobby-horse ? 

Moth. No, master ; the hobby-hoi'se is but 
a colt, and your love, perhaps, a hackney. 
But have you forgot your love ? 

Arm. Almost I had. 

Moth. Negligent student ! learn her by 
heart. 

Arm. By Jieart, and in heart, boy. 

Moth. And out of heart, master : all those 
three I will prove. 40 

Arm. What wilt thou prove 1 

Moth. A man, if I live ; and this, by, in, 
and without, upon the instant : by heai-t you 
love her, because your heart cannot come by 
her ; in heart you love her, because your 
heart is in love with her ; and out of heart 
you love her, being out of heart that you 
cannot enjoy her. 


III. 

Arm. I am all these three, 
j Moth. And tliree times as much more, and 
' yet nothing at all. 

Arrn. Fetch hither the swain : he must 
carry me a letter. 

Moth. A message well sympathised : a horse 
to be ambassador for an ass. 

Arm. Ha, ha ! what sayest thou ? 

Moth. Marry, sir, you must send the ass 
upon the horse, for he is very siov/-gaited. 
But I go. 

Arm. The way is but short. Away 1 
Moth. As rtwift as lead, sir. 

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? gi> 
Is npt lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow ? 
Moth. Muilrm, honest master; or rather, 
master, no. 

Arm. I say, lead is slow. 

Moth. You are too swift, sir, to say so : 
Is that lead slow whicli is lir’d from a gun ? 

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric ! 

He reputes me a cannoia; and the bullet, 
that ’s he : — 

1 shoot thee at the swain, ' 

Moth. Thump then, and I flee, \Eodt. 
Arm. A most acute juvenal ; voluble and 
free of grace ! * 

By thy favour, sweet welkin ; I nm^o sigh in 
thy face : 

Most rude melaucholy, valour gives thee 
place. 70 

My herald is return’d. 

Be-enter Moth with Costard. 

Moth. A wonder, master ! here ’s a Costard 
broken in a shin. 

Arm, Some enigma, some nddle : come, — 
thy V envoy ; — begin. 

Cost. No egma, no riddle, no V envoy ! no 
salve in the mail, sir. O, sir, plantain, a. 
plain plantain ! no V envoy ^ no V envoy : no 
salve, sir, but a plantain. 

Arm. By virtue, thou enforcest laughter ; 
thy silly thought, my spleen ; the heaving of 
my lungs provokes me to ridiculous smiling : 
O, pardon me, my stars ! Doth the incon- 
siderate take salvo for Venvoy^ and the word 
V envoy for a salve ? «i 

Moth. Do the wise thint them other? is> 
not V envoy a salve ? 

Arm. No, page : it is an epilogue or dis- 
course, to make plain 

Some obscure precedence that hath tofore^ 
been sain. 

I will example it : 
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The fcac, the ape, and the liumble-bee. 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
There ’s the moral. Now the V envoy. 

Moth. I will add the Venvoy. Say the 
fQoral 'again. «o 

Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 
Were still at odds, being but thi'ee. 
Afoth, Until the goose came out of door, 
And stiiyM the odcl.. by adding four. 
Now will I begin your moral, and do yon 
follow with my Venooy. 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
Arm. Until the goose came out of door, 

Staying the odds by adding foui*. nx» 
Moth. A good Venvoy^ ending in the goose. 
Would you desire more ? 

Coat. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a 
goose, that ’s Hat.- 

Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goos« 
be fat. — 

To sell a bargain well, is as cunning as fast 
and loose : 

Let me see, a fat V envoy ; ay, that ’s a fat 
goose. 

Arm. Como hiuher, come hither. How did 
this argument begin ? 

Afoth. By saying that a Costard was broken 
in a shin. 

Then call’d you for the V envoy. 

Cost. True, and I for a plantain: thus j 
came your argument in : 

Then the boy’s fat Venvoyy the goose that you 
bought, 

And he ended the market. 

Arm. But tell me ; how was there a 
Costard broken in a shin 1 

Moth, I will tell you sensibly. 

CoaU Thou hast no feeling of it, Moth : I 
will speak that V envoy. 

I, Costal’d, running out, that was safely 
within, ns 

Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. 
Ann. We will talk no more of this matter. 
Coat. Till* there be more matter in the shin. 
Arm. Sirrah Costard, I will enlranchise 
thee. 

Coat. O ! marry me to one Frances ? — I 
smell some V envoy y some goose in this. 

Arm. By my sweet soul, I mean, setting 
thee at liberty,' enfreedoming thy person : 
thou wert immured; restrained, captivated, 
bound. 

Coat. True, true, and now you will be my 
purgation, and let me loose. iso 

A'l'm. I give thee thy libeHy, set thee from 
durance ; and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee 
nothing but this : bear this signiheant to the 


country maid Jaciuenctta. There is remrine- 
ration ; for the best ward of mine honour is 
rewarding my dependents. Moth, follow. 

\EQdt, 

Moth. Like tlie sequel, I. — Signior Costard, 
adieu. 

Coat. My sweet ounce of niairs flesh ! my 
iiicony Jew ! — [fUtt Moth. 

Now will I look to his remuneration. Re- 
muneration ! O ! that ’s the Latin word for 
three farthings : three farthings, remunera- 
tion. — “What’s the price of this inkle? a 
penny : — No, I ’ll give you a remuneration : ” 
wliy, it carries it. — •Remuneration ! — why, it 
is a fairer name than Frem'h crown. I will 
never buy and sell out of this word. 14 a 

Enter BiiiON. 

Jiiron. O, my good knave Costard ! ex- 
ceedingly well met. 

Coat. Pray you, sir, how much carnation 
ribbon may a man buy for a I'emuueratiou % 

BWon. What is a remuneration? 

Coat. Marry, sir, halfpenny farthing. 

Birmi. 0 ! why thtm, three-farthing- worth 
of silk. ifto 

CosL I thank your worship. God be wi’ 
you. 

Biron. O, stay, slave 1 I must employ thee : 
As thou wilt win my favour, good niy knave, 
Ho one thing for mo that 1 shall entreat. 

Cost. When would you have it done, sir? 

Biron. 0 ! this afternoon. 

Coat. Wcdl, I will do it, sir. Fare you 
well. 

Biron. O ! thou k nowest not what it is. 

Coat. I shall know, sir, when I have done 
it. 

Biron. Why, villain, thou must know fii’st. 

Coat. I will come to your worship to-morrow 
morning. 

Biron. It must be clone this afternoon. 
Hark, slave, it is but this : — 

The princess comes to hunt here in the park, 
And in her train there is a gentle lady ; 
When tongues speak sweetly, then tliey name 
her name, 

And Rosaline they call her : ask for her, 

And to her white hand see thou do commend 
This seal’d up counsel. There 's thy guerdon : 
go. [Givea him money. 

Coat. Garden. — O ! sweet gai-don I better 
than remuneration ; eleven-pence farthing 
better. Most sweet garden ! — I will do it, 
sir, in print. — Ganlon — remuneration 1 

[Exit. 

Biron. O! — And I, forsooth, in love! I, 
that have been love’s whip ; 
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Act IV. 


Scene I. 


LOVE’S LABpUB ’S LOST. 


A vory beatllc to a humorous sigli ; 

A critic, nay, a night-watch constable; 

A domineering pedant o’er the boy, 

Than wliom no mortal so inagniliceut ! m 
This wimpled, whining, pui’l>lind, wayward 
boy ; 

This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, l>an Cupid, 
Regent of love-rhymes, lord of* folded arms, 
The anointed sovereign of sighs and groan.s, 
Liege of all loiterers and malcontents, 

Dread prince of plackets, king of cotlpieces, 
Sole iinperator, and great gcmeral 
Of trotting paritors : (O my little lieart !) 
And I to be a cor[>oral of liis field, 

And wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop ! 
What ! 1 love ! 1 sue ! 1 seek a wife ! loi 
A woman, that is like a German clock, 

Still a repairing, ever out of frame, 


And never going aright, being a- watch, 

Rut being watch’d that it may still go right ! 
‘Nay, to be perjur’d, which is worst of all > 
And, among three, to love the worst of all ; 
A whitely wanton with a velvet brow, 

With two pitch-balls stuck in her face for eyes ; 
A) , and, by heaven, one that will do the 
deed, »*> 

Though Argus were her eunuch and her 
guard ; 

And I to sigh for her ! to watch for her ! 

To pray for her I Go to ; it is a plague 
That Cupid will impose for my neglect 
Of his almighty dreadful little might. 

Well, 1 will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and 
groan : 

Some men mnsf? love my lady, and some J oan. 


ACT IV. 


Scene 1. — Another part of the Same. j 

the Princess, lios aline, Maria, j 

Katharine, Rovet, Lorc/n, Attendants, 

find a Forester, 

Prill. Was that the king, that spurr’d his 
liorse so liard 

AgaiiLst the steep uprising of the hill ? 

Jioyet. I know not ; but I think, it was 
not he. 

, Prin. WJioe’er lie was, he show’d a mount- 
ing mind. | 

Well, lords, to-day we shall have our des- 
l>atch ; 

On Saturday wo will return to France. — 

Then, forester, my friend, where is tlie bush, 

That we nuvst stand and play the murderer 
in 'I 

For. Hereby, upon the edge of yonder j 
coppice ; 

A stand where you may make the fairest 
shoot. i« 

Prin, I thank my beauty, I am fair that 
shoot, 

And thereupon thou speak’st the fairest shoot. 

For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 

Prin. What,* what? first pmise me, and 
again say, no? 

O short-liv’d pride ! Not fair ? alack for 
woe ! 

For, Yes, madam, fair. 

Prin. N^ay, never paint me now : 

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the 
brow. 

Here, goodi iny glass, take this for telling 
true. \Giving him money. 


Fair payment for foul words is more tlian due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that wliich you 
inherit. »> 

Prin. See, see ! iny beaut;^ will be sav’d by 
merit. 

O heresy in fair, fit for these days 1 
A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair 
praise. — 

But come, the bow ; -now mercy goes to kill, 
And shooting well is then accounted ill. 

Thus will 1 save my credit in the shoot : 

Not wounding, pity would not let me do ’t ; 

If wounding, then it was to show my skill, 
That more for jn’aise than jiurpose meant to 
kill. 

And, out of question, so it is sometimes : so 
Glory grows guilty of detested crimes, 

When, for fame’s sake, for praise, an outward 
part. 

We bend to that the working of the heai-t ; 
As I for praise alone now seek to spill 
The poor deer’s blood, that my heart means 
no ill. 

Boyet. Do not curst wives hold that self- 
sovereignty 

Only for praise’ sake, when they strive to be 
Lords o’er their lords ? 

PHn. Only for praise ; and praise we may 
afford 

To any lady that subdues a lord. jo 

Enter Costabd. 

Prin. Here comes a member of tho com- 
monwealth. 

Coat. God dig-you-den all. Pray you, which 
is the head lady ? 



Act IV. 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


SOKNB I. 


Prin, Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the 
rest that haviii no heads. 

Cost, Which is the greatest lady, the 
highest 1 

Prm, The thickest, and the tallest. 

Cost, The thickest, and the tallest? it is 
so ; truth is tmth. 

An your waist, mistress, were as slender as 
iny wit. 

One o’ these maids’ girdles for your waist 
should be fit. .w 

Are not you the chief woman ? you are the 
thickest here. 

PAn, What ’s your will, sir ? w^hat ’s your 
will ? 

Cost, I have a letter from Monsieur Biron 
to one Lady Rosaline. 

PHn. O, thy letter, thy letter ! he ’s a good 
friend of mine. 

Stand aside, good bearer. — Boyet, you can 
carve ; 

Break up this capon. 

Boyet, I am bound to serve. — 

This letter is mistook; it importcth none 
here : 

It is writ to Jatpienetta. 

Prin, We will read it, I swear. 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one 
give ear. so 

Boyet, [Reads,'] ‘‘ By heaven, that thou art 
fair, is most infallible; true, that thou art 
beauteous ; truth itself, that thou art lovely. 
More fairer than fair, beautiful than beau- 
teous, truer than truth itself, have commise- 
ration on thy hcroical vassal ! The magnani- 
mous and most illustrate King Cophetua set 
eye upon the pernicious and indubitate beggar 
Zenelophon, and he it was that might rightly 
say, Veni, vidl, vici ; which to anatomise in 
the vulgar (O . base and obscure vulgar ! ) 
videlicety "he came, saw, and overcame : he 
came, one; saw, two ; overcame, thi’ee. Who 
came ? the king ; why did he come ? to see ; 
why did he see? to overcome. To whom 
came he ? to the beggar ; what saw ho ? the 
; who overcame he ? the beggar. The 
conclusion is victory : on whose side ? the 
king’s. The captive is enriched : on whose 
side? the beggar’s. The catastroi)he is a 
nuptial : on whose side ? the king’s ? — no, on 
both in one, or one in both. I am the king, 
for so stands the companson ; thou the beggar, 
for so witnessetH thy lowliness. Shall I com- 
mand thy love ? I may. Shall I enforce thy 
love ? I could. Shall I entreat thy love ? I 
will. What shalt thou exchange for I’ags? 
robes; for tittles? titles; for thyself? me. 
Thus, expecting thy reply, I profane my lips 


p on thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my 

heart on thy every part. 

Thine, in the dearest design of industry, 
Don Adriano dk Armado*” 

Thus dost thou hear the Kemean lion 
roar 

’Gainst thee, thou lamb, that stundest as his 
prey ; 

Submissive fall his princely feet before. «o 

And he from forage will incline to play. 

But if thou strive, i)oor soul, what art thou 
. ' then ? 

Food for his rage, repasture for his den. 

Prbi, What plume of feathers is ho that 
indited this letter? 

What vane ? what weathercock ? did you ever 
hear better? 

Boyet, 1 am much deceiv’d, but I remem- 
ber the style. 

Prin, Else your memory is bad, going o’er 
it crewhile. 

Boyet, This Armado is a Spaniard, that 
keeps here in court ; 

A phantasm, a Monarcho, and one that makes 
s[)ort 

To the prince, and his book-mates. 

Prin, Thou, fellow, a word. 

Who gave thee this letter ? 

Cost, I told you ; my lord, loi 

Prin, To whom sliouklst thou give it ? 

Cost, From my lord to my lady. 

Prin, From which lord to which lady ? 

Cost, From my Lord Biron, a good master 
of mine, 

To a lady of France, that he call’d Rosaline. 

Prin. Thou hast mistaken his letter. — 
Come, lords, away. 

Here, sweet, put up this ; ’t will be thine 
anotlier day. 

[Exennt Princess and Train. 

Boyet. Who is the suitor? who is the 
suitor? , ^ 

Eos, Shall I teach you to know ? 

Boyet, , Ay, my continent of beauty. 

Eos, Why, she that bears the bow. 

Finely put off! 

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns ; but if 
thou marry, 

Hang me by the neck, if horns that year mis- 
carry. 

Finely put on ! 

Eos, Well then, I am the shooter. 

Boyet, And who is your deer? 

Eos, If ^e choose by the horns, yourself : 
come not near. 

Finely put on, indeed 1 — 

Mar, You still wrangle with her, Boyet, 
and she strikes at the brow. 
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scm^ IK 


LOVERS LABOUR’S LOST. 


Moyef. But she herself is hit lower. Have 
I hit her now 1 

jRos* Shall I come upon thee with • an old 
saying, that was a man when King Pepin -of 
France was a little boy, as touching the hit 
it? 

So I ’may answer thee with one as 
old, that was a woman when Queen Guinever 
of Britain was a little wenoli, as touching the 
hit it. 

jRos. T/wu canst not hit it^ hit it, hit it. 
Thou canst not hit it, my good man, 

Boyet, A,n I cannot, camwt, cannot. 

An I cannot, another can, 

[lUxennt Eos. and Kath. 

Cost. By iny troth, most pleasant : how 
both did fit it ! 

Mar, A mark marvellous well shot, for 
they both did hit it. lao 

Boyet. A mark I O ! mai'k but that mark : 
a mark, says my lady. 

Let the mark have a prick in ’t to mete at, if 
it may be. 

Mar. Wide o* the bow-hand : i’ faith, your 
hand is out. 

Cost, Indeed, a’ must shoot nearer, or he ’ll 
ne’er hit the clout. 

Boyet, An if my hand bo out, then belike 
your hand is in. 

Cost. Then will she get the upshot by 
cleaving the pin. 

Mar, Come, come, you talk greasily \ your 
k lips grow foul. 

Cost. She ’s too hard for you at pricks, sir : 
challenge lier to bowl. 

Boyet. I fear too much nibbing. Good 
night, my good owl. 

[Exeunt and Maria. 

Cost. By my soul, a swain ! a most simple 
clown 1 i4o 

Lord, Lord ! lio\v the ladies and I have put 
him down I . 

O’ my truth, most sweet jests! most incony 
vulgar wit ! 

ViiTien it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, 
as it were, so fit. 

Armado o* the one side, — O, a most dainty 
man ! 

To see him walk before a lady, and to bear her 
fan ! 

To see him kiss his hand 1 and how most 
sweetly a’ will swear 1 — 

And his page o* t’ other side, that ^landful of 
wit I 

Ah, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit ! * 
Sola, sola I [Sfwnting within. 

* . \Exit Costard. 


Scene II. — ^The Saipe. 

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel,* wnd 
‘ Dull. ♦ 

Nath. Very reverend ’sj)6rt, truly r and 
done in the testimony of a good conscience. 

Hoi. Tlie deer was, as you know, sanguis, 
— in blood ; ripe as the pomewater, who now 
hangeth like a jewel in the ear of coelo, — the 
sky, the welkin, the heaven ; and anon falleth 
like a crab, on the face of terra, — ^the soil, the 
I land, the earth. 

I Nath. Truly, Master Holofernes, the 
epithets are sweetly varied, like a scholar 
at the least : but, sir, I assure ye, it was a 
buck of the first head. lo 

Hot. Sir Nathaniel, ha.ud credo. 

Dtdl. ’T was not a haud credo, ’t was a 
pricket. 

IIol. Most barlmrous intimation! yet a 
kind of insinuation, as it were, in via, in way 
of explication ; facers, as it were, replication, 
or, rather, ostentare, to show, as it were, his 
inclination, — after his undressed, unpolished, 
uneducated, unpinined, untrained, or rather 
unlettered, or, ratherest, unconfirmed fashion, 
— to insert again my haud credo for a deei\ 
Dull. I said, the deer was not a hccud* 
credo : ’t Vas a jjricket. 21 

JIol. Twice-sod simplicity, his coctm ! — 

O, thou monster Ignorance, how deformed 
dost thou look ! * , 

Nath. Sir, he hath never fed of, the dainties 
that are bred in a book ; 

He hath not eat paper, as it were ; he hath 
not drunk ink : liis intellect is not replenished; 
he is only an animal, only sensible in the 
duller parts ; 

And such barren plants are set before us, that 
we thankful should be* 

(Which we of taste and feeling are) for those 
parts that do fructify in us more than 
he ; 

For as it would ill become me to be vain, in- 
discreet, or a fool, 30 

So, were there a patch set on learning, to see 
him in a school : 

But, omne bene, say I ; being of an old 
father's mind, 

Many can braok the weather, that love not 
the wind. 

Dull. You two are book-men : can you tell 
by your wit, * 

What was a month old at Cain’s birth, that *$ 
not five weeks old as yet ? 

Hoi. Dictynna, goodmkn Dull ; Diotynm^ 
goodmaii Dull. 

DtdJL What is Dicfynna ? 



LOV^E’S LABOUR LOST. 


Scene II 


AotrIV. 


Noth, A title to Phcebo, to Luna, to the 
moon. ‘9 

HoL The mobn was a month old when i 
• Adam was no more ; ' 

And raught not to five weeks, when he came *| 
to five-score. 40 

The allusion holds in the exchange. 

Dull. is true indeed : the collusion holds 
in the exchange. 

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity ! I say, the 
allusion holds in the exchange. 

DuU. And I say, the pollusion holds in the 
exchange, for the moon is never but a month 
old ; aiid I say beside, that ^t was a j^ricket 
that the princess killM. 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an ex- 
temporal epitaph on the death of the decrl 
and, to humour the ignoiant, I have ciilFd the 
deer the princess kill’d, a pricket. 52 

Nath. Ferge^ good Master Holofernes, 
^yerge ; so it shall please you to abro- 
gate scurrility. 

Hoi. I will something affect the letter; for 
it argues facility. I 

Tlbe 'pre'gful princess iyieT(^d awl pricT^d a 
pretty pleasing pricket ; 

* Sonie say, a sore ; but not a sore, till nov) 
made sore loith shooting. 

The dogs did yell ; put I to sore, then sored 
jumps from, thicket; 

Or prjicket sore, or else sorel; the people fall 
adwoting. 

If sore he soi^e, them t to sore makes fifty sores ; 
O sore I ! 

Of one sore f an hundred make, by adding hut 
one more 1. eo 

Nath. A rare talent I 

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he 
claws him with a talent. 

Hoi. This is a gift that I have, simple, 
simple ; a foolish extravagant spirit, full of 
forms, figures, shapes, objects, ideas, appi'e- 
hensions, motions, revolutions ! these are 
begot in the ventricle of memory, nourished 
,in the womb of pia nmter, and delivered upon 
the mellowing of occasion. But the gift is 
good in those in whom it is acute, and I am 
thankful for it. 

N(vth. Sir, I praise the Lord for you, and 
so may my parishioners ; for their sons are 
well tutored by; you, and their daughtora 
profit very greatly under you : you * are a 
good member of the commonwealth. 

Hoi. Mehercle I if their sons be ingenious, 
they shall want no instruction; if their 
daughters be capable, I will put it to them. 


But, vir sapit qui pama loquitur. A soul 
feminine saluteth us, 

* JSnter Jaquenetta and Costard. 

Jaq. God give you good morrow, master 
person. 

Hoi. Master person, — quasi i)ers-on. An 
if one should be pierced, which is the one 1 
Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that 
is likest to a hogshead. 

Hoi. Of piercing a liogshead ! a good lustro 
of conceit in a turf of earth ; fire enougli for 
a flint, pearl enough for a swine : ’t is pretty ; 
it is well. 

Jaq. Good master person, be so good as read 
me this letter. It was given me by Costard, 
and sent me from Don Armado : I beseech 
you, read it. 

Hoi. Fauste, precor gelidd quawlo peem 
omne sub umbra Runmint, and so forth. Ah, 
good old Mantuan ! I may speak of thee as 
the traveller doth of Venice : 0:1 

YenetAa, Venelia, 

Chi non ti vede, wm tl jn'etia. 

Old Mantuan 1 old Mantuan ! who undor- 
standeth thee not, loves thee not. — Ut, re, soK 
la, mi, fa . — Under pardon, sir, what are the 
contents ? or, leather, as Horace says in his 
— What, my soul, verses ? 

N/ith. Ay, sir, and very leaa’iied. ‘ 100 
HoL Let me hear a statl‘, a stanza, a verse : 
lege, domim. 

Nath. If Ibve make me forsworn, how shall 
I swear to love ? 

Ah, 'never faith could hold, if not to beauty 
vowed I 

Though to myself forsworn, to thee . 1 'll 
faithful prove ; 

Those thoughts, to me were oaks, to thee like 
osiers bowed. 

Study his bias leaves, and makes his book 
thine eyes. 

Where all those pdeasures live, that art 'woidd 
comprehend : 

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall 
suffice. 

Well learned is that tongue, that icell can 
thee commend ; 

All ignorant that soul, that sees thee vnthout 
wonder ; 

Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts 
admire. 

Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice his 
dreadftd thunder, 

Which, not to anger bent, is music, and 
sweet fire. 
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Act IV, 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


o ♦ 

SCESfE HI. 


Oeleatial as thou a/rt, 0 / love this verba. Away ! the gentles are at their game^ 

wrong y and we will to our recreation. ■ 

That sings heaven* s praise with such an earthly 
tongue ! 


Hoi, You find not the apostrOplies, and so 
miss the accent : lot me supervise the canzonet. 
Hero are only numbers ratified ; but, for the 
elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poesy, 
caret, Ovidius Naso was the man : and 
why, indeed, Naso, but for smelling out the 
odoriferous flowers of fancy, the jerks of in- 
vention? Imitari is nothing, so doth the hound 
his master, the ape his keeper, tlie tired hoi'se 
his rider. But, damosella, virgin, was this 
directed to you ? ra 

Jaq, Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one 
of the strange fpieen’s lords. 

Hoi, I will overglance the superacript. 
“ To the snow-white hand of the most beau- 
teous Lady Bosaliiie.” I will look again on 
the intellect of tlie letter, for the nomination 
of the party writing to the person written 
unto : Your ladyship’s in all desired em- 
ployment, Biuon.” Sir Nathaniel, this Biron 
is one of the votaries with the king ; and 
here he hath framed a letter to a sequent of 
the stranger queen’s, which, accidentally, or 
by the way of progression, hath miscairied. — 
Trip and go, my sweet; deliver this paper 
into the royal hand of the king ; it may con- 
cern much. Stay not thy compliment, 1 
forgive thy duty ; adieu. no 

Jaq, Good Costard, go with me. — Sir, God 
save your life ! 

Cost, Have with thee, my girl. 

\E,cennt Cost, and Jaq. 
Nath, Sir, you have done tliis in the fear 
of God, very religiously; and, as a certain 
father saith, — 

ilol. Sir, tell not me of the father ; I do 
fear colourable colours. But, to return to the 
verses : did they please you. Sir Nathaniel ? 
Nath, Marvellous well for the pen. no 
Hoi, I do dine to-day at the father’s of a 
certain pupil of mine ; where if before repast 
it sliall please you to gratify the table with a 
grace, I will, on my privilege 1 have with the 
parents of the foresaid child or pupil, under- 
take your hen venuto ; where I will prove 
those verses to be very unlearned, neither 
savouring of poetry, wit, nor invention. I 
beseech your society. 

Nath, And thank you too ; for society (saith 
the text)' is the happiness of life. lao 

Hoi, And, certes, the text most infallibly 
concludes it. — [To Dull.] Sir, I do invite 
you too : you shall not say me nay ; pauca 


I Scene III — Another Part of the Same. 

Enter BmoN, with a paper, ^ 

Biron, The king he is h\inti ng the deer ; I 
am coursing myself : they have pitch’d a toil ; 
1 am toiling in a pitcli, — pitch that defiles. 
Defile ! a foul word. Well, sit thee down, 
sorrow ! for so, they say, the fool said, and so 
say I, and I the fool. Well proved, wit 1 By 
the Lord, this love is as mad as Ajax : it kills 
sheep ; it kills me, I a sheep. W ell proved 
again o’ my side ! I will not love ; if 1 do, 
hang me : i’ j^aitli, I will not. O ! but h< r 
eye, — by this light, but for her eye, I would 
not love her ! yes, for her two eyes. Well, I 
do nothing in the world but lie, and lie in my 
throat. By heaven, I do love, and it hath 
taught me to iliynie, and to be melancholy ; 
and here is part of my rhyme, and here my 
melancholy. W(dl, she hath one o’ my sonnets 
already : the clown bore it, the fool sent it, 
and the lady hath it : swjet clown, sweeter 
fool, sweetest lady ! By the world, I would 
not care a pin if the other three were iii. 
Here comes one with a paper : God give him 
grace to groan ! up into a tree. 

Enter the King, with a paper^ 

King, Ay me ! 

Biron, [Aside.^ Shot, by heaven ! — Proceed, 
sweet Cuj)id : tliou hast thump’d* him with 
thy bird-bolt under the left pap. — In faith, 
secrets ! — 

King, [Reads,^ So sv)eet a kiss the golden sun 
gives not 

To those fresh morning drops upon the rose^ 
As thy eycheaniSy when their fresh rays have 
smote 

The night of dew tltat on my cheeks dotmx 
flows : 

Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright 
Through the transparent bosom of the deepy 
As doth thy face through tears of mhie give 
light ; «> 

Thou, shin'st in every tear that I do weep : 
No drop but as a coach doth carry thecy 
So ridest thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the tears that swell in me. 

And they thy glory through my grief wUl 
show : 

But do not love thyselj; then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glcLsseSy and still make me weep* 
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0 queen of que&i^s, hovj far dost thou ejccel^ 

No tJtO'itght can wink^ nor tong\ie of morinl telL 

Plow shall she know iny griefs ? I ’ll drop the 
paper 

Sweet leaves, sliadc folly. Who is lie comes 
lierc h [Stc2)ft aside. 

Enter Lonoaville, mith a jyaper. 

[Aside.'] What, Loiigaville ! and reading ! 
listen, ear. 

Biron. Now, in thy likeness, one 

more fool app(‘ar ! 

Lorn/. Ay me ! J am forsworn. 

Biron. [Aside.] Why, he conies in like a 
perjure, wearing papers. 

King. In love, I ho}ie : sweet 

fellowshij) in shame ! 

Biron. One drunkard loves anothei* 

of the name. 

Long. Am 1 the first that have been j^cr- 
jur’d so i 

Biron. I could put thee in comfort : 

not l)y two that T know. 

Thou mak’st the triumviry, tlie corner-cap of 
society. 

The shape of Lover’s Tyburn, that hangs up 
simplicity. m 

Lo'i^. I fear these stubborn lines lack 
]K)wer to move. 

O sweet Maria, em])ress of my love ! 

These iinmber.s will I tear, and write in ])rose. 

Biron. [Aside.] O ! rhymes are guards on 

^ wanton Cupid’s hose : 

Disfigure not his sloi). 

Long. This same shall go. 

, [lie reads the sonnet. 

Did not the heavenlg rhetoric of thim eye, 

^(Liinst whom, the world cannot hold argu- 
ment, 

Persuade my heart to this false perjury I 

Vows for thee broke deserve 'not imnishment. 

A woman I forswore ; but f will 'fn'ove, oi 

Thou being a. goddess, J forswore not thee : 

My vow was earthly, thou a> heavenly love ; 

Thy grace, being gahCd, cures all disgrace 
in me. 

Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is : 

Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth 
dost shine, 

ExhaVst this vapour vow ; in thee it is: 

If broken, then, it is no fault of mine. 

If by me broke. What fool is not so wise. 

To lose an oath, to win a paradise 1 to 

Biron. [Aside.] This is the liver-vein, which 
makes flesh a deity ; 

A green goose, a goddess : pure, pure idolatry. 

195 


God amend us, God amend! we are much 
out o’ the way. 

Enter Dumaine, 'witlt a patter. 

Lmig., By whom shall I send this? — Com- 
}>aiiy ! stay. aside. 

Biron. [Aside.] All hid, all liid; an old. 
infant ])lay. 

Like a demi-god here sit I in tlie sky, 

And wretched fools’ secrets heedful ly o’er-eyo. 

More sacks to the mill 1 () heaven.s-l 1 have 
my wisl 

Dumaine transform’d : four woodcocks in a 
Rsh ! 

Duni. O most divine Kate 

Biron. O most profane coxcomh ! 

Dam. By heaven, tlie wonder of a moi'tal 
eye! 

Biron. By earth, she is but cor- 

poral ; til ere you lie. 

Dum. Her amber hairs for foul have 
amber cottnl. 

Biron. An amber-col on r'd raven 

was well noted. 

Dvm. As upright as the cedar. 

Biron. 8too]i, I say : 

Her shoulder is with child. 

Dam. As fair as day. 

Biron. Ay, as some days ; but 

then 1 X 0 sun must shine. 

Dnm. O, that I liad my wish ! 

Long. r.bv/oV.l And 1 liad mine ! 

King. And i mine to<i, good Lord ! 

Biron. [d.yiV/ei.] Amen, so I had mine. Is 
not that a good word ? »i 

Dnm. J would forget lier; hut a fever slie 

Reigns in my blood, and will remember’d be. 

Biron. [Aside.] A fever in your blood? 
why, then incision 

Would let her out in saucei*s : sweet mis- 
prision ! 

Dum. Once more I ’ll rexul the ode that I 
hiive writ. 

Biron. [A.nde.] Once more I ’ll mark how 
love can vaiy wit. 

Dum. On a day, akwk the day ! 

Love, whjose month is ever May, 

Bpied a blossom, passing fair, loo 
Playing in the wanton air : 

Through the velvet leaves the wind. 

All unsee'it, \gan passage find ; 

That the lover, sick to death, 

Wish'd himself tfw heaven's breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow; 
Air, 'woidd I might triumph so! 

But alack ! my hand is sworn, 

Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn: 
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VoWy alack ! for youth unmeet^ no 
Youth so apt to pluck a siveeL 
Do not call it sin in » 

IViat I am forsicornfor thse ; 

Thotbfor whom Jove would sio^ar 
Juno but an Ethiop were ; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love. 

This will I send, and souiothing else more 
pltiin, 

Tlmfc shall (‘xpi-csa iny true love’s fasting i)ain. 
O, Vould tlie king, Biron, and Longavillo, 120 
Were lovers too ! Ill, to example ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe a perjur’d note; 
For none olfeiid, whore all alike do dote. 

Lo7ig. \Advancing.'] llumaiiio, thy love is 
far from charity, 

That in love’s grief desir’st society : 

You may look pale, but I should blush, I 
know, 

To be o’orheard, and taken napping so. 

King, YAdvancing."\ Come, sir, you blush ; 
as Jiis your case is such ; 

You chide at him, offending twice as much .* 
You do not love Maria ; Longjiville iw» 

Did never sonnet for her sake compile, 

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bosom, to keep dowii his heart. 

I liave been closely shrouded in this bush, 
And mark’d you both, and for you both did 
blush, 

I heard your guilty iliymes, observ’d your 
fashioji, 

Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your 
passion : 

Ay me ! says one ; O .Jove ! the other cries ; 
One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other’s 
eyes : 

[7’o Long.] You would for paradise break 
faith and troth ; no 

[To Dumaine.] And Jove for your love 
would infringe an oath. 

What will Biron say, when that he shall hear 
Faith infringed, which such zeal did swear ? 
How will he scorn ! how will he spend his 
wit ! 

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it 1 
For all the wealth that ever I did see, 

I would not have him know so much by me. 

Biron, Now step I forth to whip hyj) 0 - 
crisy. — [Descends from the tree. 
Ah, good my liege, I pray thee, pardon me ; 
Good heart ! what grace hast thou, thus to 
reprove * iso 

These wornia for loving, that art most in 
love] 

Your eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears 


There is no certain princess tjliat appears : 
You ’ll not be perjur’d, ’t is a hateful thing : 
Tush ! none but minstrels like of sonneting. 
But are you not asharn’d ] nay, are you not, 
All three of you, to be thus much o’ershot ? 
You found his moth , the king your moth 
did see ; 

But I a beam do find in each of three. 

O ! what a scene of foolery have I seen, loo 
Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen 1 

0 mo ! with what strict patience have I sat. 
To see a king transformed to a gnat ! 

To see great Hercules whipping a gig,. 

And profound Solomon timing a jig, 

And Nestor play at pusli-iiin with the boys, 
And critic Timon laugli at idle toys ! 

Where lies thy grief] 01 tell me, good 
Dumaine : 

And, gentle Longavillo, where lies thy pam ? 
And where my liege’s ] all about the 
breast ; — ^ 

A caudle, ho ! 

King, Too bitter is thy jest. 

Are we betray’d thus to thy over-view ? 
Biron. Not you to me, but I betray’d by 
you : ^ ^ 

I, tluit am honest ; I, that hold it sin 
To break the vow I am engag^.d in ; 

1 am betray’d, by keeping company 
With men like you, men of inconstancy. 
When shall you see me write a thing in 

rhyme? 

Or groan for Joan? or spend a minute’s time 
In pinming me ? When shall you hear that I 
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 

A gait, a state, a brow, a bi’efist, ' a waist, 

A leg, a limb ? — 

Kim/, Soft ! Whither away so fast ? 

A true man, or a thief, that gallops so ? 

Biron, I ))ost from love; good lover, let 
me go. 

Enter J aquenetta and Costard. 

Jaq, God bless the king ! 

King, What present hast thou there ? 
Cost, Some certain treason. 

Khig, What makes treason here ? 

Cost, Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 

King, If it mar nothing neither. 

The treason and you go in peace away to- 
gether. 

Jaq, I beseech your grace, let this Iptter 
be read : • ’ " 

Our person misdoubts it ; it was treason, he 
said. 

King, Biron, read it over. 

[Biron reads the letien 

Where hadst thou it ? 
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Jaq, Of Cosl^ jrd. 

Whed/hadst thou it ? 

Cost, Of Dun Adnimadio, Dun Adrainadio, 

^in(/. How now ! what is in you ? why 
dost thou tear it ? 

Biron, A toy, ray liege, a toy : your gi*ace 
needs not fear it. 

Long, It did move him to passion, and 
^ therefore let ’s hear it. 

Dim-, \Pickin(j up the pitcos.^ It is Hiron’s 
writing, and here is his name. -jh* 

Biron, [To OosTAUO.] Ah, you whoi'esoi 
logger-liead ! you were born to dp me 
shame. - 

Guilty, ray lord, guilty ! I confes.s, I confess. 

King, What ? 

Biron, That you three fools lilck’d me, fool, 
to make .u]) the mess ; 

He, he, and you, and you, my liege, and I, 
Are pick-purs(?s in love, and we deserve to die. 

0 ! disrnif.s this audience, and I shall tell you 
more. 

Bum, Now the number is even. 

Biron. True, true ; \vc are four. — 

Will these turtles bo gone ? 

King. Hence, sirs ; away ! 

Cost, Walk aside the true folk, and let the 
traitor.s stay. 210 

\Emnnt Costard and Jaqttenetta. 

Biron, Sweet lords, sweet lovers, 0 1 let 
us orabracc. 

As true* wo are, as flesh and blood can be : 

The sea will ebb and flow, lieaven show his 
face ; 

Young blood doth not obey an old deerce : 

We cannot cross the cause wliy we arc born ) 
Therefore, of all hands must we be forsworn. 

King. What, did these rent lines show 
some love of thine ? 

Biron. Did they? (pioth you. Who sees 
the heavenly Rosaline, 

That, like a rude and savage man of Inde, 

At the first opening of the gorgeous cast, 220 
Bows not his vassal head, and, stricken blind, 
Kisses the base ground with obedient breast 1 
What peremptoiy, eagle-sighted eye 
Dares look* upon the heaven of her brow, 

That is not blindbd by her majesty ? 

King, What zeal, what fury hath inspir’d 
thee now ? 

^My love, her mistress, is a gi*aciou8 moon. 

She an attending star, scarce seen a light. 

Biron. My eyes ai'e 'then no eyes, nor I 
Biron. 

0 1 but for my love, day would turn to night. 
Of all complexions the cull’d sovereignty m 
Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek ; 

Where several worthies make one dignity, 

W 


Where nothing wants that want itself' doth 
seek. 

Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues, — 
Fie, painted rhetoric ! O 1 slic needs it not : 
To things of sale a seller’s praise belongs;. 
She i>a8ses praise ; then praise too short doth 
blot. 

A wither’d hermit, flve-score winters worn, • 
Might shako off fifty, looking in lier eye ; sjo 
B eauty doth varnish age, as if new-born, 

And gives the crutch the cradle’s infancy. 

O ! ’t is the sun, that maketh all things sliine \ 

King. By heaven, thy love is black as 
ebony. 

Biron, Is ebony like her ? O wood divine ! 
A wife of such wood were felicity. 

O ! who can give an oath i where is a book ? 
That I may swear beauty doth beauty lack, 

If that she learn not of her eye to look : 

No face is fair, that is not full so black. 2 m 

King. O paimlox ! Black is the badge of 
hell, 

The hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night; 
And beauty’s crest becomes tJie heavens well. 

Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling 
spirits of light. 

0 ! if in black my lady’s brow.s b(.> deck’d, 

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hair, 
Should ravish dotei's with a false aspect ; 

And therefore is she born to make black fair. 
Her flxvour turns the fashion of the days ; 

For native blood is counted ])ainting now, iw 
And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise. 
Paints itself bhick, to iinitatci her brow. 

Bum. To look like her are chimney* 
sweepers black. 

Long. And since her time are colliers 
counted bright. 

King, And Ethiops of their sweet com- 
plexion crack. 

Bum, Dark needs no candles now, for dark 
is light. 

Biron. Your mistresses dare never come in 
rain. 

For fear their colours should be wash’d away. 

King. ’Twere good, yours did ; for, sir, to 
tell you plain, 

1 ’ll find a fairer face not wash’d to-day. • ito 

Biron. I’ll prove her fair, or talk till 
doomsday here. 

King. No devil will fright thee then so 
much as she. 

Bum. I never knew man hold vile stuff so 
dear. 

Long. \Shotmng his shoe.] Look, hei*e ’ll thy 
love : my foot and her face see. 

Biron. O ! if the streets were paved with 
thine eyes, 
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Her feet were much too dainty for sucli tread. 
Diim. O vile ! then, as she goes, what up- 
ward lies « 

The streets should see, as she walk’d over- 
head. 

King. But what of this I Arc we not all 
hi love 1 

^ Biron. O ! notliing so sure ; and thereby 
all forswoj*n. 

King, Then leave this chat : and, good 
Biron, now proven 

Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 
Dnni, Ay, niai-ry, there ; some flattery for 
this evil. 

Long. O ! some authority how to proceed ; 
Some tricks, .some (juillets, how to cheat the 
devil. 

J)nn/. Some sah'(} for perjury. 

Biron. O ! ’tis more than need. — 

Have at you then, affection ’.s men-at-arms : 
Consider, what you first did swear unto,— 

To fa.st, — to study, — and to see no woman : 
Flat treason ’gainst the kingly state of youth. 
Say, can you hist? your stomachs are too 
young, * ->1 

And abstinence engenders maladies. ■ 

And where that you have vow’d to study, 
lords, 

In tliat eacli of you have forsworn his book, 
Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon 
look I 

For when would you, my lord, or you, or you, 
Have found the ground of study’s excellence, 
Without the beauty of a woman’s face 1 
From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive : 
They are the gi’ound, the books, the aca- 
demes, .VH> 

From whence <loth spring the true Prome- 
thean fire. 

Why, universal jdoilding prisons up 
The nimble spirits in the arteries, 

As motion, and long-during action, tires 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller. • 

Now, for. not looking on a woman’s face, j 
You have in that forsworn the use of eyes, ; 
And study too, the causer of your vow ; | 

For where is any author in the Avoi-ld, 

Teaches such beauty as a woman’s eye ? si 
Learning is but an adjunct to ouraelf, 

And wliere we are, our learning likewise is ; 
Then, when ourselves we see in ladies’ eyes, 

Do we not likewise see our learning there? 

O ! we have made a vow to study, lords. 

And in that vow we have forsworn our books : 
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, | 
In leaden contemplation have found out j 
Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes | 
Of beauty’s tutors have enrich’d you with ? j 


Other slow arts entircdy keep^tho brain, aui 
And tlierefoj e, finding barrel/ practisers. 
Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil ; 
But love, first learned in a lady’s eyes, 

Live.s not alone immured in the brain. 

But, with the motioiKOi all elements. 

Courses as swift as thought in every power, 
And gives to every power a double power, 
Above their functions and their olllces. 

It adds a ])recious seeing to tlie eye ; • sao 

A lover s eyes will gaze an eagle hliiid ; 

A lover’s car will hear the lowest sound, 
When the suspicious head of theft is stopp’d ; 
Love’s feeling is more soft, and sensible. 

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails : 
Love’s tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in 
taste « 

For valour, is not Love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperidcs ? 

Subtle as Sphinx ; as sweet, and musical, 

As bright Apollo s lute, strung with his hair ; 
And, when Love speaks, the ^ oice of all the 
[>ds 

Make heaven drowsy with the harmony. 

I Never durst ]>oet touch a ]ien to write, 

I Until his ink were tem|)er’d with Love’s 
sighs ; 

O ! then his lines would ravish savage ears, 
And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

Fi*om women’s eyes this doctrine I deiive : 
They sparkle still the right Promethean fire 
j They are the books, the arts, the acaflemes. 
That show, contain, and nourish all the 
world ; 

Else none at all in aught proves excellent. 
Then, fools you were the.se woiiien to for- 
swear, 

Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove 
fools. 

For wisdom’s sake, a word that all men love, 
Or for love’s sake, a woi’d that loves all men, 
Or for men’s sake, the authors of these women, 
Or women’s sake, by whom we men are men, 
Let us once lo.se our oaths, to find ourselves, 
Or else we lose ourselves, to keep our oaths. 

It is religion to be thus foraworn ; seo 

For chaiity itself fulfils the law ; 

And who can sever love from charity ? 

King, Saint Cupid, then ! and, soldiers, to 
the field 1 

Biron. Advance your standards, and upon 
them, lords ! , • 

Pell-mell, down with them 1 but be first 
adyis’d. 

In conflict that you get the sun of them. 

Long. Now to plain-dealing : lay these 
glozes by. 

Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France? 



Act V. 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


Scene L 


Khig, And yr^n them too : therefore, let us 
devise 

Some entertainilient for them in their tents. 

Biron. First, from the park let us conduct 
them thither ; 371 

Then, homeward, evev^ man attach the hand 
Of his fair mistress. In the afternoon 
We will with some strange i)astime solace 
them. 

Such as the shortness of the time can 
shape ; 

For revels, dances, masks, and meriy houi-s, 


AC 

Scene I. — Another Part of the Same. 

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, and 
Dull. 

HoL Satis quad svfjicAL 

Nath. I praise God for you, sir : your 
reasons at dinner liave been sharp and sen- 
tentious ; pleasant without scurrility, witty 
without affection, audacious without inipu- 
dency, learned witliout opinion, and strange 
without heresy. 1 did converse this qnondxwi 
(lay with a companion of the king’s, who is 
intituled, nominated, or called, Don Adriano 
de Armado, 

HoL Novilmnimm tanqwim te: his humour 
is lofty, ,liis discourse peremptory, his tongue 
filed, his eye ambitious, his gait inajestical, 
and his general behaviour vain, ridiculous, 
and thi’asonical. He is too picked, too spruce, 
too affected, too odd, as it were, too peregri- 
nate, as I may call it. 

Nath, A most singular and choice epithet. 

\Drair8 out his table-hook. 

Hoi. He draweth out the thread of his 
verbosity finer than the stajde of his argu- 
ment. I abhor such fanatical phantasms, 
such insociable and point-device companions ; 
such rackers of orthography, as to speak 
dout, fine, when he should say doubt; det, 
when he should pronounce debt, — d, e, b, t, 
not d, e, t j he clepeth a calf, caulf ; half, 
haulf 'y neighbour vocatur nebour ; neigh ab- | 
breviated ne. This is abhominable (which he 
would call abomuiable), it insinuateth me of 
insanie : ne intelligiSy dominel to make frantic, 
4unatic. 

Nath. Lana i>eOy hone intelligo. 

Hoi. Bone ? — horn for hene: Priacian a little 
Bcmtch’d ; ’t will serve. si 

Enter Armado, Moth, and Costard. 

. Nath. Videam qiiia venit ? 


Forerun fair Love, strewing her way with 
flowers. 

,, King. Awayy away ! no time shall be 
omitted. 

That will be time, and may hy us be fitted. 

Biron. Alio as ! AUons ! — Sow’d cockle 
reap’d no corn ; aao 

And justice always whirls in equal measure : 

Light wenches may prove jilagues to men 
forsworn ; 

If so, our copper buys no better treasure. 

[Exeunt. 


V. 

Hoi, Video, et gaudeo. 

Arm. [jTo Moth.] Chirrali ! 

Hoi. Quare chirrali, not sirrah ? 

Arm. Men of ])eace, well encounterM. 

Hoi. Most military sir, salutation. 

Moth. They have been at a great feast of 
languages, and stolen the scraps. * sif 

Cost. O ! they have lived long on the alms- 
basket of words. I marvel thy master hath 
not eaten thee for a word ; for thou art not 
I so long by the head as houorijicahilitudini- 
I tatibus : thou art easier swallowed than a 
! flap-dragon. 

Moth. Peace ! the peal begins. 

Arm. [7b Hol.] Monsieur, are you not 
letter’d 1 

Moth. Yes, yes, he teaches boys the horn- 
book. — What is a, b, spelt backward with the 
horn on his head ] 

Hol. Ba, p'oeritia, with a horn added. «> 

Aloth. Ba ! most silly shee]>, with a horn. — 
You hear his learning. 

Hol. Quia, quia, thou consonant ? 

Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you 
repeat them ; or the fifth, if I. 

Hol. I will repeat them ; — a, e, i. 

Moth. The sheep : the other two concludes 
it; — o, u. 

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of tlie Medi- 
terranean, a sweet touch, a quick venow of 
wit ! snip, snap, quick and home : it rejoiceth 
my intellect ; true wit ! 

Moth. Offer’d by a child to an old man; 
which is wit-old. 

Hol. What is the figure 'I what is the 
figure] 

Moth. Homs. 

Hol. Thou disputest like an infant: go, 
whip thy gig. 

Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, 
and I will whip about your infamy circum 
circa. A gig of a cuckold’s horn 1 ; 
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Cost An I had but one penny in the world, 
thou shouldst have it to buy gingerbread. 
Hold, there is the very remuneration I had, 
of thy master, thou halfpenny i)ur8e of wit, 
thou pigeon-egg of discretion. O ! an the 
heavens were so pleased, that thou wert but 
niy bastard, what a joyful father wouldst thou 
make me I Go to ; thou hast it ad dunghill, 
at the Ungers^ ends, as they say. 

» Uol. O ! I smell false Latin ; dunghill for 
ungnem^ 

Arm. Arts-inan, prcpanihula: we will be 
singled from tlic harharous. Do you not 
educate youth at the charge-house on the top 
of the mountain'? so 

HoL Or the hills. 

Arm, At your sweet pleasure, for the 
mountain. 

Hoi. I do, sans question. 

Arm. Sir, it is the king’s most sweet plea- 
sure and aliection, to congratulate the princess 
at her pavilion in tlie posteriors of this, day, 
which the ru5e multitude call the afternoon. 

Hoi. The posterior of the day, most 
generous sir, is liable, congruent, and measur- 
able for the afternoon : the word is well 
cull’d, chose ; sweet and apt> I do assure you, 
sir ; I do assure. w 

Arm. Sii’, the king is a noble gentleman, 
and my familiar, I do assure you, very good 
friend. — For what is inward between us, let 
it pass; — I do Ix^seech thee, remember thy 
courtesy, — 1 beseech thee, apparel thy head ; — 
and among other importunate and most 
serious designs, — and of great import indeed, 
too, — but let that pass ; — for I must tell 
thee, it will please his grace (by the world) 
sometime to lehn upon my poor shoulder, and 
with his royal finger, thus, dally with my 
excrement, with my mustaohio : but, sweet 
heart, let that pass. By the world, I recount 
no fable : some ceitain special honours it 
pleaseth his greatness to impart to Armado, 
a soldier, a man of travel, that hath seen the 
world : but let that pass. — The very all of 
all is, — but, sweet . heart, I do implore 
secrecy, — ^that the king would have me pre- 
sent the princess, sweet chuck, with some 
delightful ostentation, or show, or pageant, 
or antick, or fire-work. Now, understanding 
that the curate and your sweet self are good 
at such ei*uptions, and sudden breaking out 
of mirth, as it were, I have acquainted you 
withal, to the end to crave your assistance. 

Hoi. Sir, you shall present before her the 
Nine Worthies. — Sir Nathaniel, as concern- 
ing some entertainment of time, some show 
in the posterior of this day, to be rendered i 


by our assistance, — at the king’s command, 
and this most gallant, illustiWo, and learned 
gentleman, — before the princess, I say, none 
so fit as to present the Nine Worthies. m 
Hath. ‘ Where will you find men worthy 
enough to present thed 

HoL J oshua, yourself ; myself, or this 
gallant gentleman, Judas Maccabteus; this 
swain (because of his great limb or joint) 
shall pass Pompey the Great ; the page, Her- 
cules. 

Arm. Pardon, sir ; error : he is not quantity 
enough for that Wortliy’s thumb ; he ’S not 
so big as the end of his club. 

Hoi. Shall I have audience ? he shall pre- 
sent Hercules in minority : his enter and exit 
shall be strangling a snake ; and I will have 
an apology for that purpose. 

Moth. An excellent device ! so, if any of 
the audience hiss, you may cry, “ Well done, ' 
Hercules ! now thou crushest thq snake ! ” 
that is the way to make an offence gracious, 
though few have the grace to do it. 

Arrn. For the rest of the Worthies?— - 
Hoi. ' I will j^lay three myself. 

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman ! no 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing ? 

Hoi. We attend. 

Arm. We will liave, if this fadge not, an 
antick. I beseech you, follow. 

Hoi. Via I — Goodman Dull, thou hast 
spoken no word all this while. 

Dull. Nor undei’stood none neither, sir. 

Hoi. Allons I we will employ thee. 

Dull. I’ll make one in a dance, or so; or 
I will 2 )lay 

On the tabor to the Worthies, and let them 
dance the hay. i.w 

Hoi. Most dull, honest Dull. To our 
sport, away ! [Exeunt. 


Scene II. — Another Part of the Same. 
Before the Princess’s Pavilion. 

Enter the Princess, Katharine, Rosaline, 
and Maria. 

Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere 
we depart, 

If fairings come thus plentifully in : 

A lady wall’d about with diamonds ! — 

Look you, what I have from fhe loving king. 
Bos. Madam, came nothing else along with 
that ? 

Prin. Nothing but this ? yes; as much love 
' in rhyme. 

As would be cramm’d up in a sheet of paper. 



Act V. 


Writ on both ^ides the leaf, margin and all, 
That he was fa/n to seal on Cupid’s name. 

Rob, That was the way to make his god* 
head wax ; 

For he hath been five thousand years a boy. 

Kath, Ay, and a sinrewd unhappy gallows 
too. 

Ros, You '11 ne’er be friends with him : he 
kill’d your sister. 

KaJtk, He made her melancholy, sad, and 
heavy ; 

And so she died : had she been light, like 
you, 

Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit, 

8he might have been a grandam ere she died ; 
And so may you, for a light heart lives long. 

Rob, What ’s your dark meii<iiug, mouse, of 
this light word 1 

Kath, A light condition in a beauty dark. 

Rob, We need more light to find your 
meaning out. 21 

Kath, You ’ll mar the light by taking it in 
snuff ; 

Therefore, I ’ll darkly end the argument. 

Rob, Look, what you do, you do it still i’ 
the dark. ' 

Kath, So do not you, for you are a light 
wench. 

Rqb, Indeed, T weigh not you, and there- 
fore light. 

Kath, You weigh me not '? — 0 1 that's you 
care not for mo. 

Rob, Great reason; for, past cure is still 
past care. 

Prin, Well bandied both; a set of wit 
well play’d. 

But, Rosaline, you have a favour too ; ao 
Who sent it ^ and what is it ? 

Rob. I would you knew : 

An if my face were but as fair as youi-s, 

My favour were as great : be witness this. 
Nay, I have verses too, I thank Biron, 

The numbers true ; and, were the numbering 
too, 

I were the fairest goddess on the ground : 

I am compar'd to twenty thousand fairs, 

0 ! he hath drawn my picture in liis letter. 

Prin, Anything like ? 

Rob, Much in the lettei’s, nothing in the 
praise, «) 

Prin, Beauteous as ink : a good Conclusion, 

Kaih, Fair, as a text B in a copy-book. 

Rob. 'Ware pencils ! ho 1 let me not die 
yourMebtor, 

My red dominical, my golden letter ; 

0, that your face were not so full of ,0's I 

Prin, A pox of that jest I and I b^rew 
allsl^wa! 


But, Katharine, what was sent to you from 
fair Dumaine 1 

Kath, Madam, this glove. 

Prin, Did he not send you twain % 

Kath, Yes, madam ; and, moreover, 

Some thousand verses of a faithful lover : w 
A huge translation of hypocrisy, 

Vilely comj)il'd, profouncl simplicity. 

Mar, This, and these pearls to me sent 
Longaville : 

Tlie letter is too long by half a mile. 

Prin, 1 think no less. Dost thou not wish 
. in heart, 

The chain were longer, and the letter short 1 

Mar, Ay, or I would these hands might 
never part. 

Prin. Wo are wise girls to mock our lovers 
so. 

Rob, They aro worse fools to purchase 
mocking so. 

That same Biron I ’ll tortni'e ere I go. «» 
O 1 that I knew he were but in by the week 1 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and 
seek, 

And wait the season, and observe the times, 
And spend his prodigal wits in bootless 
rhymes, 

And shape his service wholly to my bests, 
And make him proud to make me proud that 
jests ! 

So ix)rtent-like would I o’ersway his state, 
That he should be my fool, and I his fate. 

Prin. None are so surely caught, when 
they are catoh’d, 

As wit turn’d fool : folly, in wisdom hatch'd, 
Hath wisdom’s warrant, and the help of 
school, n 

And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Rob, The blood of youth burns not with 
such excess, 

As gravity’s revolt to wantonness. 

Mar, Folly in fools bears not so strong a 
note, 

As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ; 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply. 

To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 

Knter Boyet, 

Prin, Here comes Boyet, and mii'th is in 
his face. 

Boyet, 0 ! I am stabb’d with laughter. 
Whei*e 's her grace ? «> 

Prin, Thy news, Boyet ? 

Boyet, Prepare, madam, prepare! 

Arm, wenches, arm 1 encounter’s mounted are 
Against your peace, love , doth , approach 
disguis'd, 

Ai^ed in arguments : you 'll be surpris'd. /,. 





Act V. 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


Scene II. 


Musterr your wits ; stand iu your own 
defence ; 

Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly 
hence. 

Prin, Saint Denis to Saint Cupid ! What 
are they, 

That charge their breath against us? say, 
scout, say. 

BoyeU Under the cool shade of a sycamore, 
I thought to close mine eyes some half an 
hour, w 

When, lo ! to interrupt my purpos’d rest, 
Towai*d that shade I might behold addrest 
The king and his companions : warily^ 

I stole into a neighbour thicket by. 

And overheard what you shall oveihear ; 

That by-and-by disguis’d they will be here. 
Their henild is a pretty knavish page, 

That well by heart hath conn’d his embassage : 
Action, and accent, did they teach him there ; 

Thus must thou speak, and thus thy body 
bear : ” luo 

And ever and anon they made a doubt, 
Presence majestical would put him out ; 

For,” quoth the king, an angel slialt thou 
see ; 

Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously.” 
The boy replied, ‘‘An angel is not evil ; 

I should have fear’d her, had she been a 
devil.” 

With that all laugh’d, and clapp’d him on 
the shoulder. 

Making the bold wag by their praises boldei\ 
One rubb’d his elbow, thus, and fleer’d, and 
swore, 

A better speech w'as never spoke before ; no 
Another, with his finger and his thumb, 

Cry’d “ Via I we will do ’t, come what will 
come ; ” 

The third he caper’d, and cried, “All goes 
well ; ” 

The fourth turn’d on the toe, and down he 
fell. 

With that, they all did tumble on the 
ground. 

With such a zealous laughter, so profound. 
That in this spleen ridiculous appears. 

To check their folly, passion’s solemn tears. 

Prin, But what, but what, come they to 
visit us ? 

Boyet, They do, they do ; and are apparell’d 
thus, — 130 

Like Muscovites, or Russians : as I guess. 
Their purpose is, to parle, to 00111% and dance; 
And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress; which they’ll 
know 

By.favoui’s seveml which they did bestow. 


Prin, And will they so ? tli,'!) gallants shall 
be task’d ; [ 

For, ladies, we will every one be mask’d. 

And not a man of them shall have the grace. 
Despite of suit, to see a lady’s face. — 

Hold, Rosaline, this faVoiir thou shalt wear. 
And then the king will court thee for his 
dear : isi 

Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me 
thine. 

So shall Biron take me for Rosaline. — 

And change you favours, too ; so shall your 
loves 

Woo contrary, deceiv’d by these removes. 

Bos, Come on then : wear the favours most 
in sight. 

Kath, But fn this changing what is your 
intent ? 

Prm. The effect of my intent is, to cross 
theirs : 

They do it but in mocking meiTiment ; 

And mock for mock is only my intent. 140 
Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook ; and so be mocked withal, 
Upon the next occasion that we meet, 

With visages display’d, to taJk and greet. 

Bos, But shall we dance, if they desire us 
to’t? 

Prin. No ; to the death, we will not move 
a foot : 

Nor to their penn’d speech render v;e no . 
grace ; 

But, while ’tis spoke, each turn away her 
face. 

Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the 
speaker’s heart. 

And quite divorce his memory from his part. 

Prin. Therefore I do it; and, I make no 
doubt, Ml 

The rest will ne’er come in, if he be out. 

There ’s no such sport, as sport by sport o’er- 
thrown ; 

To make theirs ours, and ours none but our 
own : 

So shall we stay, mocking intended game, 

And they, well mock’d, depart away with 
shame. [Trumpets sound within. 

Boyet. The trumpet sounds : be mask’d, 
the maskers come. \T 1 i/e Ladies mask. 

Enter the Kino, BittoN, Lonqaville, and 

Dumaine, in Bussian hahits^.and masked; 

Moth, Musiciatis, and Attendants. 

Moth. “All hail, the richest beauties on 
the earth ! ” 

Boyet Beauties no richer than rich tafifata. 

Moth. “ A holy parcel of the fairest dames, 
[The Bodies tv/rn their backs to him. 
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LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


SCENK IL 


That ever turn’d their — backs— to mortal 
views ! 

Biron. “ The>V eyes,” villain, “ their eyes.” 

Afoth. That ever turn’d their eyes to 
rnoi'tal views ! 

Out”— 

Boyet True ; out,” indeed. 

Moth, ‘‘Out of your favours, heavenly 
spirits, vouchsafe 

Not to behold ” — 

Biron, “ Once to behold,” rogue. 

Moth, “ Once to behold with your sun- 
beamed eyes — with your sun-beamed 
eyes '' — no 

Boytt. They will not answer to that 
epithet ; 

You were best call it daughter-beamed eyes. 

Moth, They do not mark nie, and that 
brings me out. 

Biron, Is tliis your perfectness ? be gone, 
you rogue. 

Eo8, What would these strangers'? know 
their minds, Boyct. 

If they do speak our language, ’t is our will 

That some plain man recount their purposes. 

Know what they would. 

Boyet, What would you with the princess? 

Biron, Nothing but peace, and gentle 
visitation. 

Ros, What would they, say they ? 

Boyet, Nothing but j^eace, and gentle 
visitation. 

Bos, AVhy, that they have ; and bid them 
so be gone. 

Boyet, She says, you have it, and you may | 
bo gone. 

Kiuy, Say to her, we have measur’d many 
miles 

To tread a measure with her on this gmss. 

Boyet, They say, tliat they have measur’d 
many a mile. 

To tread a measure with you on this grass. 

Ros, It is not so. Ask them how many 
inches 

Is in one mile : if they have jiieasur’d many, 

The measure then of one is easily told. iw 

Boyet, If, to come hither, you have 
measur’d miles, 

And many miles, the princess bids you tell, 

How many inches do lill up one mile. 

Biron. Tell lier, we measure them by 
weary steps. ^ 

Boyet, 8he hears herself. 

Ros, How many weary steps, 

Of many weary miles you have o’ergone, 

Are number’d in the travel of one mile ? 

Biron. We number nothing that we spend 
for you ; 


Our duty is so rich, so infinite, 

That we may do it still without accouipt. aoo 

Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face,. 

That Ave, like savages, may wursliip it. 

Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded' 
too. 

Kiny. Blessed are clouds, to do as suck 
clouds do ! 

Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars>^ 
to shine 

(Those clouds removed) \\\m\ our watery 
eyne. 

Ros, O vain petitioner ! beg a greater* 
matter ; 

Thou now request ’st but moonshine in the 
water. 

Kiny. Then, in our measure vouchsafe but 
one change. 

Thou bidd’st me beg ; this begging is not 
sti‘ange. 210 

Ros. Play, music, then ! nay, von must dcr 
it soon. plays. 

Not yet yi — no dance : — tlius change I like the 
moon. 

Kiay, Will you not dance ? How come 
you thus estrang’d ? 

1^08, You took tlie moon at full, but now 
she ’s changed. 

Kiny, Yet still she is the moon, and I the 
man. 

Yet music plays : vouchsafe sotue motion to it. 

Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it. 

Kiny, But your logs should do it., 

Ros. Since you are strangers, and come 
here by chance, 

We ’ll not be nice : take hands : — we will not 
dance. 

Kiny. Why take we liaiids then ? 

. Ros. Only to part friends. — 

Court’sy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ' 
ends. ‘-21 

Kiny. More measure of this measure : he 
not nice. 

Ros. We can afford no more at such a jn-icc. 

Kiny. Prize you yourselves ? What buys, 
your company ? 

Ros. Your absence only. 

Kiny, That can never l>e. 

Ros, Then cannot we he. lx)ught ; and so 
adieii. 

Twice to your visor, and half once to you ! 

Kiny, If you deny to dance, let’s hold 
more chat. 

Ros. In private then. 

Kiny, I am best }>leas’d with that. 

[1^/iey converse apart. 

Biron, White-handed mistress, one sweet 
word with thee. . » sso 
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Prin, Honey, and milk, and sugar ; there 
are three. 

Biron. Nay then, two troys, (an if you 
grow so nice) ’ 

Motheglin, woi’t, and malmsey, — Well run, 
dice ! 

There ’s half a dozen sweets. 

Prin, Seventh sweet, adieu. 

Since you can cog, I '11 play no more with you. 

BiroUn One word in secret. 

Prin, Let it not be sweet. 

Bironn. Thou griev’st my gall. 

Pvin» Gall i bittesr. 

Biron. Therefore meet. 

[Thaif converse ajHirt. 

J)itm. Will you vouchsafe with me to 
change a word ? 

Mar, Name it. 

Bum. Fair lady, — 

Mar. Say you so 1 Fair lord, — 

Take that for your fair lady. 

Bum. Please it you, tw 

As much in private, and 1 *11 bid adieu. 

['fhey converse apart. 

Kath. Wliat, was yom* visor made without 
a tongue ? 

Long. I know the reason, lady, why you 
ask.’ 

Kath. O, for your rea.soii ! quickly, sir ; I 
long. 

Long. You have a double tongue within 
your mask, 

And would afford my speechless visor half. 

Kath. Veal, quoth the DiitchmaiL — Is not 
veal a calf? 

Long. A calf, fair lady ? 

Kath. No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let 's part the woid. 

Kath. No, I ’ll not be your half '; 

Take all, and Avean it : it may jirovo an ox. 

Long. Look, how you butt yourself in these 
sharp mocks. 251 

Will you give horns, chaste lady ? do not so. 

Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns 
do grow. 

Long. One word in private with you, ere 
I die. 

Kath. Bleat softly then : the butcher hears 
you cry. \J^^hey converse a])art. 

Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are 
as keen 

As is the razor’s edge invisible, 

Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen ; 
Above the sense of sense, so sensible 
Beemeth their conference ; their conceits have 
wings 

Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, 

* swifter things. 


Bos, Not one word more, my maids : break 
off, break off. l 

Biron. By heaven, all dry-/beaten with pure * 
scoff ! 

King. Farewell, mad wenches : you have 
simple wits. 

\Eoc&\v)it Lords, Moth, Music, 
and Attendants. 

Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Musco- 
vites. — 

Are those the breed of wits so wonder’d at? 

Boyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet 
breaths puff’d out. 

Bos. Well-liking wits they have;* gross, 
gross ; fat, fat. 

Prill. O poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout ! 

Will they not, think you, hang themselves 
to-ni^it, 270 

Or ever, but in visors, show their faces ? f 

This pert Biron was out of countenance quite. 

Bos. O ! they were all in lameubible ca.se8 ! 

The king was weeping-ripe fur a good word. 

Prin. Biron did swear himself out of all 
suit. 

Mar. Dumaine was at my service, and his 
sword : 

Kb pomt, quoth I ; my servant straight was 
mute. 

Kath. Lord Longaville said, I came o’er 
his heart ; 

And trow you, what he call’d me 7 

Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 

KaXh. Yes, in good faith. 

Prin, Go, sickness as thou art ! 

Bos. Well, better wits have worn plain 
statute-caps. - 

But will you liear? the king is my love 
sworn. 

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith 
to me. 

Kath. And Longaville was for my service 
born. 

Mar. Dumaine is mine, as sure as bark on 
‘tree. 

Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give 
ear. 

Immediately they will again be here 

In their own shapes ; for it can never be, 

They will digest this harsh indignity. 

Prin. Will they return ? 

Boyet. They will, they will, God knows ; 

And leap for joj^, though they are lame with 
blows : 

Therefore, change favours; and, when they 
repair, 

Blow like sweet roses in this summer air, 

Prin. How blow ? how blow ? speak to be 
understood. 


. /rii 
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Boyet, Fair ladies, mask’d, are roses in their 
bud : 

'Dismask’d, theh| damask sweet commixture 
shown, 

Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown. 

Frin, Avaunt, perplexity 1 What shall we 
do, 

If they return in their own shapes to woo 1* 

Mob, Good madam, if by me you ’ll be ad- 
vis’d, ajo 

Let ’s mock tliem still, as well known, as 
disguis’d. 

Let us complain to them what fools were liere, 
Disguib’d like Muscovites, in shapeless gear ; 
And wonder, what they were, and to what 
end 

Their shallow shows, and prologue vilely 
penn’d, 

And their rough carriage so ridiculous, 

Should be presented at our tent to us. 

Boyet Ladies, withdraw’ ; the gallants are 
at l and. 

Frin, Whip to our tents, as roes run over 
land. 

[Exeunt Prin., Ros., Kath., ami Mar. 

Enter the King, Btron, Lonoaville, and 
Dumaine, m their iwoyer habits, 

Kiny, Fair sir, God save you ! Where is 
the i)rincess 1 sio 

Boyet Gone to her tent. Please it your 
majesty, 

Command me ajiy service to her thither ? 

Kiny, That she vouchsafe me audience for 
one word. 

Boyet I ydll ; and so will she, I know, my 
lord. [Exit 

Biron, This fellow jJecks up wit, as pigeons 
peas, 

And utters it again wlien God doth please. 
He is wit’s jHidlai’, and retells his wares 
At wakes, and wassails, meetings, markets, 
fairs ; 

And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with such 
show. 820 

This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve ; 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve. 

He can carve too, and lisp : why, this is he, 
That kiss’d away his hand in courtesy ; 

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice, 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms : nay, he can sing 
A mean most meanly, and, in ushering, 

Mend him who can : the fadies call him, 
sweet ; 

stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his 
feet, 830 


This is the dower that smiles on every one, 
To show his teeth as white as whales-bone ; 
And consciences, that will not die in debt, 
Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet. 

Ki'ng, A blister on his sweet tongue, with 
my heart. 

That put Armado’s page out of his part ! 

Enter the Princess, mhrred by Boyet j 

Rosaline, Maria, Katharine, mid At- 
tendants. 

Biron, See where it comes ! — Behaviour, 
what wert tliou, 

Till this man show’d thee ] and what art thou 
now] 

Kiny, All hail, sweet inadani, and fair time 
of day ! 

Frin, Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I con- 
ceive. 

Kiny. Construe my speeches bc^tter, if you 
may. 

Frhi, Then wish me better : 1 will give 
you leave*. 

Kiny, We ctinw to visit you, and ptiq^ose 
now 

To lead you to our court ; vouchsafe it tlieii. 

Frm, This hold shall hold me, and so hold 
your vow : 

Nor God, nor 1, delights in perjur’d men. 

A^ny, Rebuke mo not for that which you 
provoke ; 

The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 

J^rin. You nickname virtue ; vice you 
should have spoke ; 

For virtue’s oflice never breaks men’s truth. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure S5i 
As the unsullied lily, I protest, 

A world of torments though I should endure, 
I would not yield to be your house's guest ; 
So much I hate a breaking cause to l>e 
Of heavenly oaths, vow’d with integrity. 

Kiny, O ! you have liv’d in desolation here, 
Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame. 

F 7 dn, Not so, my lord ; it is not so, I 
swear : 

We have had pastimes here, and pleasant 
game. 

A mess of Russians left us but of late. 

A^ifiy, How, madam] Russians] 

Frin, Ay, in truth, my loixl ; 

Trim gallants, full of courtsliij), and of state. 

Bos. Madam, speak true. — It is not so, my 
lord : 

My lady (to the manner of the days) 

In courtesy gives undeserving praise. 

We four, indeed, confronted were with four 
In Russian habit : here they stay’d an hour, 
And talk’d apace ; and in that hour, my lord, 



Act V, 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


Scene IT. 


They did not bless us with one lia])py word. 

I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, » 7 i 
When they iire thirsty, fools would fain have 
drink. 

Biron, This jest is dry to me.— Fair, gentle 
sweet, 

Your wit makes wise things foolish : when we 
greet, 

.With eyes beat seeing, heaven’s fiery eye. 

By light we lose light : your capacity 
Is of tliat nature, that to your huge store 
Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but 
poor. 

J{o8, Til is proves you wise and rich, for in 

Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty, nftt* 

Bos, But that you take what doth to you 
belong. 

It Avere a fault to snatch words from my 
tongue. 

Biron, (> ! 1 am yours, and all that I 
po.ssess. 

Jio8, All the fool mine 1 

Biroii. I cannot give you less. 

7iW. Whicli of the visoi-s was it that you 
wore ? 

liiron. Where'? when? what visor? why 
demand you this? 

R(w. There, then, that visor; that sujx 5 r- 
fiuouH ca.s€*, 

That hid the worse, and showM the better face. 

Kimj, We are de, scried : they’ll mock us 
now downright. 

l)nni. Let us confes.s, and turn it to a jest. 

Prin, Amaz’d, my lord ? Why looks your 
highness s:id ? m 

Bos. .Help ! hoM his brows ! he ’ll swoond. 
Why look you pale ? — 

Sea-sick, I think, coming from^ Muscovy. 

Biron. Thus pour the stars down jdagues 
for perjury. 

Can any face of brass hold longer out ? — 

Here stand I, lady ; dart thy skill at me ; 
Bruise me with scorn, confound me 'wdth a 
flout ; . 

Thrust thy sliai’p wit quite through my igno- 
rance ; 

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 

And I will wish thee never more to dance, 400 
Nor never more in Russian habit wait. 

O ! never will I trust to speeches penn’d, 

Nor to the motion of a school-boy’s tongue ; 
Nor never come in visor to my friend ; 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper’.s song ; 
Tafiata phrases, silken terms precise, 
Three-pil’d hyperboles, spruce affectation, 
Figures pedantical^ these summer-flies 
Have blown me full of maggot ostentation. 


I do forswear them ; and I here protest, 410 
By this white glove, (how. white the hand^ 
God knows) j 

Henceforth my wooing mind shall be ex- 
jiress’d 

In nisset yeas, and l^nest kersey noes : 

And, to begin, — wench, so God help me, la L 
My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw.. 

Bos. Sans sans, I pray you. 

Biron. Yet I have a trick 

Of the old rage : — bear with me, I am sick ; 

I ’ll leave it by degrees. Soft ! let us see : — 
Write Lord have mercy on us” on those- 
three ; 

They are infected, in their hearts it liej? ; 420 

They have the plague, and caught it of your 
eyes : 

These lords *are visited ; you are not free, 

For the Lord’s token.s on you do I see. 

Prin. No, they are free that gave these 
tokens to us. 

Biron. Our states are forfeit : ^eek not to- 
undo ns. 

Bos. It is not so. For how can this be^ 
true, 

That you stand forfeit, being tliose that sue ? 

Biron. Peace ! for 1 will not have to do- 
with you. 

Bos. Nor shall not, if T do as I intend. 

Biron. Si>eak for yourselves : my wit is at 
an end. 4;«) 

King. Teach us, sweet madam, fou our rude 
transgi’ession 
8omo fair excuse. 

Prin. The fairest is confession. 

Were you not hero, but even no'V, disguis’d ? 

King, Madam, I was. 

Prin, And were you well advis’d T 

King. I was, fair madam. 

Prin. When you then were here,. 

What did you whisper in your lady’s ear ? 

King. That more than all the world I did 
respect her. 

Prin. .When she shall challenge this, you 
will reject her. 

King. Upon mine honour, no. 

Prm. Peace ! peace ! forbear 

Your oath once broke, you force not to for- 
swear. 440 

King. Despise me, when I break this oath 
of mine. 

Prin. I will; and therefore keqj it. — 
Rosaline, ' 

What did the Russian whisper in your ear? 

Bos. Madam, he swore, that he did liold 
^ me dear 

As precious eyesight, and did value me 
Above this world ; adding thereto, moreover, 
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That he would wed me, or else die my lover. 

Prin, God give thee joy of him ! the noble 
lord ^ 

Most honourably doth uphold his word. 

King» What mean you, madam 1 by my 
life, my troth, , 450 

I never swore this lady such an oath. 

Ro8, By heaven, you did ; and to confirm 
it plain, 

You gave me this : but take it, sir, again. 

King. My faith, and this, the princess I 
did give : 

I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 

Frih. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she 
wear ; 

And Lord Biron, I thank him, is my dear. — 
What ! will you have me, or your pearl 
again 1 

Biron, Neither of either ; I remit both 
twain. — 

I see the trick on ’t : — here was a consent, m 
Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 

To dash it like a Christmas comedy. 

Some caiTy-tale, some please-rnan, .some slight 
zany, 

Some inumble-neAys, some trencher-knight, 
some Dick, 

That smiles his cheek in years, and knows the 
trick 

To make my lady laugh when she ’s disjx)sM, 
Told our intents before ; which once disclosM, 
The ladies did change favours, and then we. 
Following the signs, woo’d but the sign of she. 
Now, to our perjury to add more terror, 4-0 
We are again forsworn, — in will, and eiTor. 
Much upon this it is ; — [to Boyet] and might 
not you 

Forestall our spoi*t, to make us thus untinie 1 
Do not you know my lady’s foot by the squire. 
And laugh upon the aj)plo of her eye 1 
And stand between her back, sir, and the fire, 
Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? 

You put our page out : go, you are allow’d ; 
Die when you will, a smock shall be your 
shroud. 

You leer upon me, do you 1 there ’s an eye. 
Wounds like a leaden sword. isi 

Boyet, Full merrily 

Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 

Bwon, Lo, he is tilting straight ! Peace ! 
I have done. 

Enter Costard. 

Welcome, pure wit 1 thou partest a fair fray. 

Goat, O Lord, sir, they would know, 
Whether the three Worthies shall come in, 
or no. 

Biron, What, are there but throe ? 


Coat, No, sir ; but it is vara fine. 

For every one pursents three. 

Biron. And tl)i*ee times tlndce is nine. 
Coat. Not so, sir; under correction, sir, I 
hope, it is not so. 

You cannot beg us, sir, I can assui'e you, sir; 

we know what we know : 400 

I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir, — 

Biron. Is not nine. 

Coat. Under correction, sir, we know wliere- 
untii it doth amount. 

Biron. By Jove, I always took three tlirees 
for nine. 

Coat. O Lord ! sir, it were pity you should 
get your living by reckoning, sir. 

Biron. How much is it I 
Cost. O Lord ! .sir, the parties themselves, 
the actor.s, sir, will .show wliereuntil it doth 
amount : for mine own part, I am, as they 
say, but to perfect one man in one poor man, 
— Pompion the Great, sir. sui 

JHron. Art thou one of the Worthies? 

Cost. It pleased them to think me worthy 
of Pompion tlie Great : for mine own part, I 
know not tlie degree of tlie Woi’thy, but I am 
to stand for him. 

Biron. Go, bid them 2 )repare. 

Coat, Wo will turn it finely off, sir : we will 
take some care. \^Exit. 

King. Biron, they will shame us ; let them 
not ap23roach. 

Biron, We are shame-proof, my lord; and 
’t is some i>olicy 

To have one .show worse than the king’s and 
Ills company. 510 

King. I say, they shall not come. 

Frin. Nay, my good lord, let me o’ernile 
you now. 

Tliat sport be.st pleases, that doth least know 
how : 

Where zeal strives to content, and the con- 
tents 

Die in the zeal of them which it presents. 
Their form confounded makes most form in 
mirth ; 

When gi’eat things labouring perish in their 
birth. 

Biron. A right descrij^tion of our sport, 
my lord. 

Enter Armado. , 

Arm, Anointed, I implore so much ex- 
pense of thy royal sweet breath, as will utter 
a brace of words. sao 

[Armado converses with the Kino, and 
delivers a paper to him. 
Frin. Doth this man serve God ? 

Biron, Why ask you? 
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Prin, He speaks not like a man. of God's 
making. 

Arm, That 's all one, my fair, sweet, honey 
monarch ; for, I protest, the schoolmaster i6 
exceeding fantastical ; too, too vain; too, too 
vain : but we will put it, as tliey say, to 
fortumt, della tjuerra. I wish you the peace 
of mind, most, royal couplemcnt ! [Exit^ 

Khig, Here is like to be a good presence 
of Worthies. He presents Hector of Troy ; 
the swain, Pompoy the Great; the parish 
curate, Alexander ; Arinado’s page, Hercules; 
the pedant, Judas Maccabeus. 53a 

And if these four Worthies in their first show 
thrive. 

These four will change habits, and present 
the other five. 

Bir&ti. There is live in the first show. 

King, You are deceived, ’t is not so. 

Biron, The pedant, the braggart, the hedge- 
pHest, tlie fool, and the boy : — 

Abate throw at novum, and the whole world 
again 

Cannot pick out five such, take each one in 
liis vein. ^ 

King. The ship is under sail, and here she 
comes amain. 

Enter Costard armedyfor Pompey. 

Cost. ‘‘ I Poinpey am,’' — 

Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 

Cost. “ I Pompey am," — 

Boyet, With libbard's head 011 knee. 

Biron. Well said, old mocker : I must 
needs be friends with thee. 

Cost. “I Pompey am, Pompey surnam'd 
the Big," — 

Dum. The Great, 

Cost. It is “Great," sir; — “Pompey sur- 
named the Great ; 

That oft in field, with targe and shield, did 
make my foe to sweat : 

And travelling along this coast, I hero am 
come by chance, 

And lay ' my arms before the legs of this 
sweet lass of France." sso 

If your ladyship would say, “ Thanks, Pom- 
pey," I had done. 

Pri/n, Great thanks, great Pompey. 

Cost. *T is not so much worth ; but I hope, 

I was perfect. 1 made a little fault in 
“ Great." 

Biron. My hat to a halfiDcnny, Pompey 
proves the best Worthy. 

Enter Sir Nathaniel armed, for Alexander. 

Nath. “ When in the world I liv'd, I was 
the world's commander ; 


By east, wesf^ north, aiid south, I spread my 
conquering might : . 

My 'scutcheon i)lain dcclai^*es, that I am 
Alisaiider." : 

Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not> 
for it stands tojj right. 

Biron, Your nose smells, no, in this, most 
tender-smelling knight. sm 

Prin. The conqueror is dismay’d. Proceed, 
good Alexander. 

Kath, “ When in the world I liv’d, I was 
the world's commander ; " — 

Boyet, Most true ; 't is right ; you were so, 
Alisaiider. 

Biron, Pompey the Great, — 

Cost. Your servant, and Costard. 

Biron. Take away tlie conqueror, take 
away ?^lisander. 

Cost. [To Nath.] O ! sir, you have oveiv 
thrown Alisaiider the conqueror. You will 
be scraped out of the painted cloth for this : 
your lion, that holds his poll-axe sitting on a 
close-stool, will be given to Ajax : he will be 
the ninth Worthy. A conqueror, and afeard 
to speak ? run away for shame, Alisander. 
[Nath. retires.'\ There, an 't shall jilease you: 
a foolish mild man ; an honest man, look you, 
and soon dash'd ! He is a marvellous ntigh^. 
hour, faith, and a very good bowler ; but, for 
Alisander, alas 1 you see, how 't is;— a little 
o'erparted. — But there are Worthies a-coming 
will speak their mind in some other sort. 

Prin. Stand aside, good Pompoy. ' sso 

♦ 

Enter Holofernes anmd^for Judas, and 
Moth armed, for Hercules. 

IIol. “ Great Hercules is presented by this 
imp, 

Whose club kill'd Cerberus, that three-headed 
canns ; 

And, when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp. 
Thus did ho strangle serpents in his nuinus. 
Quoniavh he seetueth in minority, 

Ergo I come with this apology." 

Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish. — 

“ Judas I am,” — 

Dum. A Judas ! 

IIol. Not Iscariot, sir. — 

“ Judas I am, ycleped Maccabaeus,” 

Dum. Judas Maccabaeus dipt, is plain 
Judas. 

Biron. A kissing traitor. — How art thou 
pixiv'd J udas ? 

Hoi. “ J udas I am,” — 

Dum. The more shame for you, Judas. 

Ho\. Wliat mean you, sii* ? 

Boyet. To make Judas hang himself. 

Hoi. Begin, sir; yoq are my elder. 
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Birm, Well follow’d : Judan was lumged 
on an elder. 

HoL I will not I>e put out of countenance. 
Biron, Becaus^ thou hast no face. eoi 
HoL What is this 1 
B&ifti, A cittern-heatj. 

Bum, The head of a hodkin. 

Biraa, A death’s-face in a ring. 

Lifng, The face of an old Roma f coin, scai*co 
seen. 

Boyet, Tlie pummel of Ciesar’s falchion. 
Bimi, The earvM-hoiu^ Dice on a flask. 
Biro^c, St. George’s half-check in a brooch. 

Ay, and in a brooch of lea<l. <!i<) 
Biron. Ay, and worn in the (jap of a tooth- 
drawer. 

And now, forward ; for ^ve liave put time in 
countenance. 

HoL You have jmt me out of countenance. 
Biron, False : we have given tJiee faces. 
JfoL But you have out-fac’d them all. 
Biron, An thou wert a lion, we woiihl do so. 
Bo'j/et, Tlieniforc, as he is an ass, let him 
go. 

And so adieu, sweet Jude ! nay, why dost 
thou stay 1 

Bum, For the latter end of Ins name. 

, Biron, For the ass to tlie Jude] give it 
him : — J ud-as, away. 

Hoi. This is not generous, not gentle, not 
humble. 

BoyeL A. light for Monsieur Judas! it 
grows dark, he may stumble. 

Brin. Alas, }X)or Maccabams, how hath he 
l>een baited ! 

Enter Akmado (irnied, for Hector, 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles : here 
comes Hector in arms. 

Bum, Thoug.’i my mocks come home by 
me, I will now be merry. 

King, Hector was but a Trojan in respect 
of this. 

BoyeJt, But is this Hector ^ 

King, I think Hector was not so clean- 
timber’d. *tm 

Long, His leg is too big for Hector’s. 

Bum, More calf, ceitain. 

Boyei, No ; he is best indued in the small. 
Biron, This cjannot be Hector. 

Bmn, He ’s a god or a painter ; for he 
makes facea 

Arm, ** The armi]X)tent Mars, of lances the 
almighty, 

Gave Hector a gift,” — 

Bum, A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron, A lemon. 

JLong, Stuck with cloves. 64o 

10 


B'um, No, cloven. 

Arm, Peace ! 

The arinipoteut Mars, of lances the almighty, 
Gdve Hector a gift, the heir of 11 ion ; 

A man so breath’d, that certain he would 
flght ye, 

From morn till night, out of his pavilion. 

I am that flower,” — 

Bum, That mint. 

Jjo'ng, That columbine. 

Arm, Sweet Lonl Loiigavillc, rein thy 
tongue. 

Long. I must rather give it the rein, for it 
runs against Hector. 

Bu7n, Ay, and Hector ’s a greyhouncL 

Artpi, The sweet war-man is dead and rot- 
tcui : .sweet chucks, beat not the hones of tlie 
luirmd ; when he breathed, he was a man. — 
But I will forward with my device. Sweet 
royalty, bestow on me the sense of hearing. 

[Biron whiepem Costard. 

Brin, Sj>eak, brave HtM;tor : we are riincb 
delighted. 

Arm. 1 do jidore thy sweet grace’s slij)]x;r. 

Boyet. Loves her by the foot. 

Bum. H(i may not by the yard. 

Arm, ** This Hector far surmounted Han- 
nibal,”— 

Cost, The party is gone: fellow Hector, 
she is gone ; she is two months on her way. 

Arm, What meanest thou % 

Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest 
Trojan, the jioor wench is ca.st away : she ’s 
(piiick ; the child brags in her belly already : 
’t is yours. 

Arm. Dost thou iiifamonise me among 
l>otentjites ? Thou shalt die. 

Cost. Then shall Hector be whii)p’d for 
Jaquenetta that is quick by him, and bang’d 
for Pompey that is dead by him. or 2 

Bmn. Most i*are Pompey 1 

Boyet, Renowned Pompey ! 

Biron, Greater than great, gi’eat, great, 
gi’eat Pompey I Pompey the Huge ! 

Bum. Hector trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is moved. — More Ates, 
more At6s ! stir them on J stir tliem on ! 

Bimi. Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man’s blocxl 
in ’s belly than will sup a flea. 

Arm, By the north pole, I do challenge 
th^. 

Cost, I will not fight with a pole, like a 
northern man : I ’ll slash ; I *11 do it by the 
sword. — I pray you, let me borrow my anus 
again. 

Bum, Room for the incensed Worthies ! 
Cost, I *11 do it in my shirt. 
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Dim. Most resolute PomT>oy ' 

Moth, Master, let me U. o you a button* 
]jole lower. 

Do you not see, Pompey is uncasing for tfie 
combat i 

What meanyoul you will lose your I'eputation. 

A7*m, Gentlemen, and soldiers, pardon me; 
I will not combat in my sliii-t. 

/)um. You may not deny it : Pompey hath 
made the challenge. 

Amt, Sweet bloods, 1 both may and will. 
Bi/ron. What reason have you for ’t ? 

Ami. The naked truth of it is, I have no 
shirt. I go woolward foi* penance. 700 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoin’d him in 
Rome for want of linen ; since wlien, I ’ll be 
sworn, he wore none but adishcloutof Jatpie- 
netta’s, and that ho wears next his heart for 
a favour. 

Enter Moiisienr Meiioade, a MeHScnyer. 

Mer. God save you, madam. 

Prin. Welcome, Mercado, 

But that thou interrupt’st our merriment. 
Mer, I am sorry, madam ; for the news I 
bring 

Is hojivy in my tongue. — The king your 
father — 

Prin. Dead, for my life ! 710 

Mer. Even so : my tale is told. 

Bi/ron. Worthi(?s, away I Tlie scene begins 
to cloud. 

Arm. For mine own i)art, I bi-cathe free 
breath. I have seen the <lay of wrong through 
the little hole of discretion, and 1 will right 
myself like a soldier. [Eaxunt Worthies. 
Kiny. How fares your majesty 1 
Prin. Boyet, prepare : I will away to-night. 
Kimj. Madam, not so ; I do beseech you, 
stay. 

Prin. Prepare, I say. -I thank you, 
gracious lords, 

ITor all your fair endeavours ; and entreat, ra) 
Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom to excuse, or hide, 

The liberal opposition of our spirits : 

If over-boldly we have borne oui-solvas 
In the converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it. Farewell, worthy lord ! 

A heavy heart bears not a humble tongue. 
Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain’d. 

King. The extreme part of time extremely 
forms 7 m 

All causes to the purpose of his 8 f)oed ; 

And often, at his veiy loose, decides 
That which long process could not arbitrate : 
And though the mourning bpow of progeny 


Forbid the smiling courtesy of love 
The holy suit which fain it would convince ; 
Yet, since love’s argument was first on foot, 
Let not the cloud of sorro^ justle it 
From what it purpos’d ; since, to wail friends 
lost, 

Is not by mucli so wholesome, profitable, 740 
As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 
Prin. I undei-staiid you not : my griefs are 
dull. 

Bi/rou. Honest plain words best pierce the 
ear of grief ; 

And by these Imdges undei’stand the king. 
For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 
Play’d foul play witli our oaths. Your beauty, 
ladies, 

Hath much deform’d us, fashioning our 
hunfburs 

Even to the opposed end of our intents ; 

And what in us hath seem’d ridiculous, — 

As love is full of unbefitting strains ; rso 
All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ; 
Form’d by the oyc, and, tlieroforo, like the eye, 
Full of strjuigc sliai)es, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying in subjects, as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance : 

Which i>arty-coatecl presence of loose love 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes; . 
Have misbecom’d our oaths and gravities, 
Thase heavenly eyes, tliat look into these 
faults, 

Suggested us to make. Therefore, Vidies, too 
O ur love being yours, the error 'that love 
makes 

Is likewise yours ; we to ourselves prove 
false, .* 

By being once false, for ever to be time 
To tliose tliat make us both, — fair ladies, 
you : 

And ev(m that falsehood, in itself a sin, 

Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace. 

Pin7i. We have receiv’d your letters lull of 
love ; 

Your favoiim, the ambassadors of love ; 

And, in our maiden coujicil, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy, 770 
As bombast, and as lining to the time. 

But more devout than this, in our respects, 
Have we not been ; and therefore met youf 
loves 

In their own fashion, like a merriment 
Dmi, Our lettei’s, madam, show’d much 
more than jest. * 

Long, So did our looks. 

Ro8, We did not cote them 80 « 

King. Now, at. the latest minute of the 
hour, 

Grant us your loves. 
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P7*m, A time, metliiftks, too short 

To make a world-without-end bargain in. 

Ko, no, my Icrd, your grace is perjur’d 
much, 

Full of dear guiltiness ; and tlierefore this. — 
If for my love (as tliere is no sucli cause) 

You will do auglit, this shall you do for me : 
Your oath I will not trust • but go with 
speCvl 

To some forlorn an<l naked hermitage, 
Remote from all the pleasures of the world ; 
There stay, until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning. 
If this austere insociable life 
Change not your otfer made in heat of bloo<l ; 
If frosts, and hists, hard lotlging, and thin 
weeds, roi 

Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love, 

Ihit that it beai* this trial, and last love ; 
'fhen, at the expiration of the year, 

Come challenge me, challenge me by thes(j 
deserts, 

And by this vii’gin palm, now kissing thine, 

I will be thine ; and, till that instant, shut 
My wofiil self up in a mourning house, 
Raining the tears of lamentation 
For the remembrance of my father’s death, 

■ if this thou do deny, let our hands part : 
Neither intitlod in the other’s heart. 

If this, or more than this, I would 
deny, 

To flatter up these powei’s of mine with rest, 
The siuhlen hand of death close up mine eye. 
Hence ever then iny heart is in thy breast. 

Biron, And what to me, my lovel and 
what to me 1 

Ro8, You must be purged too, your sins 
are rank : 

You are attaint wdth faults and perjury ; 
Therefore, if you my favour mean to get, mo 
A twelvemonth shall you si^end, and never 
rest, 

But seek the weary beds of people sick. 

Dum, But what to me, my love ? but what 
to mel 

KatJu A wife ! — A beard, fair health, and 
honesty ; 

With three-fold love I wish you all these 
three. 

Dum* O ! shall I say, I thank you, gentle 
wifel 

Kat/i. Not so, my lord. A twelvemonth 
and a da^ 

I *11 mark no words that smooth-fac’d wooers 
say ; 

Come when the king doth to my lady come ; 
I^hen, if I have much love, I’ll give you 
some. 


Bum, I’ll serve thee true and faithfully 
till then. 

Kath, Yet swear not, h'st you be forsworn 
again. 

Lang, What says ]\Iai ia i 

Mar, At the twolvci«onth*s end, 

I’ll change my black gown for a faithful 
frieiid.^ 

Lomj, I ’ll stay with patience ] but the time 
is long. 

Ma7\ The likor you ; few taller are so 
young. 

Uirau. Studies my latly ? mistrt^ss, look on 
me. 

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 
What humble suit attends thy answer there ; 
Impose some service on me for thy love. 63i> 

ko8. Oft have I heard of you, my Lord 
Biron, 

Befoi'e I saw you, and the world’s large 
tongue 

Proclaims you for a man replete wdth mocks ; 
Full of com])arjsonB and wounding flouts. 
Which you on all estatcis will execute, 

That lie within the mercy of your wit : 

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful 
brain, 

And, therewithal, to win me, if you please, 
Without the which I am not to be won, 

You shall this twelvemonth t<u‘m, from day 
to day, S4(> 

Visit the speecliless sick, and still convei'se 
With groaning wi-ctches ; and your task shall 
l.)e, 

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit, 

To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Birou, To move wild laughter in the throat 
of death ? 

Tt cannot be ; it is imjx>ssible : 

Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Iio8, Why, that ’s the way to choke a gibing 
spiiit, 

Whose influence is begot of that loose grace 
Which shallow laughing hearers give to 
fools. ^ 

A jest’s prosperity lies in the ear ‘ 

Cf him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if sickly ears, 
Deafd with the clamours of their own dear 
groans. 

Will hear your idle scorns, continue then, 

And I will have you, and that fault withal; 
But, if they will not, throw away that spirit, 
And I shall find you empty of that fault, 
Right joyful of your I’eformation. 

BiroTu A twelvemonth well, befall what 
will befall, ^ 

I *11 jest a twelvemonth iix an hospital. 



SCBNE II. 


ActV.* - LOVEl’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


iVm. \To KlKCt«| Ay, sweet my loi-d : 
^ tmd so I take my leave. 

King. No, madam \ we will bring you oie 
your way; 

Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an 
old play ; 

Jiick hath not Jill : these ladies’ ^urtosy 
Might well have made our sjioi-t a comedy. 
King. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth 
and a day, 

And then ’t will end. 

Biron. That ’s too long for a play. 

Enter Armado. 

Arm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me, — 
Priu. Was not that 1 lector \ 

Dtun. The worthy knight of Troy. 

Arm. I will kiss thy myal finger, and take 
leave. I am a votary : f have vowed to 
Jaqueuetta to hold the plough for her sweet 
love three years. But, most esteemed gi*eat> 
neas, will you hear the dialogue that the two 
learned men have compiled in praise of the 
owl and the cuckoo ? it should have follow<‘d 
in the end of our show. 

King. Call them forth quickly j we will do 
so. 

Arm. Holla ! approacdi. 

Enter Holofkhxks, Natkaxibl, Moth, 
Costard, and others. 

This side is Hiems, Winter, this Ver, the 
Spring ; the one maintained by the owl, the 
other by the cuckoo. Ver, begin. 

SON<^. 

S p K 1 N c;. 

I. 

When daisies pied^ and violets blue, 

And ladg-smocke all sUver-vdiitey 
, And cnckoo-hnds of yello to h-tte, 

Do yaint the meadoios with delight 


The cnekoo tlwn, on overy tree, 

Mocks n/uMrrml m^i,for thus sings he, 

Cnckoo ; I wo 

Cuckoo, c^teJeoo, — 0 nxyrd^ffear 
U '}ivpleasi)\g to a married ear ! 

\\. 

Wh>en shepherds pipe mi oaten straws, 

A nd merry kirks are plAmghtnen^s clocks, 
WJmi turtles tread, a'ud rooks, ami daws, 
And maidens bleach their summer smocks. 
The cuckoo then, on every tree. 

Mocks ma/i'ried men, for thus sings he, 
Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, - 0 ivord of feur, ooo 

/ ' npleasing to a warned ear ! 

Winter. 
nr. 

Whoi icicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the shepherd blows his miil, 
And Tom. bears logs into the Jutll, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail. 
When blood is nipp'd, mid um/s be foul, 
Then night/g sings the staring owl, 

To-who ; 

Tu-whit, to’who, a merry note. 

While greasy Joan doth herd the pot. oto 

IV. 

When all aloud th^. wind doth blow. 

And coughing drowns tlm imrsdrls saw, 
And birds sU brooding in the snow. 

And Mwrian's nose looks red and raw. 
When roasted crabs hiss in the howl, 

Then nightly sings the stuidng owl, 

To- who : 

Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note., 

While greasy Jocm doth keel the pot. 

Arm. The words of Mercury are harsh 
after the songs of Apollo. Y<ou, that way ; 
we, this way. [Exeunt. 
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DILI J/A TIS PERSON Jt 


Escalus, Prince of Vero^m, 

1*AR18, a yomuj Nobleman, Kiunman to th 
Prince. 

Montague, I Heads of two Houses, at variance 
(‘apulet, I with each other. 

P^ncle to Capulet. 

Romeo, Son to MontayiLP. 

Mercutio, Kinsman to thr. Prince, and Friend, 
to Pomco. 


Benvolio, Nephew to Mania yne, and Frk'nd 
to Pomeo. 

Tybalt, Ncpimo to Jjady Captdet. 

Khiar Laurence, a FramciscAu. 

Ertar John, of tite same Order. 

Balthasar, Servayd to Romeo. 

SoRY, } 


Peter, amdher Servant to Capvht. 
Abram, Servant to Montayue. 

An Apothecary. 

Three. Musiciam, 

( diorns. 

Hoy : Paije to Paris ; an Oficer. 


Lady Montague, Wife to Montague. 
Lady Capulet, Wife to CapnleL 
Juliet, Daughter to Cajnikt. 

Nurse to Juliet. 


Citizens of Verona; male and female Relations 
to both Houses ; Masters, (j (fords, Watch- 
men, and Attendanis. 


SCENE — During tlie greater part of the Play, in Verona: once, in 
the Fifth Act, at Mantua. 


PROLCXUI E. 

Enter Chorus. 


Two households, both alike in dignity, 

In fair Verona, wliere we lay our scene, 
From ancient grudge break to now mutiny, 
Where civil blood makes civil hands un- 
clean. 

Prom forth the fatal loins of those two foes 
A pair of star-cross^ lovers take their life ; 
Whose misadventur’d piteous overthrows 
Do with their death bury their parents’ strife. 


The fearful passage of their death-mark*d 
love. 

And the continuance of tlieir parents’ rage, 
Which, but their children’s end, nought could 
remove, u 

Is now the two hours’ traffic of our stage ; 
The which if you with patient eai’s attiuid, 
Wliat here shall miss, our toil shall strive to 
mend. [Exit, 


ACT 1. 


Scene I. — A Public Place. 

Enter Sampson and Gregory, armed mih 
swords and buMers. 

Sam. Gregory, on my word, we’ll not carry 
coals. f 

Ore. No, for then we should be colliers. 

Sam. I mean, an we be in choler, we ’ll 
dra\x. 

Ore. Ay, while you live, draw your neck 
out o’ the collar. 


Sam. I strike quickly, being moved. 

Ore. But thou art not quickly moved to 
strike. 

Sam. A dog^of the house of Montague 
moves me. 

Ore. To move is to stir, and to be valiant 
is to stand ; therefore, if thou art moy;ed, thou 
runn’st away. 

Smi. A dog of tliat house shall move me 
to stand. I will take the wall of any inan 
or maid of Montague’s. 

213 
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Scene 1. 


Gre, That shows thee a weak ; for the 
weakest goes to the wall. 

Sam. 'T is true ; aiid therefore women, bein^ 
the weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the 
wall : — therefore I will pusli Montaguo\s 
men from the wall, and thi ust his maids to 
the wall. 

Ore. Tlie quarrel is Ijetwecm our masters, 
and us their men. 

Sam. Tis all one, I will show myself a 
tyrant : when I have fought with the men, T 
will be cruel with the maids ; I will cut ofl‘ 
their heads. 

Gre. The heads of the maids ? »» 

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their 
maidenheads; tak() it in what sense thou wilt. 

Gre. They must take it in sense, that feel 
it. I 

Sam. Me they sliall feel, while I am able 
to stand ; and, ’t is known, I am a pretty piece 
of flesh. 

Gre. ^ is well, thou art not fish ; if thou 
hadst, thou hadst been poor John. Draw 
thy tool; here comes of the house of the 
Montagues. j 

£tUer Abram and Balthasar. 

Sa7n. My naked weapon is out : quarrel, 1 
will back thee. 40 

Gre. How ! turn thy back, and run 1 
Sam. Fear me not. 

Gre. No, marry : I fear thee ! 

Sam, Let us take the law of our sides : let 
them begin. 

Gre. I will frown as I pass by, and let them 
take it as they list. 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my 
thumb at them ; which is a dLsgiace to them, 
if they bear it. 

Do you bite your thumb at us, sir 1 so 
Sam, I do bite my thumb, sir. 

Ahr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sirl 
Sam. Is the law of our side, if I say ay 1 
Gre, No, 

Sam, No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at 
you, sir ; but I bite my thumb, sir. 

Gre. Do you quari'el, sir? 

Ahr, Quarrel, sir ? no, sir. 

Sam. If you do, sir, I am for you ; I serve 
as good a man as you. «> 

Ahr, No better. • 

Sam, Well, sir. 

Enter Benvolio, at a dlatcmce. 

Ore, Say — ^better : here comes one of my 
master’s kinsmen. 

Sam, Yes, better, sir. 

Ahr, You lie. 

2U 


Sain. Dmw, if you be men. — Gregory, re- 
member thy swashing blow. fight. 

Ben. Part, fools ! put up vour swords ; you 
know not what you do. / 70 

\Jieats dowi\ their swords. 

Enter Tybalt. 

Tyh. What ! art thou drawn among thc.se 
heartless hinds 1 

Turn thee, Benvolio ; look upon thy death. 

Ben. 1 do but keep tlie peace : put up thy 
sword. 

Or manage it to part these men with me. 

Tyh. What ! drawn, and talk of peace ? I 
hate the word, 

As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee. 
Have at thee, coward. [Theyjiyht. 

Enter several persons of both Houses, who join 

the fray ; tlven enter Citizens, with clubs. 

1 Cit. Clubs, bills, and partisans ! strike 1 
beat them down ! • 

Down with the Capulets ! down with the 
Montagues ! 

Enter Capulet, in his gown ; and Lady 
Capulet. 

Cap. What noise is this? — Give me m^ 
long sword, ho ! ' »> 

La. Cap. A crutch, a crutch ! — ^Why call 
you for a sword ? 

Cap. My sword, I say ! — Old Mofitague is 
come. 

And flourishes his blade in spite of me. 

Enter Montague and Lady Montague. 

Mon, Thou villain Capulet 1 — Hold me not; 
let me go. 

La. Mon. Thou shalt not stir a foot to seek 
a foe. 

Enter Prince, vnth his Train. 

Prin. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 
Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel, — 
Will they not hear ?— what ho ! you men, you 
b^te. 

That quench the fire of your pernicious I’age 
With purple fountains issuing from your 
veins, — 00 

On pain of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your mistemper’d weapons to the 
ground, 

And hear the sentence of y out moved prince. — 
Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word, 

By thee, old Capulet, and Montague, 

Have thrice disturb’d the quiet of our streets ; 
And made Verona’s ancient citizens 
Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments, 
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To wield old partisans, in hands as old, 
Canker’d with peace, to part your tinker'd 
hate. iw 

If ever you dist^rh our streets again, 

Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time, all the rest depai-t away : 

You, Capulet, shall go along with me ; 

And, Montague, come you tljis afternoon, 

To know our further pleasure a this case, 

To old Free-town, our common judgment-place. 
Once more, on pain of de^ith, all men depart. 

Pkince, and Attendants: Capulet, 
Lady Capulet, Tybalt, Citizens, mui 
t^eroants. 

Mon. Wlio set this ancient (piarrel new 
abroach '] — 

Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began ? 
Ben. Here were the servjmt# of your ad- 
versajy, m 

And yours, close fighting ere I did approach. 

I drew to part them ; in the instant came 
The fieiy Tybalt, with his sword prepar’d ; 
Which, as he breath’d defiance to my ears, 

He swung about his head, and cut the winds, 
Who, nothing hurt withal, hiss’d him in scorn. 
While we were ^interchanging thrusts and 
blows, 

Cam'6 more and more, .and fought on part and 

jmrt. 

Till the prince came, who j)arted cither part. 
La. Mon. O ! where is Romeo *? saw you 
him to-day 1 jsi 

Right glad I am he was not at this fray. 

Bm. Madam, an hour before the worshipp’d 
sun 

Peer’d forth the golden window of the east, 

A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad ; 
Where, underneath the grove of sycamore, 
That westward rooteth from the city’s side, 

So early walking did I see your son. 

Towards him I made ; but he was ’ware of me, 
And stole into the covert of the wood ; w 
I, measuiing his affections by my own, 

Which then most sought, where most might 
not be found, 

Being one too many by my weary self. 
Pursu’d my humour, not pursuing his. 

And gladly shunn’d who gladly fled from me. 
Mon. Many a morning hath he there been 
seen, 

With tears augmenting the fresh morning’s 
dew. 

Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep 
sighs : 

But all so soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the farthest east begin to draw i4o 
The shady curtains from Aurora’s bed, 

Away from light steals home my heavy' son, 


And private in his chamber pens himself j 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight out, 
And makes himself an artificial night. 

Black and portentous must this humour 
prove, 

Unless good counsel may the cause remova 

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the 
cause 1 

Mon. I neither know it, nor can learn of 
him. 

Ben. Have you importun’d him by any 
means ? iw 

Mon. Both by myself, and many other 
friends : 

But he, his own affections’ counsellor, 

Is to himself — 1 will not say, how true — 
But to himself so secret and so close, 

So far from sounding and discovery, 

As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 

Ere he am spread his sweet leaves to the air. 
Or dedicate his l)eaiity to the sun. 

Could we but learn from whence his sorrows 
grow, 

We would as willingly give cure, as know, iw 

Enter Romeo, at a distance. 

Bm. See, whei’f3 he comes : so please you, 
step aside ; 

T ’ll know his grievance, or be much denied. 

Moru I would thou wert so happy by thy 
stay, 

To hear true shrift. — Come, madam, let 's 
away. [E,ceunt Montague and Ijady. 

Ben. Good morrow, cousin. 

Is the day so young 1 

Ben. But new struck nine. 

, Bom. Ah me ! sad hours seem long. 

Wfis that my father that went hence so fast ? 

Be7i. It was. What sadness lengthens 
Romeo’s hours? 

Bom. Not having that, which, having, 
makes them short. 

Ben. In love ? uo 

Bom. Out — 

Ben. Of love ? 

Bom. Out of her favour, where I am in 
love. 

Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle in liis view, 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in pixx)f ! 

Bom. Alas, that love, whose view is 
muffled, still. 

Should without eyes see pathways to his will I 
Where shall we dine ? — O me 1 — What fray 
was here ? 

Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 
Here's much to do with hate, but more with 
love : — 

Why then, O brawling love 1 O loving hate J 
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O anything, of nothing fii'st created ! 

O heavy lightness ! serious vanity ! 

Missliapen chaos of well-seeming forms ! 
Featlier of lead, bright smoke, coM tire, sick 
health ! 

8 till-waking sleep, that is not what it is ! 

This love feel 1 , that feci no love in this. 

Dost thou not laugli ? 

Ben. No, coz, I mther weep. 

Roni, Good heart, at wliat i 
Be)i, At thy good heait’s oi)pi*t^ssioii. 

Rom. Why, such is love’s transgression. — 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast ; loi 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it press’d 
With more of thine : this love, that thou 
hast shown, 

Doth add more grief to too-miudi of mine own. 
Love is a smoke made with the fume of sighs ; 
Being purg’d, a fire sparkling in loA^ers’ eyes ; 
Being vex’d, a sea nourish’d with loveni’ 
tears : 

What is it else i a madness most discreet, 

A choking gall, and a preserving sweet. 
Farewell, my coz. * 

BeAi. 8 oft, I will go along ; 

An if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

Rom. Tut ! I have lost myself ; I am not 
here ; 

liiis is not Romeo, he ’s some other where. 

Ben, Tell me in sadness, who is that you 
love. 

Rom, What ! shall I groan, and tell thee ? 
Ben. Groan 1 why, no ; 

But sadly tell me, who. 

Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his 
will ; 

A word ill urg’d to one that is so ill.— 

In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 

Ben. I aim’d so near, when I suppos’d you 
lov’d. 210 

Rom, A right good mark-man ! And she’s 
fair I love. 

Ben, A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest 
hit. 

Rom. Well, in that hit you miss : she ’ll 
not be hit 

With Cupid’s arrow, — she hath Dian’s wit ; 
And, in strong proof of chastity well arm’d, 
From love’s weak childish bow she lives 
unharm’d. 

She will not stay the si^e of loving terms, 

Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes. 

Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold : 

O I she is rich in beauty ; only poor, 220 
That, when she dies, with beauty dies her 
store. 

Ben, Then she liath sworn, that she will 
still live chaste 1 

210 


R(yni, She hath, and in that sparing makes 
huge waste ; 

For beauty, staiw’d with her severity, 

Cuts beauty off from all pos/erity. 

She is too fair, too wise ; wisely too fair, 

’Fo merit bliss by makpig me despair : 

She hath forsworn to love, and in that vow 
Do I live dead, that live to teU it now, 

Ben. Be rul’d by me ; forget to think of 
her. 2a» 

Rom. O ! teach me how I should forget to 
think. 

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes : 
Examine other beauties. 

Roni. ’T is the way 

To call hers, exquisite, in question more. 
These ha})py masks, that kiss fair ladies’ 
brows. 

Being black, put us in mind they hide the 
fair : 

He that is strucken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost. 
Show me a mistress that is passing fair, 

What doth her beauty serve, but as a note sw 
Where I may read who pass’d that passing 
fair % 

Farewell ; thou canst not teach me to forget. 
Ben. I ’ll pay that doctrine, or else die in 
debt. \Exe'mii. 


Scene II. — A Street. 

Enter Capulet, Paris, ami SeriKCnt. 

Cap. And Montague is bound As well as I, 

In penalty alike ; and ’t is not hard, I think, 

For men so old as we to keep the peace. 

Par. Of honourable reckoning are you 
both ; 

Aiul 7)ity 't is, you liv’d at o<lds so long. 

But now, my lord, what say you to my suit 1 

Cap. But saying o’er what I have said 
before : 

My child is yet a stranger in the world. 

She hath not seen the change of fourteen 
years ; 

Let two more summers wither in their pride, 

Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. u 

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers 
made. 

Cap. And too soon marr’d are those so 
early made. ‘ 

The eaith hath swallow’d all my hopes but 
she, 

She is the hopeful lady of my earth : 

But woo her, gentle Paris, get her hearty 

My will to her consent is but a part ; 
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All she agi-ee, within her scope of choice 
Lies my consent and fair according voice. 
This night I liojcl an ohi -accustom’d hmst, 
Whereto I have^ jnvited many a guest, 

Such as I love ; and you, among the store, 
One more, most welcome, makes my numl>er 
more. 

At my poor house look to behold this night 
Earth-treading stars, tliat^nn. .e dark heaven 
liglit. 

Such comfoi-t, as do lusty ^amiig men feel, 
When well-apparell’d A])ril on tlie lieel 
Of limping winter treads, even such delight 
Among fresli femaJe bads shall you this 
night 

Inherit at my house ; hear all, all see. 

And like her most, whose merit inost shall he : 
Which, on more view of many, mine, being one, 
May stand in nuinbfo*, though in reckoning 
none. 

Come, go with mo. — Go, sirrah, trudge about 
Through fair V^ei’oiia ; hud those persons out, 
Whose names are written tli(u*e a 

and to them say. 

My house ?ind welcome on their pleasure stay. 

[ Kxnunt Oapulet ami Paris. 
*Verr. Find them out, whose names are 
written here ? It is written, that the shoe- 
maker should meddle with his yai’d, and the 
tailor with liis last, the fisher with his pencil, 
and the painter with his nets ; but I am sent 
to find chose persons, whose names are here 
writ, and can never find what names the 
writing person hath hero wiit. I must to 
the learned. — In good time. 

JtJ/itcr Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben. Tut, man ! one fire burns out another's 
burning, 

One pain is lessen’d by another’s angiiish ; 
Turn gi<ldy, and be holp by backward turning ; 
One desperate grief cures with another’s 
languish : 

Take thou some new infection to thy eye, 

And the rank poison of the old will die. m 
R om. Your plantain-leaf is excellent for 
that. 

Ben. For what, I pmy thee 1 

Rom. For your broken shin. 

Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 

Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a 
madman is : 

Shut tip in prisdh, kept without my food, 
Whipp’d, imd tormented, and — Good den, 
good fellow. 

Serv. God gi’ good den. — I pray, sir, can 
you read ? 

Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery. 


Serv. Perhaps you have learn’d it without 
book : but, I pray, can you read anything 
you see i oo 

Rom. Ay, if I know tli(i letters, and the 
language. 

AS'erv. Ye say honestly ; r(*st \'ou merry. 
Rom. Stay, fellow; I can r<nid. [Reads. 
‘‘Signior Martino, and bis wife, and 
daughters: County Ansolrne, and his beau- 
teous sisters; the hidy widow of Vitruvio; 
Signior Placentio, and his lovc‘ly nieces ; 
Mercutio, and his brother Valentine ; iniue 
uncle Capulet, his wift\ and danglitors ; my 
fair niece Rosaline ; Livia ; Signior Valeniio, 
and his cousin Tybalt ; Lucio, and the lively 
Helena.” m 

A fair assembly ; whither should they come 'i 
^erih Up. 

Rtmi. Whither to supper ? 

Serr. To our house. 

Rotn. Whose house 1 

Se-ni. My master’s. / 

Rotn. Imbued, I should have asked yon 
that before. 

Seri\ Now I ’ll tell you without asking. 
My master is the great rich Capulet ; and it* 
you be not of the lionseof Montagues, I pray, 
come and crush a cup of wine. Rest yon 
merry. [Exit, 

Ben. At this same ancient feast of Capulet’s 
Sups the fair Rosaline, whom thou so lov’st, 
With all tlie admired beauties of Verona ; 

Go thither ; and, with un attainted eye, 
Compare her face with some that I shall 
show, 

And I will make thee think thy swan a crow. 
Rmti. When the devout religion of mine 
eye 

Maintains such falschocKl, then turn tears to 
fires ; 

And these, wlio, often drown’d, could never 
die, 

Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars. 

One faiier than my love ! the all-seeing sun 
Ne’er saw her match, ^since first the world 
begun. 

Ben. Tut ! you saw her fair, none else 
being by 

Herself pois’d with herself in either eye ; 

But in that crystal scales, let there be weigh'd 
Your lady’s love against some other maid, 

That I will show you shining at this feast, 
And she shall scant show w'ell, that now ^ 
shows best. 

Rom. I'll go along, no such sight to be 
shown, 10“ 

But to rejoice in splendour of mine own. 

[Exe^int 
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^ y. 

Scene III. — A Boom in Capulet’s House. 
Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse, 

La, C(vp, Nm*se, where ’s iny daughter 
call her forth to me. 

Nurse, Now, by my mjiidonJiead, — at 
twelve year old, — 

I bade her come. — What, lamb ! what, lady- 
bird — 

God forbid ! — where ’s this girl ] — what, 
Juliet ! 

Enter Jm.iET. 

Jul. How now ! who calls i 

Nurse, Your mother. 

Jnl. Madam, I am here. 

What is your will 1 

La. Cap. This is the matter. — Nurse, give 
leave awhile, 

We must talk in secret. — Nurse, come back 
ligain : 

I have remember’d me, thou ’s hear our 
counsel. 

Thou know’st, my daughter ’.s of a pretty 
age. 10 

Nurse, ’Faith, I can tell her age unto an 
hour. 

La, Cap, She ’s not foui’teen. 

Nurse, I ’ll lay fourteen of my teeth, — 
And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have 
but four, — 

She is not fourteen. How long is it now 
To Lammas-tide 1 

La. Cap, A fortnight, and odd days. 

Nurse, Even or odd, of all days in the 
year. 

Come Lammas-evo at night shall she be four- 
teen. 

Busan and she — God rest all Christian 
souls ! — 

Were of an age. — Well, Susan is with God; 
She was too good for me. But, as I said, ao 
On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen ; 
That shall she, marry : I remember it well. 

*T is since the earthquake now eleven years ; 
And she was wean’^ — I never shall forget 
it,— 

Of all the days of the year, ui)on that day ; 
For I had then laid wormwood to my dug. 
Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall : 
My lord and you were then at Mantua. — 
Nay, I do bear a brain : — but, as I said, 
When it did taste the wormwood on the 
nipple ao 

Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool ! 

To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug ! 
Shake, quoth the dove>house ; ’t was no need, 
I trow, 


To bid me trudge. 

And since that time it is eleven years ; 

For then she could stand alone, nay, by the 
rood, Jt 

She could liave run and waddled all about ; 
For even the day before she broke her brow ; 
A.nd then my husband — God he with his soul 
’A was a merry man — took up the child : 

“ Yea,” quoth he. dost thou fall upon thy 
face 1 

Thou wilt fall backward, when thou hast 
more wit ; 

Wilt thou not, Jule l ” and, by my holy-dam, 
The pretty wretch* left crying, and 'said — 
‘‘ Ay.” 

To see now, how a jest shall come about ! 

I wari-aiit, an 1 should live a thousand yeai*s, 
I never shcfahl forgot it : “ Wilt thou not, 
Jule?” quoth he ; 

And, pretty fool, it stinted, and said — “ Ay.” 

La, Cap. Enough of this ; 1 pray thee, hold 
thy peace. 

Nrurse, Yes, madam. Yet I cannot choose 
but laugh, .v» 

To tliink it should leave crying, and say — 
“ Ay : ” 

And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow 
A bump as big as a young cockrel’s stone ; • 
A perilous knock ; and it cried bitterly. 

Yea,” quoth my husband, “fall’st upon thy 
face % 

Thou wilt fall backward, when thouvjom’st to 
age; 

Wilt thou not, Jule 1” it stinted, and said — 
“Ay.” 

Jvl, And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, 
say L 

Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark 
thee to his grace ! 

Thou wast the prettiest babe that e’er I nurs’d . 
An I might live to see thee married once, oi 
I have my wish. 

La. Cap. Marry, that marry is the very 
theme 

I come to talk of. — ^Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to be married ? 

Jul. It is an honour that I dream not of. 

Nttrse. An honour ! were not I thine only 
nurse, 

I would say, thou hadst suck’d wisdom from 
thy teat. 

La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now; 
younger than you, ’ 

Here in Verona, ladies of esteem, 70 

Are made already mothers : by my count, 

I was your mother, much upon these years 
That you are now a maid. Thus then, in 
brief,- 
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Act I. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


ScBJJE IV. 


The valiant Pai’is seeks you for his love. 

Nurse. A man, young lady I lady, such a 
man, 

As all the world— why, he *s a man of wax. 

. La. Cap. Verona’s summer hath not such a 
flower. 

Nv/rse. Nay, lie ’s a flower ; in faitli, a very 
flower. 

La. Cap. What say you ] ( n you love the 
gentleman 1 

This night you shall behold him at our feast : 
Head o’er the volume of young Paris’ face, hi 
A nd find delight writ there with beauty’s i>en ; 
Examine every several lineament, 

And see how one aiiothea* lends content ; 

And what obscur’d in this fair A’olume lies. 
Find written in the margent of his eyes. 

This precious book of love, Liis unbound 
lover. 

To beautify him, only lacks a cover : 

The fish lives in the sea ; and ’t is much pride. 
For fair without the fair within to hide. »> 
That book in many’s eyes doth share the 
gloiy, 

That in gold clasps locks in the golden story : 
So shall you share all that he doth possess, 
By having him, making yourself no less. 

Nurse. No less 1 nay, bigger : women grow 
by rneiL 

La. Cap. Speak briefly, can you like of 
Par^’ love 1 

Jul. I 11 look to like, if looking liking 
move ; 

But no more deep will I endart mine eye. 
Than your consent gives strength to make it 

fly* 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supi>er 
served up, you called, my young lady asked 
for, the nurse cursed in the pantry, and 
everything in extremity. I must hence to 
wait ; I beseech you, follow straight. 

La. Cap. We follow thee. Juliet, the 
county stays. 

Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy 
days. [Exmnt. 


Scene IV. — ^A Street. 

Enter Bomeo, Mercutio, Bbnvolio, with Jwe 
or six Maskers^ Torch-hearerSf and others. 

Soni. What, shall this speech be spoke for 
our excuse. 

Or shall we on without apology ? 

Bm. The date is out of such prolixity 


We ’ll have no Cupid hoodwinked with a scaif, 
Bearing a Tartjir’s painted l)ow ofdath. 
Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper ; 

(Nor no witliout-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prempter, for our entrance :) 

But, let them measure us by wliat they will, 
We’ll measure tliem a measure, and bo gone. 

Eoiti. Give mo a torch : I am not fur this 
ambling ; n 

Being but heavy, I will bear the liglit. 

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must liave 
you dance. 

Mom. Not I, believe me. You have 
dancing shoes, 

With nimble soles ; 1 have a soul of lead, 

So stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 

Me^\ You are a lover : boiTOw CJupid’s 
wings. 

And soar with them above a common bound. 

Eoni. I am too sore eiipierced with his 
shaft, 

To soar with his light feathers ; and so bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch alxive dull woe : 21 

Under love’s heavy burden do I sink. 

Mer. And, to sink in it, should you burden 
love ; 

Too gimt oppression for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is love a tender thing? it is toe 
rough, 

Too rude, too boisterous ; and it pricks like 
thorn. 

Mer. If love be rough with you, l>e rough 
with love : 

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love 
down. — 

Give me a case to put my visage in : 

[Puttinuj mt a mask. 
A visor for a visor 1 — what care I, so 

What curious eye doth quote deformities 1 
Here aie the bectlo-brows shall blush for me. 

Ben. Come, knock, and enter; and no 
sooner in, 

But every man betake him to his legs. 

Rom. A torch for me : let wantons, light 
of heart, 

Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels ; 
For I am proverb’d with a grandsire phrase, — 
I ’ll be a candle-holder, and look on : 

The game was ne’er so fair, and I am done. 

Mer. Tut ! dun ’s the mouse, the constable’s 
own word, ^ 

If thou art dun, we ’ll draw thee from the 
mire 

Of this, save reverence, love, wherein thou 
stick’st 

Up to the ears. — Come, we bum daylight, ha 

Rom. Nay, that ’s not so. 

Mer. I mean, sir, in delay 



Acr T. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene V. 


We waste our lights in vain, like lamps 4)} 
lay. 

Take our good meaning, for our judgment sits 
Five times in that, ere once in our live wits^ 
Rom, And we mean well in going to thii 
mask ; 

But ’t is no wit to go. 

Mer, Why, may one ask ? 

Rom, I dreamt a dream to-night. 

Mer. And so did I. r» 

Rom, Well, what was yours? 

Mer, That droamei’s often lie 

Rom. In bed aslec^p, while they do drean 
tilings true. 

Mer. O ! then, I see, Queen Mab liatl 
been witli you. 

She is the fairies’ midwife ; and she comes 
111 sha{>e no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the forefinger of an alderman, 

Drawn witli a team of little atomies 
Over men s no.ses as they lie asleep : 

Her W{iggon-spok(}s made of long spinnei*s’ 
legs ; 

Tlie (•o\'er, of the wings of grasshoppers ; oo 
The traces, of the smallest spider’s web ; 

Tlie collars, of the moonshine’s watery beams ; 
Her whip, of cricket’s bone ; the lash, of him ; 
Her waggoner, a small grey-coated gnat, 

Not half so big as a round little worm 
Prick’d from the lazy linger of a maid. 

Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut, 

Made by the joiner scpiirrcl, or old grub, 

Time out of mind the fairies’ coach-inakci’s. 
And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovera’ brains, and then they dream 
of love : 71 

O’er courtiers’ knees, that dream on court’sies 
straight : 

O’er lawyers’ fingers, who straight dream on 
fees : i 

O’er ladies’ lips, who straight on kisses dream ; 
Which oft the angry Mab with blistera 
plagues, 

Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted 
are. 

Sometime she gallops o’er a courtier’s nose, 
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit : 
And sometime comes she with a tithe-pig’s tail, 
Tickling a parson’s nose as ’a lies asleep, so 
Then dreams he of another benefice. 

Sometime she driveth o’er a soldier’s neck. 

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades, 

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear, at which he starts, and 
wakes ; 

And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or 
two, 


And sleeps agaiiL This is that very Mab, 
That plats the manes of horses in the night ; 
And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish-hairs, 
Which, once untangled, ^auch misfortune 
iKxles. 01 

This is the hag, wlieii maids lie on their backs, 
That j)resses them, and learns them first to 
boar, 

Making them women of good carriage. 

This is she — 

Rom. Peace, fieace ! Merciitio, peace 1 
Thou talk’st of nothing. 

Mer, True, I talk of dreams. 

Which are the children of an idle brain, 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy ; 

Which is as tliin of substance as the air ; 

And more inconstant than the wind, who 

WOOS KX) 

Even now the frozen bosom of the north, 
And, being anger’d, puffs away from tlience, 
Tuiiiing his face to the dew-dropping south. 
Ren, This wind, you talk of, blows us from 
ourselves ; 

Siipjxjr is done, and we sliall come too late. 
Rom. I fear, too early ; for my mind mis- 
gives, 

Some consequence, yet hanging in the stai\s, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this night’s i*evcls ; and expire the 
term 

Of a despised life, clos’d in my breast, no 
By some vile forfeit of untimely de^h : 

But He, that hath the steerage of ifiy course, 
Direct my sail. — On, lusty gentlemen, 

Ren. Strike, drum. \Exeimt. 


Scene V.—A Hall in Capulet’s House. 

Mimcuim waiting. Enter Servants. 

1 Serv. Where ’s Potpan, that he helps not 
to take away ? he shif t-a-trencher 1 he scrape- 
a-trencher 1 

2 Serv. When good manners shall lie all in 
ne or two men’s hands, and they unwashed 

X)o, ’t is a foul thing. 

1 Serv. Away with the joint-stools, remove 
)he court-cupboard, look to the plate. — Good 
ihou, save me a piece of marchpane ; and, as 
ihou lovest me, let the porter let in Susan 
Grindstone, and Nell. — Antony ! and Potpan I 

2 Serv, Ay, boy ; ready. ‘ n 

1 Serv. You are looked for, and called for, 
sisked for, and sought for, in the great chamber. 

2 Serv. We cannot be here and there too. 
— Cheerly, boys : be brisk awhile, and the 
onger liver take all \They retire behiruL 



Act I. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene V, 


Enter Capulkt, with the Guests, and the 
Maskers. 

Cctip. Weloointi gentlemen ! laxlies, that 
have their toes 

Unplagu^cl with corns, will have a bout witl 
you 

Ah ha, ihy mistresses I ^which of yon all 
Will now deny to dance 1 siio that makes 
dainty, she, 

1 '11 swear, hatli corns. Am T cK)inene4ir you 
nowl 

Welconic, gentlemen ! I have seen the day, 
That I have worn a visor, and could tell 
A whisjxjring tale in a fair lady^s ear. 

Such as would please ’t is gone, 't is gone, 
^t is gone. 

You are welcome, gentlemen ! — Come, musi- 
cians, i)lay. 

A hall ! a Jjall ! give room, and foot it, girls. 

[J/7Wfz*c* and they dance. 

More light, ye kmaves ! and turn the tables 
up. 

And quench tlie lire, the ro<jni is grown too 
hot. — 

Ah ! sirrah, this unlock’ d-for spoi't cxjines 
well. 

Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulct, 

For you and 1 are past our dancing days ; 
How long is ^t now, since last yourself and I 
Were in r maski 

2 Cap. By ’r lady, thirty years. 

Cap, What, man 1 ^t is not so much, ’tis 
not so much. 

’T is since the nuptial of Lucentio, 

Come Pentecost as quickly as it will, 

Some five-and-twenty yeara ; and then we 
mask’d. 

2 Cap, ’T is more, ’t is more : his sou is 
elder, sir ; 

His son is thirty. 

Ca/]y, Will you tell me that I 

His son was but a ward two years ago. 4o 

limn. What lady ’s that, which doth emich 
the hand 

Of yonder knight 1 

Serv, I know not, sir. 

Mmi, O ! she doth teach the torches to 
burn bright. 

Tt seems she hangs upon the cheek of night 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop’s ear ; 

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear ! 

So sliows a sno\/y dove trooping with crows. 
As yonder lady o’er fellows shows. 

The measure done, I ’ll watch her place of 
stand, oo 

And, touching hers, make blessed ray rude 
hand. 


Did my heart love till now? forswear it, 
sight ! 

For I ne’er saw true Ix^auty till this night. 

^ Tyb. This, by his voice, should bo a Mon- 
tague. — 

Fetch me iny lupier, boy. — What ! dares the 
slavci 

Come hither, cover’d with an aiiiick lfu!e, 

To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ‘I 
Now, by the stock and honour of my kin. 

To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 

Cap, VV’^liy, how now, kinsman 'I whetcforc 
storm you so 1 

Tyb, Uncle, this is a Montiiguc, our foe ; 

A villain, that is hither cc^iiie in sj)ite, 

1b scorn at our .solemnity this niglit. 

Cap, Young Romeo is ’t ? 

Tyb. ’T is he, tha.t villain Romeo. 

Cap. Content thee, gentle cox, lot him 
alone : 

Ht‘ IxMii's him like a ]K)rtly gentleman ; 

And, to say truth, Verona brags of liim, 

To be a vii-tuous and wcll-goveru’d youth. 

T would not for the wealth of all this town, 
Here, in my liouse, do him disparagenumt ; to 
Therefoi'e be j>aticnt, take no note of him : 

It is my will ; the which if tliou respect, 

Show a fair presence, and j»ut off these frowns, 
An ill-} )e><ef ‘ini ng semblance for a feast. 

Tyb. It fits, when such a villain is a guest 
I ’ll not ondui-e him. 

Cap. He shall be endur’d ; 

What ! goixlmau boy ! — 1 say, he shall ; — 
go to 

Am I the master here, or you ? go to. 

You’ll not endure him!— God shall mend 
my soul — 

You ’ll make a mutiny among my guests. «•» 
You will set cock-a-hoop ! you ’ll be the man ! 
2'yb. Wliy, nncle, ’t is a shame. 

Ca]). Go to, go to ; 

You arc a saucy boy. — Is ’t so, indeed 1 — 

This trick may chance to scathe you I know 
what. 

You mu.st oontitiry me ! luai-ry, ’t is time.- - 
Well said, niy liearts ! — You are a j)riiicox ; 
go 

Be quiet or — More light, more light ! — Fof 
shame ! 

I ’ll make you quiet What ! — cheerly, my 
hearts ! 

Tyk Patience peiforce with wilful choler 
meeting 

Makes my flesh tremble in their different 
gi’eeting. 

I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall, 

Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. 

[Easit. 
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Act I. 


EOMKO AND JULIET. 


Scene V. 


Rom. [Z'b JrLiET.] If I profam; • with my 
uiiworthiest hand 

TJiis holy shrine, the gentle sin is tills ; 

My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand 

To smooth that rough toiioli with a tender 
kiss. 

JuL Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand 
too much, 

Which mannei'ly devotion shows in this ; 

For saints have hands that pilgrims* hands do 
touch, 

And palm to palm is holy pahnei*8* kiss. iw 

Roin. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers 
too t 

Jul Ay, pilgrim, lips tliat they must use 
in prayer. 

R(ym. O, then, dear saint, let lii^s do what 
hands do ; 

They pray, gi'ant thou, le.st faith turn to de- 
spair. 

JitL Saints do not move, thong] i grant for 
j)rayers* sake. 

Rom, Then move not, wliile my prayer’s 
effect 1 take. 

Thus from my lips, by thine, my sin is purg’d. 

\Kiiishvg 

Jul, Then have my li{>s tlie sin that they 
have took. 

Rom, Sin from my lips ? O tresjiass sweetly 
urg’d I 

Give me my sin again. 

JaL You kiss by the book. no 

Rume. Madam, your mother craves a word 
with you. 

Rom, What is her mother 1 

Nurs'^, Marry, bachelor, 

Her mother is tlie lady of the house, 

And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous. 

I nurs’d her daughter, that you talk’d 
withal ; 

I tell you — he tljat can lay liold of her 

Shall have the eliinks. 

Eonru Is she a Capulet ? 

O dear account ! my life is my foe’s debt. 

Ben, Away, be goiu? : the sport is at the 
be.sb. 


, More torches here ! — Come on, then let ’s to 
bed. 

' Ah, sirrah, by my fay, it waxes late ; 

I I ’ll to my rest. f 

all bat Juliet and Nu/rae, 

! Jul, Come hither, nurse. What is youd 
gentleman 1 

Kurse, The son and heii- of old Tiberio, 

Jul, What’s he, that now is going out of 
door It iin> 

Nurse, Marry, that, I think, be young 
I’etruchio. 

Jul. Wliat’s he, that follows there, that 
would not dance ] 

Nurse. 1 know not. 

Jul. Go, ask his name. — If he be married^ 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurse, His name is Komeo, and a Mont- 
ague ; 

The only son of your great enemy. 

Jul. My only love sprung from my only 
hate ! 

Too early seen unknown, and known too late ! 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me, 

That I must love a loathed enemy. 

Nurse, What ’s this 1 wkat ’s this ? 

Jul. A rhyme 1 learii’d even now 

Of one I danc’d withal. 

[()m calls within^ Juliet,^* 
Nurse. Anon, anon : — 

(3ome, let ’s away ; the strangers fiiy^re gone. 

* , [ExeunL 

Knier Chorus. 

Now old tlesire doth in his death -bed lie, 

And young affection gapes to be his heir : 
That tiiir, for which love groan’d for, and . 
would die, 

Witli tender Juliet iiiatcli’d, is now not fair^ 
Now Romeo is belov’d, and loves again, 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks ; 

But to his foe suppos’d he must complain, 

And she steal love’s sweet bait from fearful 
hooks : 

Being held a foe, he may not have access 
To breathe such vows as lovers use ta 


Rom, Ay, so I fear * the more is my un- ' swear ; 

rest. iao j And she as much in love, her means much 

Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be I less 

gone : I To meet her new-beloved anywhere : 

We have a trifling foolish banquet towards. — j But passion lends them power, time means to 
Is it e’en so ? Why then, I thank you meet, 

all; j Tempering extremities with ’extremes sweet. 

I thank you, honest gentlemen ; good night : — ' 
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Act II. 


liOMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene II. 


ACT II. 


Scene I. — A\i Open Place, adjoiTiing 
Capulet’s Garden. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom» Can I go forward, w}> >n my heart is 
hero % 

' Turn back, dull eai-th. and find thy centre out. 

\He climbs tlie wall^ and leaps doimt 
within it. 

Enter Benvolio a'nd Mercutio. 

Ben, Romeo ! my cousin Romeo ! Romeo I 
Mer, He is wise ; 

And, on my life, hath stoPn him borne to bed. 
Bm, He ran this way, and le<ip’d this 
orchard wall. 

Call, good Mercutio. 

Mer, Nay, I ^1 conjure too. — 

Romeo, humours, madman, pjission, lovei* ! 
Appear thou in tlie likeness of a sigh : 

Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied ; 

Cry but — Ah me 1 pronounce but — love and 
dove ; w 

Speak to my gossij) V eiius one fair word, 

One nickname for her purblind son and heir, 
Young Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim, 
When King Cophetua lov’d the beggar- 
riaid. — 

He heairth not, he stiiTeth not, ho moveth 
not ; 

The ape is dead, and I must conjure liim. — 

I conjure tl'ee by Rosaline’s blight eyes, 

By her higli forehead, and her scarlet lip. 

By her lino foot, straight Jeg, and quivering 
- thigh, 

And the demesnes that there adjacent lie, 20 
That in thy likeness thou appear to us, 

Ben, An if lie hear thee, thou wilt anger 
him. 

Mer, This cannot anger him : ’t wouhl anger 
him 

To raise a spirit in his mistress’ circle 
Of some strange nature, letting it there stand 
Till she had laid it, and conjur’d it down; 
That were some spite : my invocation 
Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress’ name, 
I conjure only but to raise up him. 

Ben, Come, he hath hid himself among 
these trets, so 

To be consorted with the humorous night : 
Blind is his love, and best befits the dark. 
Mer, If love be blind, love cannot hit the 
mark. 

Now will he sit under a medlar*tree, 


^i^nd wish his mistress were that kind of fruit, 
As maids call medlars, wlieii they .laugh 
alone. — 

O Romeo ! that she were, O ! that she were 
An open et cceUmiy thou a poprin pear ! 
Romeo, good night : — I ’ll to my truc klc-bed ; 
This field-bed is too cold for me to sletq). 4a 
Come, shall we go 1 

Bm, Go, then ; for ’tin in vain 

To seek liim here, that means not to be found. 


Scene II. 

I Enter Romeo. 

Bom, He jests at scars, that never felt 
wound. — 

[Juliet appears ahove^ at a windt 
But, soft ! what light througli yonder window 
breaks 1 

It is the east, and Juliet is tlie suii I — 

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already sick and pale with grief, 

That thon, her maid, art far more fair than 
she : 

Be not her maid, since she is envious ; 

Her vestal livery is but sick and green, 

And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off. — 
It is niy lady ; O ! it is my love : 10 

O, tliat she knew she were !• — 

She speaks, yet slie says nothing : what of 
that 1 

Her eye discourses, I will answer it. — 

I am too bold, ’tis not to me she s]>eaks : 

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 
Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her 
head] 

The brightness of her cheek would sliaiiK^ those 
stars, 

As daylight doth a lamp : her eye in heaven 
W'ould through the aiiy region stream so 
bright, 

That birds would sing, and think it were not 
night. 

See, how she leans her cheek upon her 
hand ! 

O ! that I were a glove upon that hand, 

That I might touch that cheek ! 

Jul, Ahmed 

Rom, She sjieaks : — 



Act II. 


ROIMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene IL 


O, 8{)eak again, bright angel ! for thou ai*t 
As glorious to this night, being o’er my hea-d, 
As is a winged messenger of lieaveii 
Unto the white-upturned woiid’i-iiig eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on liim, ao 
When lie bestrides the lazy-j»at;ing clouds, 

And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

Jul, O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou 
Romeo 1 

Deny thy father, and refuse tliy name : 

Or, if thou wilt not, ]>e but sworn my love. 
And I ^11 no longer be a (Japulct. 

Jio'/n, Shall I hear more, or shall 1 

speak at this '? 

Jul, *Tis ])ut tliy name, that is my enemy: 
Thou art thyself tliough, not a Montague. 
What ’s Montague ? it is nor hand, nor foot, 
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 4i 
Belonging to a man. O ! be some other name. 
What ’s in a name? tliat which we call a rose, 
By any other word would smell as sweet ; 

Ronujo would, were he not Romeo call’d, 
Retain tliat dear ])erfection which he owes, 
Without that title. — Romeo, doff thy name; 
And for thy name, wdiich is no part of thee. 
Take all myself ! 

Rom. I take thee at thy word. 

Call me but love, and I ^11 be new baptis’d ; w 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo, 

JtiL What mail art thou, that, thus be- 
screen’d in night. 

So stumblest on my counsel ? 

jRom. By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am *. 

My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 
Beciiu.se it is an enemy to thee ; 

Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul, My ears have yet not drunk a hundred 
words 

Of that tongue’s utterance, yet I know the 
sound. 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ] »» 

Bom* Neither, fair maid, if either thee dis- 
like. 

Jul. How cam’st thou hither, tell me, and 
wherefore ? 

The orchard walls are high, and hard to 
olimb ; 

And the place death, con.8idering who thou ai*t, 

If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Bo?n. With love’s light wings did I o’er 
perch these walls ; 

For stony limits cannot hold love out ; 

And what love can do, that dares love 
attempt ; 

Therefore, thy kinsmen are no stop to me. 

Jul, If they do see thee, they will murder 
thee, ro 

224 , 


Bom, Alack ! there lies more peril in thine 
eye, 

Than twenty of their swords : look thou but 
sweet. 

And I am proof against thei'r enmity. 

J'id. I would not for tlie world they saw 
thee here. 

Rom. I have night’s cloak to hide me from 
their eyes ; 

And, but thou love me, let them find me here : 
My life were bettijr ended by their hate, 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

J}d. By whose direction found’st thou out 
this place ? 

Rom. By lx>ve, that finst did prompt mo to 
inquire ; ho 

He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 

I am no ])ilo'2 ; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast shore wash’d witli the farthest 
sea, 

I would adventure for such merchandise. 

Jul, Thou kiiow’.st the mask of night is on 
my feme ; 

Else would a'maiden blush bepaint my cheek, 
For that wliicli thou luist heard me .speak to- 
iiight. 

Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have si)oke : but farewell compli- 
ment 1 

Dost thou love me ? I know thou wilt say — 
Ay; » 

And I will tiike thy word; ye^if tliou 
swear’st, 

Thou may’st prove false : at lovers* perjuries, 
They say, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo ! 

If thou dost love, pronoimce it faithfully : 

Or if thou think’st I am too quickly won, 

I ’ll frown, and be pciverse, and say thee nay, 
So thou wilt woo ; but, else, not for the world* 
In truth, fair Moiit.ague, I am too fond ; 

And therefore thou may’st think my haviour 
light : 

But trust me, gentleman, 1 ’ll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be 
strange. loi 

I .should have been more strange, I must con- 
fess, 

But that thou overheard’st, ere I was ware, - 
My true love’s passion : therefore, pardon me ; 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
Which’ the dark night hath so discovered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I 
swear, « 

That tips with silver all these fruit-tree 
tops, — 

Jid. O, swear not by tlie moon, the incon- 
stant moon, 

That monthly changes in her circled orb; m 
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Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 
Eora^ What shall I swear by ? 

JuL Do not swear at all ; 

Or, if thou wilt, swjpar by thy gracious self, 
Which is the god ot my idolatry, 

And I U1 believe thee. ^ 

R<mi, If my hearths deal* love — 

%fUL Well, do not swear. Although I joy 
in thee, 

I have no joy of this contract tp-night : 

It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden ; 

Too like the lightning, which dotli cease to be, 
Ere one can say, it lightens. Sweet, good 
night ] 120 

This bud of love, by summer’s ripening breath. 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we 
meet. 

Good night, good night I as sweet repose and 
rest 

Come to thy heart, as that witliin my breast ! 
Rom, O ! wilt tliou leave me so unsatisfied? 
JuL What? satisfaction canst thou have to- 
night? 

R<ym. The exchange of thy love’s faithful 
vow for mine. 

Jut. I gave thee .mine before thou didst 
request it ; 

And yeit I. would it were to give again. 

Roin» Wouldst thou withdraw it ? for what 
purpose, love ? i:» 

Jid* But be frank, and give it thee 
agailfi. 

And yet I wish but for the thing I have. 

My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 

My love as deep ; the more I give to thee, 
The more I hilve, for both are infinite. 

[Nurse calls ujithin, 
I hear some noise within : dear love, adieu ! — 
Anon, good nurse! — Sweet Montague, be 
true. 

Stay but a little, I will come iigain. [Exit, 
Rom, O blessed, blessed, night! I am 
afeard, 

Being in night, all this is but a dream, uo 
Told fliittering-sweet to be substantial. 


; Re-enter J uliet, above, 

JuL Three words, dear Romeo, and good 
night, indeed. 

if that thy bent of love be honourable, 

5Chy purpose marriage, send me word to- 
morrow, 

one that I ’ll prdbure to come to thee, 

. Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the 
rite; 

And all iny fortunes at thy foot I ’ll lay, 

:;^d follow thee my lord throughout the 
40:' ' vorld. 

11 i 


Nurse, [Within,^ Madam 1 

Jill, I come, anon. — But if thou mean’st 
not well, lao 

I lo beseech thee — 

I Nurse. [ Within.] Madam ! 

JuL By-and-by ; I comc.- 

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief : 
To-moiTOW will I send. 

Rom. So thnve my soul, — 

JuL A thousand times good night ! [Exit, 

Rom, A thousand times the worse, to want 
thy light. — 

Love goes toward love, as school-boys from 
their books ; 

But love from love, toward school with heavy 
looks. [Retiring, 

Re-enter Juliet, above. 

Jnl. Hist ! Romeo, hist ! — O, for a fal- 
coner’s voice, 

To lure this tassel-gentle back again ! 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud; 
Else would I tear the cave where Echo 
lies. 

And make her airy tongue more hoai-se than 
mine a» 

With repetition of my Romeo’s name. 

Rom. It is my soul, that calls upon my 
name : 

How silver-sweet sound lovers’ tongues by 
night. 

Like softest music to attending ears ! 

JuL Romeo 1 

Rom, My dear ? 

Jnl, What o’clock to-morrow 

Shall I send to thee ? 

Rom, By the hour of nine. 

Jul, I Avill not fail : ’t is twenty years till 
then. 

I have forgot why I did call thee back. i:o 

Rom, Let me sttind here, till thou re- 
member it. 

Jul, I shall forget, to have thee still stand 
there. 

Remembering how I lovo thy company. 

Rom. And I ’ll still stay, to have thee still 
forget. 

Forgetting any other home but this. 

Jul. ’Tis almost morning; I would have 
thee gone : 

And yet no further than a wanton’s bird, 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand. 

Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves, 
And with a silk thread plucks it back again, 
So loving-jealous of his liberty. isi 

Rom. I would, I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet, so would I : 

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 
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- Good night, good night : parting is such sweet 
soi;pow', ' , 

Hiat I shall say good night, till it be morrow. 

[mU. 

Horn. Sleep .dwell iiix)ii thine eyes, peac^ in 
thy breast ! — 

’Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to 
rest ! 

Hence will I to my ghostly father’s cell, 

His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. 

[Exit. 


Scene HI. — Friai> Laurence’s Cell. 

Enter Friar IjAukence, with a basket 

FrL Tli(^ grcy-cy’d morn smiles on the 
fmwning night, 

Ohccpiering the eastern clouds with streaks of 
liglit ; 

And flecked darkness like a dninkard reels 
From foith day’s path and Titan’s fiery wheels : 

' Now, ere the sun advance his burning eye 
The day to cheer, and night’s dank dew to diy, 
I must iip-fill this osiei* cage of ours 
With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced 
flowers. 

The earth, that ’s nature’s mother, is her tomb; 
What is lier burying grave, tliat is licr womb ; 
And* fi^om her womb chihlren of divei’s kind 
We sucking on her natural bosom find : n 

Many for many vii'tues excellent, 

None but for some, and yet all diflerent. 

O ! mickle is the powerful grace that lies 
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true 
qualities : 

For nouglit so vile that on the earth doth live, 
But to the earth some sj)ecial good doth give ; 
Nor aught so good, but, strain’d from that 
fair use. 

Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse : 
Virfuc itself turns vice, being misapplied, 21 
And vice soriietime ’s by action dignified. 
Within tlje infant rind of this weak flower 
Poison hath residence, and medicine power : 
For this, being smelt, with that part cheers 
each part ; 

Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart. 
Two such opposed kings encamp them still 
In man as well as herbs, — grace, and rude 
will; 

And where the worser is predominant, » 
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant. 

Eniter Romeo. 

Eom. Good morrow, father ! 

Eri. Benedicitel 


What early tongue so sweet saluteth mel ' , ; 
Young son, it argues a distemper’d head, 

So s^n to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keep his watch in pvery old man’s eye,- 
And vf^here care lodges, sleep will never Ue*{. 
But where unbruised youth with unstuff’d 
bi-ain ^ 

Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth 
reign. 

Therefoi’e, thy earliness doth me assure, 

Thou art up-rous’d by some distemperature 
Or if not so, then here I hit it right, — 4 if 

Our Romeo bath not been in bed to-night 
Rotn. That last is true ; the sweeter rest 
was mine. 

Fri. God pardon sin! wast thou with 
Rnsiiline 1 

Rom. With Rosaline, my ghostly father? 
na; 

I have forgot that name, and that name’s woe. 
Fri. That ’s my good son ; but where hast 
thou been, then ? 

Rom. I ’ll tell thee, ere thou ask it me 
again. 

I have been feasting with mine enemy ; 
Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me, 
That ’s by me wounded : both our remedies 01 
Within thy help and holy physic lies*: 

I bear no hatred, blessed man ; for, lo ! 

My intercession likewise steads my foe. 

FH. Be plain, good son, anfl^mely in thy 
drift; 

Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift. 
Rom. Then plainly know, my heart’s dear 
love is set 

On the fair daughter of rich (?apulet : 

As mine on hors, so hers is set on mine ; 

And all combin’d, save what thou must com- 
bine » 

By holy maiTiage. When, and where; and 
how, 

We met, we woa’d, and made exchange of vow, 

I ’ll tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray, . 

That thou consent tx) marry us to-day. , 

Fri. Holy Saint Fiancis 1 what a chaOj^ 
is here ! 

Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear, 

So soon forsaken? young men’s love, th^ 
lies { 

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyesj • 
Jesu Maria ! what a deal of brine > ; r 
Hath wash’d thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline. i f 
How much salt water thrown away in wasb^ - : 
To season love, that of it doth not taste ! 

The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears 
Thy old gi’oans ring yet in my ancient ears j 
Lo ! here upon thy cheek the stain doth sii > 
Of an old tear that is not wash’d off yet, ^ r 
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That 1 shall say good night till it be morrow. ^ 

• '*Rom«q and Julibt,’* i4ff //., w 
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If e’er thou wast thyself, and these woes thml^4ong, keeps time, distanee, and proportion > 
Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline :• ' its me his minim rest, one, two, and the 

And art thou chang’d 1 Jironounee this sen- ^ ‘d in jrour bosom : the very butcher of a 
tence, then, button, a duellist, a diudlist ; a gentle 

Women may fall, when there ’s no strength of the very fii-st houst', of the; first and 

in men. - so second cause. Ah, the immortal passado ! the 

Horn. Thou chidd’st me oft for loving puiito reverse ! the hay ! — 

Rosaline. JSen. The what] at 


Fri, For doting, not for loving, pupil mine. 
Born, And bad’st me biny k e. 

Fri. Not in a grave, 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Fom. 1 pray thee, chide me not ; her I 
love now 

Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow : 
The other did not so. 

Fri. O ! slie knew well, 

Thy love did roatl by rote, and could not s]X5ll. 
But come, young waverer, come, go with me, 
In one resjicet I ’ll thy assistant be ; 

For this alliance may so happy prove, 

To turn your households’ rancour to pure love. 
Fom. O I let us hence : I stand on sudden 
haste. 

Fri. Wisely, and slow : they stumble that 
run fast. [Fxe7mf. 


Scene IV. — A Street. 

F '/ i^^r Benvolio arifi Mercutio. 

Jl/er. Where the devil should this Romeo 
be ? — 

Came he not homo’jfo-night ? 

Fen. Not to his father’.s : I spoke with his 
man. 


Mer. The pox of such autick*, lisping, aflect- 
ing fantasticoes, these new tumas of accents ! 
— “By Jesu, a very good blad(j !~ a very tall 
man ! — a very good whore ! -Why, is not 
this a lamentable thing, graiidsire, that we 
should be thus afflicted witli these strange 
flies, thesti fasliioii-moiigers, thesti pardonitv:^- 
ntois, who stand so iniicli on the lu^w form, 
that they cannot sit at ease on the old bench % 
O, their hons^ their horn I 

Fnior Romeo. 

Jim. Hero comes Romeo, hero conics 
Romeo. sh 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring. 
— O flesh, flesh, how art thou fishificvl ! -Now 
is lie for tlie numbers that Petrarch flowed in : 
Laura, to liis lady, was a kitclien-wencli ; 
marry, she had a bett(*r Jove to bfj-rliymo licr ; 
Dido, a dowdy; (^Jeopatra, a gipsy; H(*len 
and Hero, liil dings and harlots ; Thi^bi*, a 
grey eye or so, but uot to the purpose. — 
Bignior Romeo, ho)t jonr ! th(n*e ’s a Fi ench 
salutation to your Fi-ench sloj). You gave us 
the counterfeit fairly last night. 

Fom. Good morrow to you both. What 
counterfeit did I give you ] 

Mer, The slip, sir, the slip : can you not 
conceive ? 


Mer. Why, tlxat same pale hard-hearted 
wench, that Rosaline, 

Torments him so, that he will sure rnn mad. 

Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman to old Capulet, 
Hath sent a letter to his father’s house. 

Mer. A challenge, on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will answer it. lo 

Mer. Any man, that can write, may answer 
a letter. 

Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter’s 
master, how he dares, being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo ! he is already 
dead; stabbed with a white wench’s black 
eye ; run through the ear with a love-song ; 
the very pin of his heart cleft with the blind 
bow-boy’s butt-shaft ; and is he a man to em 
counter Tybalt ? 

Ben. Why; what is IVbalt ? lo 

J^er. More than prince of cats, I can tell 
you. 01 he is the courageous, captain of 
complements. He fights as you sing prick- 


Foni. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business 
was great ; and in such a case as mine, a man 
may strain couiiesy. 

Mer. That’s as much as to .say — such a 
case as yours constrains a man to bow in the 
hams. 

F<mi. Meaning - to court’sy. 

Mer. Thou hast most kindly hit it. 

Fom. A most courteous exposition. 

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy. 

Fom. Pink for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Fom. Why, then is my juimp well flowered, 

Mer. Sure wit : follow nuj tins jest now, 
till thou hast worn out thy jiump ; that, 
when the single sole of it is worn, the jest 
may remain, after the w(^aring, solely singular. 

Fom, O single-soled jest ! solely singular for 
the singleness. 

Mer, Come between us, good Benvolio ; my 
wit faints. „ - 


m 
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Rmn, Switch and spurs, switch and spurs ; 
or I *11 cry a match. 

Mer, Nay, if our wits run the wild-goose 
chase, I am done ; for thou hast more of thA 
wild-goose in one of tliy wits, than, I am sure,' 
I have in my whole five. Was I with you 
thei e for the goose % 

Rom. Thou wast never with me for any- 
thing, when thou wast not there for the goose. 

Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that 
jest. 

Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not. tfo 

Jfer. Thy wit is a very bitter-sweeting ; it* 
is a most sharp sauce. 

Rom. And is it not well served in to a 
sweet goose I 

Mer. 0 ! hei’o *s a wit of cheveril, that 
stretches from an inch narrow to an ell broad. 

Rom. I stretch it out for that word — broad : 
which added to the goose, proves thee far and 
wide a broad goose. ss 

Mer, Why, is not this better now than 
groaning for love ? now art thou sociable, 
now art thou Itoineo ; now art thou what 
thou art, by art as well as by nature : for this 
drivelling love is like a great natural, that 
runs lolling up and down to hide his bauble 
in a hole. 

Ben.m Stop there, stop there. 

Mer. Thou desirest me to stop in my talc 
against the hair. 

Ben. Thou wouldst else have made thy tale 
lai’ge. 

Mer. 0, thou art deceived ! I would have 
made it short ; for T was come to the whole 
depth of my tale : and meant, indeed, to occupy 
the argument no longer. los 

'Rom. Here *s goodly gear f 

Enter Nurse and Peter. 

Mer. A sail, a sail ! 

Ben. Two, two ; a shirt, and a smock. 

Nurse. Peter! 

Peter. Anon ? 

Nurse. My fan, Peter. 

Mer. Glood Peter, to hide her face ; for her 
fan *s the fairer face. uo 

Nurse. God ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. God ye good den, fair gentlewoman. 

Nurse. Is it gopd den 1 

Mer. *Tis no less, I tell you; for the 
bawdy hand of the dial is now upon the 
prick of noon. 

Nurse. Out upon you 1 what a man are 
you? 

Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hatli 
made himself to mar. 

Nv/rse. By my troth, it is well said ; — for 


iself to mar, quoth — Gentlemen, can 

any of you tell me where I may find the 
young Borneo ? ^ 121 

Rom. I can tell you ; but young Borneo 
will be older wlien you have found him, than 
he was when you sought him. I am the 
youngest of that name, for fault of a worse. 
Nurse. You- say well. 

Mer. Yea 1 is the worst well 1 very well 
took, i* faith ; wisely, wisely. 

Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some 
confidence with you. iso 

Ben. She will indite him to some supper. 
Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd 1 So ho I 
Rom. What hast thou found ? 

Mer. No hare, sir ; unless a hare, sir, in a 
lenten pie, that is something stale and hoar 
ere it be spent. 

A 71 old hare hoar, and an old hare hoar, 

Is very good meat in Ijemt , 

But a hare that is hoar, is too much for a 
score, 

When it hoars ere it he spent . — 

Borneo, will you come to your father's? we '11 
to diimer tliither. • hi 

Rom. I will follow you. . 

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady ; fiirewell, lady, 
lady, lady. [Exeunt Mercutio and 

Benvolio. 

Nirse. Many, farewell 1 — I pSljj^you, sir, 
what saucy merchant was this, that was so 
fiill of his ropery ? 

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to 
hear himself talk ; and will sjieal^ more in a 
minute, than he will stand to in a month, mo 
Nurse. An 'a speak anything against me, 
I '11 take him down, an 'a were lustier than 
he is, and twenty such Jacks ; and if I can- 
not, I '11 find those that shall. Scurvy knave I 
I am none of his flirt-gills ; I am none of his 
skains-mates. — And thou must stand by too, 
and suffer every knave to use me at his 
pleasure ? 

Peter. I saw no man use you at his plea- 
sure; if I had, my weapon should quickly 
have been out, I warrant you. I dare draw 
as soon as another man, if I see occasion in a 
good quarrel, and the law on my side. 103 
Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed, 
that every part about me quivers. — Scurvy 
knave ! — Pray you, sir, a ^word ; and as I 
told you, my young lady bade me inquire 
you out : what she bid me say, I will keep 
to myself; but first let me tell ye, if ye 
should lead her in a fool's paradise, as they 
say, it were a veiy gross kind of behaviour, 
as they say : for the gentlewoman is ypung ; 
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«ind, therefore, if you should deal double 
her, truly, it were an ill thing to be offer^^ 
to any gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. . 

Earn. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and''* 
mistress. I protest unto thee, — 

Nurae, Good heai-t ! and, i' faith, I will 
tell her as much. Lord, Lord ! she will i)e a 
joyful woman. 

Mom. What wilt thou tell her, nursci thou 
dost not mark me. i 

Nurse, I will tell her, sii’, — that you do 
protest ; which, as I take it, is a gentleman- 
like ofier. !«• 

Eo,n, Bid her devise 

8omo means to come to shrift this afternoon ; 
And there she shall at Friar Laurence’ cell 
Be sliriv’d, and married. Here is for thy 
pains. 

Nitrae, No, truly, sir ; not a penny. 

Eo7)i, Go to ; I say, yon shall. 

Nurse, Tliis afternoon, sir ? well, she shall 
be there. 

Eoin. And stay, good nurse, behind the 
abbey- wall : 

Within this hour my man shall be with thee. 
xVnd bring thee cords made like a tackled 
stair 

Whkjh to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Must be my convoy in the secret night. 
Farewell ! — Be trusty, and I ’ll quite thy 
pa? ns. 

Farewell 1 — Commend me to thy mistress. 

Nurse, Now God in heaven bless thee ! — 
Hark you, sir. 

Rom, What say’st thou, my dear nurse ? 
Nurse, Js your man secret '( Did you ne’er 
hear say, 

Two may keep counsel, putting one away*? 200 
Rom. I warrant thee ; my man ’s as true as 
steel. 

Nurse, Well, sir ; my mistress is the 
sweetest lady — Lord, Lord 1 — when ’t was a 
little prating thing, — O ! — There ’s a noble- 
mj^ in town, one Paris, that would fain lay 
knife aboard ; but she, good soul, hod as lief 
see a toad, a very toad, as see him. I anger 
her sometimes, and tell her that Pans is the 
properer man ; but, I ’ll wari*ant you, when I 
say so, she looks as pale as any clout in the 
versal world. Doth not rosemary and Romeo 
begin both with a letter ] 210 

Ro7n, Ay, nurse ; what of that ? both with 
an R, ^ 

Nurse, Ah, mocker I that ’s the dog’s name. 

R is for the-^ No : I know it begins 

with some other letter; and she hath die 
prettiest sententious of it, of you and rose- 
ihaiy, that it would do you good to hear it. 


Rom. Commend me to thy lady. 

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times. Romeo.] 

.JPeter ! 

y Peter. Anon ? 

/ Nurse. Before, and apace. \Exeu7it. 


Scene V.- -Capulet’s Garden. 

Rtiier J ijliet. 

JuZ. The clock stnick nine, when 1 did send 
the nurse ; 

In half an hour she promis’d to return. 

Perchance, she caniiot meet him : — that ’s not 
so. — 

Oh ! she is lame : love’s heralds should be 
thoughts, 

Which ten times faster glide diaii the sun’s 
beams 

Di-iving back shadows over louring hills : 

Therefore do niml)le-pinioii’d doves draw love, 

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid 
wings. 

Now is the sun upon the higlimost liill 

Of this day’s journey ; and from nine till 
twelve 10 

Is three long hours, — yet she is not come. 

Had she affections, and warm youthful blood, 

She ’d be 4is swift in motion {is a ball ; 

My words would bandy her to my sweet love, 

And his to me : 

But old folks, many feign as they were dead ; 

Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurse and Petek. 

O God ! she comes. — O honey nurse 1 what 
news 1 

Hast thou met with him? Send thy man 
away. 

Nirse. Peter, stay at ilie gate. so 

[ E.dt Peter. 

Jul. Now, good sweet nurse, — O Lord! 
why look’st thou sad ? 

Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily ; 

If good, thou sham’st the music of sweet news 

By playing it to me with so sour a face. 

Nurse. I am aweary, give me leave 
awhile. — 

Fie, how my bones ache ! What a jaunt 
have I had ! 

Jul. I would, thou Ladst my bones, and I 
thy news : 

Nay, come, I pray thee, speak ; — good, good 
nurse, speak. 

Nurse. Jesu, what haste ! can you not stay 
awhile ? 

Do you not sec, that I am out of breath ? » 



Act II. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


SCBNfi V'l. 


JuL How art thou out of breath, when 
thou hast breath 

To say to me — that thou art out of breath ? 
The excuse that thou dost mak(^ in this delay 
Is longer than the tale thou «lost excuse. 

Is thy news good, or bad i answer to that ; 
Say either, anil I ’ll stay tlie ciroii instance. 
Let me be satisfied, is 't good or bad ? 

Nurse, Well, you ha\e made a simple 
choice ; you know not how to clioose a man : 
Romeo ! no, not he ; tliongli his face be 
better than any man’s, yet ids l(‘g excels all 
men’s ; and for a hand, and a foot, and a 
l)ody, — though they be not to be talked on, yet 
they are past compare. He is not the flower 
of court<3sy, — but, 1 ’ll warrant him, as gentle 
as a lamb. -Cl o thy wsys, wench; serv'^e God. — 
What, havQ you dined at home t 

JuL No, no; but all this did I know be- 
fori*. 

Wliat .says he of our marriage '( what of that ? 

Nursf. Lonl, how my heatl aches ! what a 
head have I ! 

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 

My back o’ t’ other side. — O, my back, my 
back ! — 

Heshrew your heart, for sending me about. 

To catch my death with jaunting up and 
down ! 

JaL V faith, I am sorry that thou art not 
well. 

Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says 
my love J 

Nurse, Your love says like an honest 
gentleman, 

And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome, 
And, I warrant, a virtuous : — Where is your 
mother ? 


They ’ll be in scarlet straight at any news. 
Hie you to church ; I must another way, 

To fetch a laddei*, by the which your love 
Must climb a bird’s nest soon, when it ia 
i dark ; ^ 

U am the drudge, and toil in your delight. 

But you shall bear tlie burden soon at night. 
Go ; 1 ’ll to dinner : hie you to the cell. 

JuL Hie to high fortune ! — Honest niu’se,. 
farewell. [ExeunL 


8ckxe YI. — Friar Laurence’s Cell. , 
Enter E^riar Laurenxe and Romeo. 

EVi, So smile the heavens upon this holy 
act, r 

That after-hours with sorrow chide us not ! 

Jioiu. Amen, Amen ! but come what sorrow 
can. 

It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 

That one short minute gives me in her 
sight : 

l>o thou but close oui’ bands with holy 
words, " 

Then lovc-<levouring death do' what he dare ; 

It is enough T may but call her mine. » 

EVi, These violent delights have violent 
ends, 

And in their triumph die : like fli’e and 
powder, » » 

Which, as they kiss, consume. The sweetest 
honey 

Is loathsome in his own ileliciousness. 

And in the taste confounds the ajij^titc : 

Therefore, love moderately ; long love doth 
so ; 


JuL Where is my mother? — why, she h 
within ; 

Where should she be ? How oddly thou rc 
pliest : « 

“ Your love says like an honest gentleman, — 
Where is your mother ? ” 

Nurse, O, GckI’s lady dear ! 

Are you so hot ? Marry, come \ip, I trow ; 

Is this the poultice for my aching bones ? 
Henceforward do your messages yourself. 

JtcL Here ’s such a coil ; — come, what says 
Romeo ? 

Nurse, Have you got leave to go to shrift 
to-day ? 

JuL I have. 

Nurse, Then hie you hence to Friar 
Laurence’ cell ; 

There stays a husband to make you a wife ; ro 
Now comes the wanton, blood up in your 
cheeks, 


Too swift arrives a.s tardy as too slow. 

I E?iter Juliet. 

Here comes the lady. — O ! so light a foot 
Will ne’er wear out the everlasting flint ; 

A lover may bestride the gossamer 
That idles in the wanton summer air, 

And yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 20 

Jid, Good even to my ghostly confessor. 
Fri, Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for 
us both. 

JuL As much to him, else is bis thanks 
too much. 

Horn, Ah, Juliet! if the measure of thy 

joy . « . 

Be heap’d like mine, and that thy skill be 
more 

To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich music^s 
tongue 
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Act hi. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene I. 


Unfold the imagin'd happiness, that both ] But my true love is grown to such excess, 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth. 

JuL Conceit, more rich in matter than in^ j Fri. Come, come witli me, and we will 
words, 30 j make short work ; 

Brags of his sul>stauce, not of ornament ; ‘|| For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone, 

They are but beggars that can count their ‘ Till holy church incorporate two in one. 

worth ; \Exeunt 


ACT III. 


Scene 1. — A Public Place. 

Fni(ir Merctttio, Benvolio, Page.^ ami 
SfVi'cants. 

Ben, I pray thee, good Mei’cutio, let 's 
retii’e : 

The day is hot, the Capulets abroad. 

And, if we meet, we shall not 'scape a brawl; 
For now, these hot days, Is the mad blooil 
stirring. 

Mer, Thou art like one of those fellows 
that, when he enters the confines of a tavern, 
-claps me his sword upon the table and says, 

God s^nd me no need of thee ! " and, by 
the operation of the second cup, draws it on 
the drawer, when, indeed, there is no need, n • 

Ben* Am I like such a fellow ? 

Mer, Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack 
in thy mood, as any in Italy ; and as soon 
moved t<' be moody, and as soon moody to be 
moved. 

Ben. And what too ? 

Msr. Nay, an there were two such, we 
should have none shortly, for one would kill 
the other. Thou ! wdiy, thou wilt quarrel 
with a man that hath a hair more, or a hair 
less, in his beard, than thou hast. Thou wilt 
<juarrel with a man for cracking nuts, having 
no other reason, but because thou hast hazel i 
•eyes. What eye, but such an eye, would spy 
out such a quarrel 1 Tliy head is as full of 
<iuarrels, as an egg is full of meat ; and yet 
thy head hath been beaten as addle as an egg 
for quarrelling. Thou hast quarrelled with a 
man for coughing in the street, because he 
hath wakened thy dog that hath lain asleep 
in the sun. Didst thou not fall out with a 
tailor for wearing his new doublet before 
Easter ? with another, for tying his new shoes 
with old riband % and yet thou wilt tutor me 
from quaii'elling! .ts 

Ben, An I vj^re so apt to quarrel as thou 
ai’t, any man should buy the fee-simple of my 
life foi* an hour and a quarter. 

Mer, The fee-simple ? O simple I 

Ben, By my head, here come the Capulets. 

Mer, By my heel, I care not 


Enter Tybalt and otliers, 

Tyh, Follow me close, for I will speak to 
them. — -10 

Gentlemen, good den ! a word with one of 
you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? 
Couple it with something ; make it a word 
and a blow. 

Tyh. You shall find me apt enough to that, 
sir, an you will give me occasion. 

Mer, Could you not take some occasion 
without giving ? 

Tyh. Mercutio, thou consoi*t'8t with 
Romeo, — 

Mer. Consort ! what ! dost thou make us 
minstrels? an thou make minstrels of us, 
look to hear nothing but discords : here 's 
my fiddle.stick ; here that shall make you 
daiice. 'Zounds, consort ! m 

Ben. We talk here in the public haunt of 
men : 

Either withdraw unto some private place, 
And reason coldly of your grievances ; 

Or else depart ; here all eyes gaze on us. 

Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and 
let them gaze : 

I will not budge for no man's pleasure, I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Tyb. Well, peace be with you, sir. Here 
comes my man. 

Mer. But I '11 be bang'd, sir, if he wear 
your livery : ‘w 

Marry, go before to field, he'll be your 
follower ; 

Your worship, in that sense, may call him — 
man. 

2^6. Romeo, the love I bear thee can 
afibrd 

No better term than this, — thou art a villain. 

Eom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to 
love thee 

Doth much excuse the appertaining rage 
To such a greeting : — villain am I pone ; 
Therefore farewell I see, thoii khow'st me 
not. 




Act III. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


SCBKK I. 


Tyh. Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries 
That thou hast done me ; therefore turn, and 
draw. 

Rom. I do protest, I never injur’d thee ; 
But love thee better than thou canst devise. 
Till thou shalt know the reason of my love : 
And so, good Capulet, which name I tender 
As dearly as mine own, — be satisfied. 

Mer. O calm, dislionourable, vile sub- 
mission ' 

AUa, stoccaia carries it away. [Draws. 

Tybalt, you rat-catclier, will you walk ? 

Tyb, What wouldst thou have with inel to 

Mer. Good king of cats, nothing but one of 
your nine lives ; that 1 mean to make bold 
withal, and, as you shall use me hereafter, 
dry-beat the rest of the eight. Will you 
pluck your sword out of his pilcher by tlm 
ears? make haste, lest mine be about your 
ears ere it be out. 

Tyh. I am for you. [Drawing. 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, ])ut thy rapier up. 

Mer. Come, sir, your passado. [They fight. 

Rom. Draw, Benvolio ; beat down their 
weapons. — 

Gentlemen, for shame, forbear this outrage ! — 
Tybalt, — Mercutio, — the prince expressly 
hath 01 

Forbidden bandying in Verona streets. — 
Hold, Tybalt ! — good Mercxitio 1 

[Exeunt Tybalt and his Partisam. 

Mer, I am huii;. — 

A plague o* both the houses ! — I am sped : — 
Is he gone, and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What ! art thou hui*t 1 

Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch ; marry, 
’t is enough. — 

Where is my page? — Go, villain, fetch a 
surgeon. [Exit Page. 

Rom. Courage, man ; the hurt cannot be 
much. 

Mer. No, *t is not so deep as a well, nor 
so wide as a church-door ; but ’t is enough, 
't will serve : ask for me to-morrow, and you 
shall iind me a grave man. I am pep[>ered, 
I warrant, for this world. — A plague o’ both, 
your houses I — ’Zounds ! a dog, a rat, a 
mouse, a cat, to scratch a man to death 1 a 
braggsirt, a rogue, a villain, that fights by the 
book of arithmetic ! — Why the devil came you 
between us ? I was hurt under your arm. 

Rom. I thought all for the best. 

Mer. Help me into some house, Benvolio, 
Or I shall faint. — ^A plague o* both your 
houses I no 

They, have made worms' paeat of me : I have it. 
Ana soundly too : — your houses 1 

[Exeunt Mercutiq and Benvolio. 


Rom. This gentleman, the prince’s near 
ally. 

My very friend, liath got this mortal huii; 

In my behalf ; my reputation stain’d 
With Tybalt’s slander, Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my cousin. -^0 sweet Juliet ! 

Thy beauty hath made me efiemiriate. 

And in my temper soften’d valour’s steel. 

Re-enter Benvolio. 

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo ! brave Mercutio ’» 
dead ; 

That gallant spirit hath aspir’d the clouds, 
Which too untimely here did scorn the earth. 
Rom. This day’s black fate on more days 
doth depend; 

This but begins the woe, others must end. 
Re-enter Tybalt. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back 
again. 

Rom. Alive ! in triumph ! and Mercutio 
slain ! 

Away to heaven, respective lenity, 

And fire-ey’d fury be my conduct now ! — 
Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again. 
That late thou gav’st me ; for Mercutio’s soul 
Is but a little way above our heads, lai 

Staying for thine to keep him company : 
Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him. 
Tyh. Thou, wretched boy, that didst con- 
sort him here, 

Shalt with him lienee. 

Rom. This shall determine that. 

[They JiglU ; Tybalt falls. 
Ben. Romeo, away ! be gone 1 
The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain : — 
Stand not amaz’d : — the prince will doom thee 
death. 

If thou art taken ; — hence ! — be gone ! — 
away 

Rom. O, I am fortune’s fool ! 

Ben. Why dost thou stay ? wo 

[Exit Romeo. 

Enter Citizens, dhc. 

1 Cit. Which way ran he, that kill’d 
Mercutio ? 

Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he T 
Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

1 Cit. Up, sir : — go with me ; 

I charge thee in the prince’s name, obey. 

Enter Prince, attended; Montague, Capu- 
let, tJwir Wives, and others. 

Prin, Where are the vile beginners of this 
fray? 

Ben. O noble prince I I can discover all 
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Juliet. Comey gentle night. 
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^ Acjt III. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene II. 


Tbe unlucky manage of this fatal brawl : 
There lies the man, slain by young Romeo, 
That slew thy kinsman, bravo Mercutio, 

La» Cap, Tybalt, my cousin! O my brother's 
child ! m 

O prince ! O cousin ! husband ! O, the blood 
is spill’d 

Of my dear kinsman ! — Prince, as thou art 
true, 

For blood of oura, shed bloovi of Montague. — 
0 cousin, cousin I 

Prin, Benvolio, who began this bloody 
fray ? 

Ben, Tybalt, here slain, wliom Romeo’s 
hand did slay : 

Romeo, that spoke him fair, bade him bethink 
Hovv nice the quarrel was ; and urg’d withal 
Your high displeasure : — all this, uttei-ed 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly 
bow’d, 16 

Could not take truce with the unruly spleen 
Of Tybalt, deaf to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing steel at bold Mercutio’s breast ; 
Who,, all as hot, turns deadly point to 
point, 

'And, with a inertial scorn, wdth one hand 
beats 

Cold "death aside, and with the other sends 
It back to Tybalt, wliose dexterity 
Retorts it. Romeo he cries aloud, 

** Hold, friends ! fiiends, part ! and, awdfter 
than his tongue. 

His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 
And ’twixt them rushes ; underneath whose 
arm in 

An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 
Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled ; 

But by-an<l-by comes back to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertain’d revenge. 

And to ’t they go like lightning ; for ere I 
Coujd draw to part them, was stout Tybalt 
slain ; 

And as ho fell, did Romeo turn and fly. 

Tliis is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 

La, Gap, He is a kinsman to the Montague ; 
Affection makes him false, he speaks not 
true : m 

Some twenty of them fought in this black 
strife, 

And sdl those twenty could but kill one life. 

I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must 
give: 

Borneo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live. 

l^in, Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio ; 
Wh^ now the price of his dear blood doth 
owe? 

Mon, Not Romeo, pnnee, he was Mercutio's 
friend ; 


j His fault concludes but what the law should 
! end. 

The life of Tybalt. 

Prin. And for that offence, i«o 

I Immediately we do exile him lienco : 

I have an interest in your hate’s proceeding, 
My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a- 
bleeding ; 

But 1 ’ll ameitje you with so strong a fine. 
That you sliall all repent the loss of mine. 

I will be deaf to pleading and excuses ; 

Nor tears, nor 2 >rftyers, shall purchase out 
abuses ; 

Therefore use none : let Romeo hence in haste, 
Else, wljen he ’s found, that hour is his last. 
Bear hence this body, and attend our -will : 
Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. 

[Fxe^mt, 


Scene II. — A Room in Capclet’s House. 

Bllter J CLIET. 

Jn/. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds, 
Towards Plimbus’ lodging ; such a waggoner 
As Phaetlion would whip you to the west, 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. — 
Spread thy close curtain, love-performing 
night I 

That runaways’ eyes may wii^, and Romeo 
Leap to these arms, untalk’d-of, anclAinseen 1 — 
Lovei’s can feee to do their amorous rites 
By their own beauties ; or, if love be blind, 
It best agrees .with night. — Come, civil nighty 
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black, u 
And learn me how to lose a winning match, 
Play’d for a j)air of stainless maidenhoods : 
Hood my unmann’d blood, bating in my 
cheeks, 

With thy black mantle; till strange love, 
grown bold. 

Think true love acted simple modesty. 

Come, night I come, Romeo 1 come, thou day 
ill night I 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 
Whiter than new snow upon a raven’s back. — 
Come, gentle night ; come, loving, black- 
brow’d night, w 

Give me my Romeo : and, when he shall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little stars, 

And he will make the face of heaven so fine, 
That all the world will be in love with night. 
And pay no worship to the garish sun. — 

O, I have bought the mansion of a love, 

But not possess’d it ; and though I am sold, 
Not yet enjoy’d. So tedious is this day^ 

As is the night before some festival 



Acrr III. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene II. 


To an impatient child that hath robes, ao 
And may not wear them. O ! here comes 
rny nurse, 

And she brings news ; and every tongue, that 
speaks 

But Romeo^s name, speaks heaverdy ehxjuence. 

Enter Nursey with cords. 

Now, nurse, what news 'I What luust thou 
there 'i the cords 
That Romeo bid thee foteli ? 

Nnrse. Ay, ay, the cords. 

them doton. 

Jnl. Ah me ! what news '? why dost thou 
wring thy hands I 

N'tirse. Ah, well-a-day ! lie s dead, he 
dead, ho 's dead ! 

Wo are undone, lady, wo are undone ! — 

Alack the day ! — lie ’s gone, he ’s killed, he ’s 
dead ! 

JaL Can Heaven be so envious'! 

N}f rse. Romeo can, io 

Though Heaven cannot. — 0, Romeo, Rom(*o — 
Who over would have thouglit it? — Romeo — 
Jnl, What devil art thou, that dost torment 
me thus ? 

This torture should be roarM in dismal hell. 
Hath Romeo slain himself ? say thou but /, 

And that bare vowel, /, shall poison more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice : 

I am not I, if there lie such an T ; 

Or those eyes shut, that make thee answer, I. 

If he be slain, say — T ; or if not, — no : 

Brief sounds determine of my weal or woe. 
Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with 
mine eyes, — 

God save the mark I — here on his manly 
breast : 

A piteous corse, a bloody piteous coi'se ; 

Pale, pale as ashes, all bedaub'd in blood. 

All in gore blood ; — I s wounded at the sight. 
JuL O, break, my heart ! — poor bankrout, 
break at once ! 

To prison, eyes ; ne’er look on libei'ty 1 
Vile earth, to earth resign ; end motion here, 
And thou, and Rorntio, ])re»s one heavy bier ! 
Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt ! the best friend 
I had : at 

O courteous Tybalt ! honest gentleman I 
That ever I should live to see thee dead ! 

JuL What storm is this, that blows so 
contrary ? 

Is Romeo slaughter’d ? and is Tybalt dead ? 

My dearest cousin, and my dearer lord] — 
Then, dreadful trum|)ct, sound the general 
doom 

For who is living, if those two are gone ? 

Nmse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished ; 
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Romeo, that kill'd him, he is banished. rfi- 

JuL O God ! — did Romeo's hand shed 
Tybalt's blood ? 

Nurse. It did, it did : alaj^ the day ! it did. 

Jid. O seri>ent heart, hid with a flowering 
face ! • 

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave ? 
Beautiful tyrant ! floiid angelical ! 
Dove-feather'd raven ! wolvish ravening lamb I 
Despised substance of divinest show ! 

Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st; 

A damned saint, an honourable villain ! — 

0 nature ! what hadst thou to do in helj, 
When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh? — 
Was ever book containing such vile matter 
So fairly boir^d 1 O, that deceit should dwell 
In such a gorgeous palace ! 

Nurse. There 's no trust, 

No faith, no honesty in men ; all perjur’d, 

All forsworn, all naught, all disse^^blers. — 
Ah ! where 's my man ? give me some aqua 
intm : — 

These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make 
me old. 

Shame come to Romeo ! 

JuL Blister’d be thy tongiio iw. 

For such a wish ! he was not born to shame : 
Upon his brow shame is asham’d to sit ; 

For 'tis a throne where honour may be 
crown’d 

Sole monarch of the universal earth- 
0, what a beast was I to chide at him ! 

Nurse. Will you speak w^ell of him that 
kill'd your cousin? 

Jul. Shairi speak ill of him that is my 
husband ? 

Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth 
thy name, 

When I, thy three- hours' wife, have mangled 
it? — 

But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my 
cousin ? 

That villain cousin would have kill'd my 
husband : 

Back, foolish tears, back to your native- 
spring ; 

Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

Wliich you, mistaken, offer up to joy. 

My husband lives, that Tybalt would have 
slain ; 

And Tybalt's dead, that.^ould have slaiib 
my husband. 

All this is comfort ; wherefore weep I then? 
Some word there was, worser than Tybalt's 
death, 

That murder’d me. I would forget it fain ; 
But, O ! it presses to my memoiy, no 



Act III. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene III. 


Like damned guilty deeds to sinners* minds. 

' Tybalt is dead, and Romeo banished ! ** 
That banished,” that one word banished,*’ 
Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt*ij 
death ‘ 

Wiis woe enough, if it had ended there : 

Or, — if sour woe delights in fellowship. 

And needly will be rank’d with other griefs, — 
Why follow*d not, when ?he said — Tybalt’s 
dead, . 

Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both, 
Which modem lamentation might have 
mov’d ? J20 

But, with a rearward followisng Tybalt’s 
death, 

Romeo is banislied ! ” — to speak that word. 
Is father, mother, Tybalt, Ron^eo, Juliet, 

All slain, all dead : — Romeo is banished ! ” 
There is no end, no limit, measure, bound, 
fn that word ’s death ; no words can that 
woe sound. — 

Where is my father, and my mother, nurse ] 
Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt’s 
corse : 

Will you go to them ] I will bring you 
thither. 

JuL Wash they his wounds with tears : 
mine shall be spent, i:w 

When theirs are dry, for Romeo’s banishment. 
Take u[) those cords. — Poor ropes, you ai*e 
beguil’d. 

Both you and I, for Romeo is exil’d : 

He made you for a highway to my bed, 

But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed. 

‘Come, cords ; come, nurse 3 I ’ll to my wed- 
ding bed ; 

And deatli, not Romeo, take my maidenhead ! 
Nurse. Hie to your chamber ; I ’ll find 
Romeo 

To comfort you ; — I wot well where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night : 
I ’ll to him ; he is hid at Laurence’ cell. u\ 
Jul. O, find him ! give this ring to iny 
true knight, 

And bid him come to take liis last farewell. 

\E',ic€unt. 


Scene III. — Friar Laurence’s Cell. 

Enter Friar Laurence a^id RoMteo. 

FrL Romeo, come forth ; come forth, thou 
fearful man : 

Affliction is enamour’d of thy parts, 

And thou art wedded to calamity. 

Bom, Father, what news? what is the 
prince’s doom ? 


What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand, 
That I yet know not ] 

Fri. Too familiar 

Is my dear son with such sour company : 

I bring thee tidings of the prince’s doom. 
Ram, What less than doomsday is the 
prince’s doom '!■ 

Fri, A gentler judgment viinisli’d from his 
lips, 10 

Not body’s death, but body’s banisliment. 
Rom. Ha ! banishment ? lie merciful, say 
— death ; 

For exile hath more terror in his look, 

Much more than di*ath : do not say — banish- 
ment. 

Fri. Here from Verona art thou banished. 
Bo patient, for the woi ld is broad and wide. 
Rom. There is no world witliout Verona 
walls ; 

But purgatory, torture, hell itself. 

Hence banished is banish’d from the W'orld, 
And world’s exile is death ; — then “banished” 
Is death mis-term’il. Calling death — “ ban- 
ished,” i** 

Thou cutt’st my head off with a golden axe, 
And srnil’st upon the stroke that murders 
me. 

Fri. O deadly sin ! O rude unthankfulness ! 
Thy fault our law calls death ; but tlio kind 
prince, 

Taking thy part, hath rush’d aside the law, 
And turn’d that black word death to banish- 
ment : 

This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not. 
Rom. ’Tis toi’ture, and not mercy ; heaven 
is here. 

Where J uliet lives ; and every cat, and dog. 
And little mouse, every unworthy thing, 31 
Live here in heaven, and may look on her ; 
But Romeo may not. — More validity, 

More honourable state, more courtship lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo : they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet’s hand, 
And steal immortal blessing from her lii)s ; 
Who, even in pure and vestal modesty. 

Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin ; 
But Romeo may not ; he is banished. 40 
Flies may do this, but I fi*om tliLs must fly : 
They are free men, but I am banished. 

And say’st thou yet, that exile is not death ? 
Hadst thou no poison mix’d, no sharp-ground 
knife, 

No sudden mean of death, though ne’er so 
mean, 

But — “ banished ” — to kill me ? “ Banh»be;d ? ” 
O friar ! the damned use that word in hell ; 
Howling attends it : how .thoU the 

hewt, 
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Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 

A ain-absolver, and my friend profess’d, «> 
To mangle me with that word — “banished?” 

Fri, Thoii fond mad man, hear me a little 
speak. 

Rom, O ! thou wilt speak again of banish- 
ment. 

Fri, I ’ll give thee armour to keep off that 
word ; 

Advei’sity’s sweet milk, philosojdiy, 

To comfort thee, though thou art banished. 

Rom, Yet banished 'i ” — Hang up [diilo- 
sophy ! 

Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, 
Displant a town, reverse a prince’s doom, 

It helps not, it prevails not : talk no more, m 

Fri, O ! then I see that madmen have no 
ears. 

Rom, How’ slioiild they, wlien that wise 
men have no eyes ? 

Fri, Let me dispute witli thee of thy estate. 

Rom, Thou canst not speak of that thou 
lost not feel. 

Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love, 

An hour but mamed, Tybalt murdered, 
Doling like me, and like me banished. 

Then mightst thou speak, then miglitst thou 
tear thy hair, ♦ 

And fall upon the ground, as I do now, 
Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 70 

[Kmckhuf within, 

Fri, Arise ; one knocks : good Romeo, hide 
tliyself 

Rom, Not I ; unless the breath of heaii;- 
sick groans, 

Mist-like, infold me from the search of eyes. 

\KnocMng, 

Fri, Hark, how they knock ! — Who ’s 
there ? — Romeo, arise ; 

Thou wilt be taken. — Stay awhile. — Stand 
up ; [^Knocking, 

Run to my study. — By-and-by. — God’s will 1 
What simpleness is this I — I come, I come. 

[KnocM'ng, 

Who knocks so hard? whence come you? 
what ’s your will ? 

Nurse. \ Within^ Let me come in, and you 
shall know my errand : 

I come from Lady J uliet. 

Fri, Welcome then, so 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse, 0 holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar, 

* Where is my lady’s lord ? where ’s Romeo ? 

Fri. There on the ground, with his own 
teal's made drunk. 

Nv/rse, P ! he is even in my mistress’ case, 

- ust in her case. O woful sympathy ; 


Piteous predicament ! Even so lies she, 
Bliibbeiing and weeping, weeping and blub* 
bering. — 

.Stand up, stand up ; stand, afi you be a man* : 
'For Juliet’s sake, for her sjike, rjse and stand \ 
Why should you fall into so deep an O ? m 

Rom, Nurse ! 

Nurse, Ah sir ! ah sir ! — Well, death ’s the 
end of all. 

Rom, Spak’st thou of Juliet? how is it 
with her ? 

Doth she not think mo an old murderer, 

Now I have stain’d the childhood of our joy 
With blood remov’d but little from her oVir? 
Whore is she ? and how doth she ? and what 
says 

My conceal’d lady to our canccll’d love ? 

Nurse, O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps 
and weeps ; 

And now falls on her bed ; and then starts 
up ; • UM 

And Tybalt calls ; and then on Romeo cries, 
And then down falls again. 

Rom, As if that luime, 

Shot from tlie deadly level of a gun, 

Did miirder her ; as that name’s cursed hand’ 
Murder’d her kinsman. — 0 , tell me, friai% teli 
me. 

In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge? tell me, that I may 
sack 

Tlie hateful mansion. [^Drawing Uis sword, 

Fri, Hold thy desperate hand ; 

Art thou a man ? thy form cries out, tiiou 
art ; • * 

Thy tears are womanish ; thy wild acts de- 
note uo 

The unreasonable fury of a boast : 

Unseemly woman, in a seeming man ; 

And ill-beseeming beast, in seeming both !' 
Thou hast amaz’d me ; by my holy order, 

I thought thy disposition l)etter temi)er’d. 
Hast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou slay thy- 
self? 

And slay thy lady, that in thy life lives,. 

By doing damned hate upon thyself ? 

Why rail’st thou on thy birth, the heaven^ 
and earth ? 

Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three^ 
do meet 130 

In thee at once, which thou at once wouldsL 
losa • 

Fie, fie t thou sham’st thy shape, thy love, thy 
wit; 

Which, like an usurer, abound’st in all. 

And iisest none in that true use indeed 
Which should l)e<leck thy shape, thy lore, thy 
wit. i 
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Thy noble shape is but a form of wax, 
Digressing from the valour of a man ; 

Thy dear love sworn, but hollow jjerjuiy, 
Killing that love which thou hast vow'd to 
cherish ; 

Thy wit, that ornament to sliape and love, ; so 
Misshapen ki the conduct of them both, 

Like powder in a skilless soldier’s flask. 

Is set a-fire by thine own ignorance, 

And thou dismember’d with thine own de- 
fence. 

What ! rouse thee, man ; thy Juliet is alive, 
For whose dear sake thou wast but lately 
dead ; 

There art thou happy : Tybalt would kill thee, 
But thou slew’st Tybalt j there art thou ha}»})y 
too : 

The law, that threatened de^th, becomes thy 
friend, 

And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy : 
A pack of blessings light upon thy back ; i4i 
Happiness coui'ts thee in her best array ; 

But, like a misbehav’d and sullen wench. 

Thou pout’st upon thy fortune and thy love. 
Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable. 
Go, get thee to thy love, as wsis decreed, 
Ascend her chamber, hence, and comfort her ; 
But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set, 
For then thou canst not pass to Mantua ; i w 
Where thou shalt live, till we can And a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends. 
Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back, 
With twenty hundred thousand times more 
joy 

Than thou went’st forth in lamentation. — 

Go before, nurse : commend me to thy lady^ ; 
And bid her hasten all the houso to bed. 

Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto : 
Romeo is coming. 

Nurse. O Lord ! I could have stay’d here 
all the night, 

To hear good counsel : O, what learning is ! — 
My lord, I ’ll tell my lady you will come, m 
Horn. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to 
chide, 

NursB. Here, sir, a ring she bid me give 
you, sir. 

Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. 

[Kvit 

Rom. How well my comfort is reviv’d by 
this 1 

Fri. Go hence. Good night ; and here 
stands jtll your state : — 

Either be gone before the watch be set. 

Or by the break of day disguis’d from hence. 
Sojourn in Mantua : I ’ll find out your man, 
And he shall signify from time to time iw 
Every good hap to yotSf that chances here. 
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Give me thy hand ; ’t is late : farewell ; good 
night. 

Rom. But that a joy past joy calls out on 
me, 

It were a grief, so brief to part with thee : 
Farewell. [Exeunt^ 


Scene IV. — A Room in Capu let’s House. 

’ Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Parisl 

Cap. Things have fall’n out, sir, so un- 
luckily, 

That we have had no time to move our 
laughter. 

Look you, she lov’d her kinsman Tybalt 
dearly. 

And so <li(l T : — well, we were born to die. — 
’Tis very late, she ’ll not come down to-night : 
I promise you, but for your company, 

I would have been a-bed an hour ago. 

Par. These times of woe afford no time to 
woo. — 

Madam, good night : commend me to your 
daughter. 

La. Cap. I will, and know her mind early 
to-morrow ; lo 

To-night she ’s mew’d uj) to her heaviness. 

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a despemte 
tender 

Of my child’s love : I think, she will be rul’d 
In all respects by me ; nay, more, I doubt it 
not. 

Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed ; 
Acquaint her hei’e of my son Paris’ love. 

And bid hei', mark you me, on Wednesday 
next — 

But, soft : what day is this ? 

Par. Monday, my lord. 

Cap. Monejay? ha! ha! Well, Wednes- 
day is too soon ; 

O’ Thursday let it be : — o’ Thursday, tell her, 
She shall bo married to this noble earl. — n 
Will you be ready ? do you like this haste 1 
We ’ll keep no great ado : — a friend, or two ; — 
For, hark you, Tybalt being slain so late, 

It may be thought we held him carelessly. 
Being our kinsman, if we revel mucli. 
Therefore, we’ll have some half a dozen 
friends, 

And there an end. But what say you to 
Thursday ? 

Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were 
to-morrow. 

Cap. Well, get you gone : — o’ Tljursday bo 
it then. — 

Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed, 
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Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day. — 
Farewell, my lord .---Light to my chamber, ho ! 
Afore me ! it is so very late, that we 
May call it early by-and-by.— Good night. 

' [Exmmt. 


, Scene V. — Juliet’s Chamber. 

Enter Homko anxl Juliet. 

Jul. Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near 
:lay : 

It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 

That pierc’d the fearful hollow of thine ear ; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate- tree : 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingah*. 

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the 
morn, 

No nightingale : look, love, what envious 
streaks 

Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east. 
Night’s candles are burnt out, andjocurul day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops : lo 
I must be goiwi and live, or stay and die. 

JvJ, Yon light is’not daylight, I know it, I : 
It is some meteor that the sun exhales, 

To be to thee this night a torch-bearer. 

And light thee on thy way to Mmitua : 
Therefore stay yet ; thou ueed’st not to ]>e 
gone, 

Rom. Let me be ta’en, let me be put to 
death ; 

I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 

I ’ll say, yon grey is not the morning’s eye, 

’T is but the pale reflex of Cynthia’s brow ; 20 
Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do 
beat 

The vanity heaven so high above our heads : 

I have more care to stay than will to go : — 
Come, death, and welcome! Juliet wdlls it 
so. — 

How is ’t, my soul 1 let ’s talk, it is not day, 
Jul. It is, it is ; hie hence, be gone, away ! 
It is the lark that sings so out of tune. 
Straining harsh discords, and unpleasing 


Enter Nurse, 

Nurse. Madam 1 
Jul. Nurse ? 

Nurse. Your lady mother ’s coming to your 
‘ chamber : 

The day is broke ; be * vary, look about. 40 

\Exit. 

Jul. Then, window, let day in, and let life 
out. 

Rom. Farewell, farewell 1 tone kiss, and I ’ll 
descend. [Descejuis. 

Jul. Art thou gone so ? love ! lord ! ay, 
husband, friend ! 

I must hear from thee every day in the hour, 
For in a minute there are many days : 

O ! by this cf)unt I shall be much in years. 
Ere I again b^'^hold my Romeo. 

Rom. Farow'ell 1 I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 
Jul. (3 ! think’st thou, we_ shall ever meet 
again 

Rom. 1 doubt it not ; and all these woes 
shall serve 

For sweet discourses in our time to come. 

Jul. O God ! r have an ill-divining soul : 
Methinks, I see thee, now thou art so low. 

As one dead in tlie bottom of a tomb : 

Either my eyesight fails, or thou look’st palc\ 
Rom, And trust me, love, in my eye so do 
you : 

Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu 1 adieu ! 

. [Exit. 

J uJ. O fortune, fortune ! all men call thee 
fickle : 

If thou ai*t fickle, what dost thou with him oo 
That is renown’d for faith ? Be fickle, 
fortune ; 

For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 
But send him back. 

Lo.. Cap. [Within.^ IIo, daughter! are you 
up ? 

Jid. Who is ’t that calls ? is it my lady 
mother 1 

Is she not down so late, or up so early ] 

What unaccustom’d cau.se procures her hither? 


Some say, the lark makes sweet division ; Enter Lady Capulet. 

This doth not so, for she divideth us : 30 La. Cap. Why, how now, Juliet? 

Some say, the lark and loathed toad cliange Jul. Madam, I am not well. 

eyes ; La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your 

O I now I would they had chang'd voices too, cousin’s death 1 

Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray. What 1 wilt thou wash him from his grave 
Hunting thee hence with hunts-up to the day. with tears ? 

0 1 now 1x5 gone : more light and light it And if thou couldst, thou couldst not make 
gi’ows. him live ; 70 

Rom. More light and light : more dark and Therefore, have doiiQ, Some giief shows much 
dark our woes. | of love ; 
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But much of grief shows still some want of 
wit. 

Jul, Yet let me weep for such a feeling 
loss. 

La, Cap, So &liall you feel the loss, hut not 
the friend < 

Which you weep foi. 

Jtd, Feeling so the loss, 

I cannot choose but ever weep the friend. 

La. Cap. Well, girl, thou weep’st not so 
much for his death, 

As that the villain lives which slaughter’d him. 

Jul. What villain, madam 1 

La Cap. That same villain, Romeo. 

Jul. Villain and he are many miles 
asunder. w) 

God pardon him ! I do, with all my lieart : 
And yet no man like he doth gi^evc my heart. 

La, Cap, That is, because the traitor mur- 
derer lives. 

Jul. Ay, madam, from t])e reach of these 
my liaiids. 

’Would, none but I might veiige my cousin’s 
death ! 

La. Cap. Wo will have vengejince for it, 
fetir thou not : 

Then weep no fnore. J ’ll se.iid to one in 
, Mantua, — 

Where that same banish’d runagate doth 
live, — 

Shall give him such an un accustom’d dram, 
That he shall soon keep Tybalt company : so 
And then, I hope, thou wilt be satisfied. 

Jul. Indeed, 1 never shall be satisfied 
With Romeo, till I behold him — deml — 

Is my poor Jieart, so for a kinsman vex’il. — 
Madam, if yon could find out but a man 
To bear a poison, 1 would temper it, 

That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof. 
Soon sleep in quiet. — O ! liow my heart 
abhors 

To hear him nam’d, — and cannot come to 
him, — 

To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt 
UjKin his body that hath slaughter’d him ! n>i 

La, Cap. Find thou the means, and I ’ll 
find such a man. 

But now I ’ll tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 

JuL And joy comes well in such a needy 
time. 

What are they, I beseech your ladyshiijf 
^ La, Cap. Well, well, thou hast a careful 
father, clj^ild ; ‘ 

One who, to put tjjee from thy heaviness, 
Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy. 

That thou expect’st not, nor I look’d not for. 

Jul, Madam, in happy time, what day is 
that ? no 


La, Cap. Marry, my child, early next 
Thursday morn, 

The gallant, young, and iioblo gentleman, 

The Oounty Pari-s, at Saint Pet(;r’s Church, . 
Shall happily 'make the(^ there a joyful bride* 
Jal. Now, by Saint Pclcr’.s Ohurcli, and 
Peter too, 

He shall not make me there a joyful bride. 

I wonder at this baste ; tliat J must wed 
Ere he, that should be husband, coinc's to woo. 
I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam, 

I will not marry yet; and, when I do, I 
swear, 120 

It shall bo Ronuio, whom you know I hate, 
Rjithcr than Paris. — These ari^ news indeed ! 
La. Cap. Here conies your fatlier; tell him 
so yourself, 

And see how lie will take it at your hands. 

Lnter Capulet and Name. 

Cap. When the siui sets, the earth doth 
Irizzle dew : 

Rut for the sunset of my brother’s son, 

It rains downright. ^ — 

How now a conduit, girl ? what ! still in 
tears ? 

Kvermoro showering ? In one little body 
Thou counterfeit’st a bai'k, a sea, a wind : i.w 
For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea. 
Do ebb and flow with teans; the bark thy 
body is. 

Bailing in this salt flood ; the winds, thy* 
sighs : 

Who, raging with thy tears, and they with 
them, 

Without a sudden calm, will ovfu siit 
Thy tempest-tossed body. — How now, wife ? 
Have you deliver’d to her our decree f 

La. Cap. Ay, sir; but slio will none, she 
gives you thanks. 

I would, the fool were mairied to her grave 1 
Cajt. Soft, take me with you, take me with 
you, wife. no 

How ! will she none 1 doth she not give us 
thanks ? 

Is she not proud 1 doth she not count her 
bless’d, 

Unworthy as she is, that we have wi^ought 
Bo worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom 
Jtd. Not proud, you have; but thankful, 
that you have : 

Proud can I never be of what I hate ; 

But thankful even for hate, that is meant 
love. 

Cap. How now! how now, chop-logic! 
What is this ? 

“ Proud,’"— ^nd “I thank you,” — and ‘‘I 
thank you not ; ” — 
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And yet “ not proud ; ” — mistress minion, 
you, 150 

Thank me no thankings, nor jiroiid me no 
prouds, 

But fettle your fine joints Against Tliui'sday 
next. 

To go with Paris to Saint Peter’s Church, 

Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out, you green-sickness cannon ! out, you 
baggage ! 

You tallow-face ! 

La. Cap. Fie, fie ! what, arc you mad 1 

JuL Good father, I beseech you on my 
knees, 

Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 

Hang thee, young baggage ! dis- 
obedient wretch ! 

I tell thee what, — get thee to church o’ 
Thursday, 

Or “never after look me in the face. 

Speak not, reply not, do not answer me ; 

My fingei*s itiih. — Wife, we scarce thought us 
bless’d, 

That God had lent us but this only child ; 
But now I see this one is one too much, 

And that we have a curse in having her. 

Out on her, hilding I 

Nurse. God in heaven bless her ! — 

You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so. 

Cap. And why, my hid}^ wisdom] hold 
your tongue, 

‘Good prudence : smatter with your gossips ; 
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Nurse. I speak no treason. 

Ca2h O ! God ye good den. 

Nurse. May not one speak 1 

Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool ! 

Utter your gravity o’er a gossip’s bowl, 

For here w-e heed it not. 

La. Cap. You are too hot. 

Cap. God’s bread ! it makes me mad. 

Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, play, 
Alone, in company, still my care hath been 
To have her match’d ; and having now pro- 
vided 

A gentleman of noble parentage, 

Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train’d, 
Stuff’d (as they say) with honourable pai*ts, isi 
IVoportion’d as one’s thought would wish a 
man,— 

And then to have a wretched puling fool, 

A whining mammet, in her fortune’s tender, 
To answer — “1*11 not wed,” — “I cannot 
love,”-T- 

“I am too young,’— “I pray you, pardon 
me ; ” — 

But, an you will not wed, I’ll pardon 
you; 


Graze where you will, you shall not house 
with me : 

Look to ’t, think on ’t, I do not use to jest. 
Thursday is ne^ir; lay Ijand on heart, ad- 
vise. ( wo 

I An you be mine. I ’ll give you to my friend ; 
An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i’ the 
streets. 

For, by my soul, I ’ll ne’er acknowledge thee. 
Nor what is mine shall good. 

Trust to ’t, betliiiik you, be forsworn. 

Jul, Is there no pity sitting in tlie clouds, 
That sees into the bottom of my grief 
O, sweet my mother, cast me not away ! 
Delay this marriage for a month, a. week; r 

Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 200 
In that dim raonuraent where Tybalt lies. 

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I ’ll not speak 
a word. 

Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. 

,• [Exit. 

Jul. O God ! — O nurse ! how shall this bo 
j)revented ? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven ; 
How shall that faith return again to earth, 
Unless that husband send it* me from heaven 
By leaving earth ? — comfort me, counsel me. -r- 
Alack, aiiick ! that Heaven should practise 
stratagems 

Upon so soft a subject as myself! — 210 

What say’st thou 1 hast thou not a word of 
joy? 

8ome comfort, nurse. 

Nurse. Faith, here it is. 

Romeo is banished ; and all the world to 
nothing, 

That he dares ne’er come back to challenge 
you ; 

Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth. ’ 
Then, since the case so stands as now it doth, 
I think it best you married with the county. 

0 ! he ’s a lovely gentleman ; 

Romeo ’s a dishclout to him : an eagle, madam^ 
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye. 
As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart, 22 / 

1 think you are happy in this second match, 
For it excels your first : or if it did not, 

Your first is dead ; or ’t were as good he were, 
As living here and you no use of him. 

Jul Speakest thou from thy heart] 

Nurse. And from my soul too ; else beshrew 
them both. 

Jul Amen I 
Nwrse. What? 

Jul. Well, thou hast comforted me maiv 
vellous much. «> 

Go in ; and tell my lady I am gone. 
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Having displocis’d my father, to Laurence’ cell 
To make confession, and to be absolv’d. 

Nvrse. Marry, I will ; and this is wisely 
(lone. ' ' [Exit. 

Jul. Ancient, damnation ! 0 most wicked 
fiend ! , 

Is it more sin to wish mo thus forsworn, 

Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 


Which she hath prais’d him with above com^ 
pare 

So many thousand times 1 — Go, counsellor ; 
Thou and my bosom lienceforth shall be 
twain. — MO 

I ’ll to the friar, to know his remetly ; 

If all else fail, myself have power to die. 

[Exit, 


ACT IV. 


Scene I. — Friar LAURENCufs Cell. 
Enter Friar Laurence and Paris. 

Fri, On Thursday, sir? the time is very 
short. 

Par. My father C^apulet wil^ have it so ; 

And I am nothing slow, to slack his haste. 

Fri, You say, you do not know the lady’s 
mind : 

Uneven is the course, I like it not. 

Par. Immoderately she wee{)S for Tybalt’s 
death, 

And therefore have I little talk’d of love ; 

For Venus smih/s not in a house of tears. 

Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous, 

That she doth give her sorrow so much sway, 

And in his wisdom hastes our marriage, n 

To stop the inundation of her tears ; 

Which, too much minded by hei*self alone, 

May be put from her by society. 

Now d(> you know the reason of this haste. 

Fri. [Aside ^ I would I knew not why it 
should be slow’d. 

Look, sir, hero comes the lady towards my 

C('ll. 

Enter J uliet. 

Par. Happily met, my lady, and my wife ! 

Jtd. That may be, sir, when I may be a 
wife. 

Par. That may be, must bo, love, on 
Thursday next. 20 

Jul. What must be shall be. 

Fri. That ’s a certain text. 

Par. Come you to make confession to this 
father ? 

Jul. To answer that, I should confess to 
you. 

Par. Do not deny to him, that you love 
me. 

Jul. I will confess to you, that I love him. 

Par. So will ye, I am sure, that you love 
me. 

Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price, 
Being spoke behind your back, than to your 
face. 


I Par. Poor soul, tliy face is much abus’d 
with tears. 

Jul. The tears have got small victory by 
that ; 80 

For it was bad enough before their spite. 

Pa7\ Thou wrong’st it, mora than team, 
with that report. 

Jul. That is no slander, sir, which is a 
truth ; 

And what 1 spake, I spake it to my face. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast 
slander’d it. 

Jul. It may be so, for it is not mine own. — 
Are you at leisure, lioly father, now, 

Or shall 1 come to you at evening mass ? 

Fri. My leisure serves me, pensive 
daughter, now. — 

My lord, wo must entreat the time alone. * 4) 

Par. God shield, I should disturb devo- 
tion ! — 

Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse you : 
Till then, adieu ; and keep this holy kiss. 

[Exit. 

Jul. O 1 shut tlic door ; and when thou 
luist done so, 

Come weep with me ; post hope, past cure, 
past help ! 

Fri. Ah, Juliet! I already know thy grief; 
It strains mo past the com|)a8s of my wits : 

I hear thou must, and nothing may prorogue 
it. 

On Thursday next be married to this county. 

Jul. Tell me not, fri^, that thou liear’st of 
this, 60 

Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it : 

If in thy wisdom thou canst give no help, 

Do thou but call my resolution wise, 

And with this knife I ’ll help it prosently. 

God join’d my heart and Romeo’s, thou our 
hands ; 

And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal’d, 
Shall be the label to another deed, 

Or my true heart witli treacherous revolt 
Tuni to anotabr, this shall slay them both, 
Tlierefore, out of thy long experienc’d time, » 
Give me sdme present counsel ; or, behold, 
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Act tv. 


EOM.ro and JULIET. 


Scene IT. 


^Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the umpire ; arbitrating that 
Wliich the commission of thy years and art 
(Jonld to no issue of true honour bring. 

He not so long to speak ; I long to die, 

If what thou speak’st speak not of remedy. 
/'Vi. Hold, daughter ; I do spy a kind of 
hope, 

Which craves as desperate an execMition 
As that is desperate which we would prevent, 
if, rather than to marry Oouiity Paris, 

Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself, 
Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this shame, 
Thou cop'st with death himself to ’scape from 
it; 

And, if thou dar’st, I ’ll give thee remedy. 

Jul. O ! bid mo leap, ratlier than marry 
Paris, 

From off the battlements of yonder tower ; 

Or walk in thievish Avays : or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are ; chain me with roaring 
bears ; 

Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
O’er-cover’d quite with dead ineii's rattling 
bones, 

With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless 
skulls ; 

Or bid me go into a new-made graA^’e 
And hide me with a dead man in his shroud ; 
Things that, to hear them told, have made me 
tremble ; 

And I will do it without fear or doubt, 

To live an unstaiu’d wife to my sweet love. * 
IVi. Hold, then : go home, be meiTy, give 
consent 

To marry Paris. Wednesday is to-morrow ; w 
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone. 

Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy 
chamber : 

Take thou this vial, being then in bed. 

And this distilled liquor drink thou off ; 

When, presently, through all thy veins shall 
run 

A cold and drowsy humour ; for no pulse 
Shall keep his native progress, but surcease : 
No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou 
liveat ; 

The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly ashes ; thy eyes’ Avindows fall. 

Like death, when he shuts up the day of i 
life ; * 

Each part, depriv’d of supple government, 
Shall, stiff and stark and cold, appear like 
death : 

And in this borrow’d likeness of shrunk death 
Thou shalt continue two and forty hours, 

And then awake as f^m a pleasant sleep. 


Now, when the biidegroom in the morning 
comes 

To rouso thee from thy bed, there art thou 
dead : 

Then, as the manner of our country is, 

thy best robes uncover’d on the bier, no 
Thou shalt be borne to «that same ancient 
vault. 

Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie. 

Ill the meantime, agjiinst thou shalt awake. 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift ; 
And liithcr shall he come, and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Maiitua,. 

And this shall free thee from this present 
shame, 

If no unconstant toy, nor womanish fear, 
Abate thy valgur in the acting it. mt 

Jitl. Give me, give me ! 0 ! tell not me 

of fear. 

Fri. Hold ; get you gone : be strong and 
])rosperous 

111 this resolve. I ’ll send a friar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to tliy lord. 

Jitl. Love, give mo strength ! and strength 
shall help afford. •' 

Farewell, dear father. • \_Exeaut. 


Scene II. — A Room in Capulet’s House. 

Enter Capulet, Ladtf Oapulet, Nurse, and 
Servants. 

Cap. So many guests invite as hei^ are 
writ. “ - [ Exi/ Servant, 

Sirrah, go liire me twenty cunning cooks. 

2 Serv. You shall haA^e none ill, sir ; for 
I ’ll try if they can lick their lingers. 

Cap. How canst thou tiy them so ^ 

2 Serv. Marry, sir, ’tis an ill cook that 
cannot lick his own fingers : therefore, he 
that cannot lick his fingers goes not Avith me. 

Cap. Go, be gone. — • [Exit Servant, 

We shall be much unfumish’d for this time. — 
What, is my daughter gone to Friar Laurence i 
Nurse, Ay, forsooth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good 
on her : 

A peevish self-wilTd harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet. 

Nwrse. See, where she comes from shrift 
with meny look. . 

Cap. How now, my headstrong? where 
have you been gadding ? 

Jul, Whero I have learn’d me to repent 
the sin 



Act IV, 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene III 


Of disobedient oj)j)Osition 

To you, and your behests ; and am enjoin'd 

By holy Laurence to fall prostrate here, 

To beg your pardon. — Pardon, I beseech 
you : 

Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you. i 

Cap, Send for the county : go tell him of’ 
this ; 

I ’ll have this knot knit up to-morrow morn- 
ing. 

Jut I met the youthful loi‘d at Laurence' 
cell ; 

And gave him what becomed love I might, 
Not stepping o’er the bounds of modesty. 

Cap, Why, I am glad on 't ; this is well, — 
stand up : 

This is Jis’t should l>e. — Let mo see the 
county : i 

Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetcli him hither. — 
Now, afore God, tliis reverend holy friar, ai 
All our whole city is much bound to him. 

Jill, Nurse, will you go with me into my 
closet. 

To help me sort sucli needful ornaments 
As you think lit to furnish me to-morrow I 
La, Chp, No, not till Thursday : there is 
time enough. 

Gap, Go, nurse, go with her. — We'll to 
clmrch to-morrow. 

[^Exevnt J uliet and Nurse, 
La, Cap, We shall be short in our pro- 
vision : 

’T is no V near night. 

Cap, I'ush ! I wdll stir about, 

And all things shall bo well, I warrant thee, 

wife. 4<» 

Go thou to Juli(?t ; help to de<.?k up her : 

I ’ll not to bed to-night ; — let me alone ; 

I '11 play the hou.se wife for this once. — What, 
ho ! — 

They are all forth : well, I will walk myself 
To County Paris, to prepare him up 
Against to-morrow. My^ heart is wondrous 
light, 

Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim'd. 

\Exevjni, 


Scene III. — Juliet's Chamber, 

EiUer Juliet and Nurse, 

Jul, Ay, tho^ attires are best : — but, gentle 
nurse, 

I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night ; 

For I have need of many orisons 
To move the heavens to smile upon my 
state, 


Which, well thou know’st, is cross and full of 
sin. 

Eider fjadij Capulet, 

La. Cap. What, are you busy, ho] need 
you my help i 

Jid. No, madam; we have cull'd such 
iiecessaiics 

As are behoveful for our state to-morrow : 

So please you, let me now be left alone. 

And let the nurse this night sit up with you ; 
For, I am sure, you have your hands full all ii 
In this so sudden business. 

La, Cap. Good night : 

Get thee to bed, juid I’est ; for tliou hast need. 

\_E,reunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 
Jul. Farewell ! — God knows when wo shall 
meet again. 

1 have a faint cold fear thrills through my 
veins. 

That almost freezes up the heat of life : 

I 'll call them back again to comfort me. — 
Nurse !— What should she do here] 

My dismal scene I needs must act alone. 
Come, vial. — »> 

What if this mixture do not work at all ? 
Shall I be mai'ried then to-morrow morning]— 
No, no ; — tliis shall forbid it : — lie thou thei*e. 

\Layiny d,owu a dayyer. 
What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead, 

Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour'd, 
Because lie married me before to Romeo] 

1 fear, it is ; and yet, methinks, it should not, 
For he hath still Ix^en tried a lioly man. — 
How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeem me ] thei*e 's a fearful point ! 

Shall I not then be stifled in the vault. 

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air 
breathes in, 

And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes ] 
Gr, if I live, is it not very like. 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 
Together with the terror of the place, — 

As in a vault, an ancient ix^ceptacle. 

Where, for this many hundied years, the 
bones ^ 

Of all my buried ancest(^rs are pack'd ; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in eai*th, 
Lies fest'ring in his shroud ; where, as they 
say. 

At some hours in the night .spirits resort : — 
Alack, alack ! is it not like, that I, 

So early waking, — what with loathsome smells, 
Ajid shrieks like mandrakes' torn out of the 
eai*th, , 

Tliat living mortals, hearing them, run mad; — 
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Act IV. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene V. 


O ! if I wake, shall I not be distraught, 
Environed with all these hideous fears, a 
And madly play with my forefatliers' joints, 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his 
shroud ] * 

And, in this rage, with some great kinsman’s 
bone, 

As with a club, dash out my desperate brainsi 
O, look ! inethinks, I see my cousin’s ghost 
Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body 
Upon a rapier’s point. — Stay, Tybalt, stay !- 
Romeo, I come ! this do I drink to thee. 

[She throws herself on the bed. 


Scene I V. — Capulet’s Hall. 

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse, 

La, Cap. Hold, take these keys, and fetch 
moi*e s]jice.s, nurse. 

Nurse, They call for dates and quinces in 
the pastry. 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap, Come, stir, stir, stir ! the second cock 
hath crow’d, 

The curfew bell hath ning, ’t is three o’clock : — 
Look to the bak’d meats, good Angelica : 
Spare not for cost. 

Nurse, Go, go, you cot-quean, go ; 

Get you to bed : ’faith, you ’ll be sick to- 
morrow 

For tliis night’s watching. 

Cap. No, not a whit. What! I have 
watch’d ere now 

All night for lesser cause, and ne’er been 
sick. 10 

La. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt 
in your time ; 

But I will watch you from such watching now. 

[Exeimt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 
Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood ! — 
Now, fedlow, 

W^t ’s there ? 

Enter Servants^ with spits, toys, and baskets. 

1 Serv, Things for the cook, sir; but I 

know not what. 

Cap. Make haste, make haste. [Exit 1 
Serv.^ — Sirrah, fetch drier logs : 

Call Peter, he will show thee where they are. 

2 Serv. I have a head, sir, that will find 

out logs. 

And never trouble Peter for the matter 

[Exit. 

Cap, ’Maas, and well said ; a merry whore- 
son, ha I * 20 


Thou shalt be logger-head. — Good faith ! ’t is 
day ; 

The county will be here with music straight. 

For so he said he would . — [Music within.] I 
hear him near. — 

Nurse I — Wife ! — What, ho ! — What, nurse, 
I say 1 

Enter Nurse, 

Go, waken Juli.^t; go, and trim her up : 

I ’ll go and chat with Pai*is. — Hie, make- 
haste. 

Make haste ; the bridegroom he is come al- 
ready : 

Make haste, 1 say. 


Scene V. — Juliet’s Chamber; Juliet on the 
bed. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Mistress' — what, mistress! — Juliet I 
— fast, I warrant her, she : — 

Why, lamb ! — why, lady ! — fie, you slug-a- 
bed !- 

Why, love, I say ! — madam ! sweet-heart ! — 
why, bride ! 

What! not a word? — you take your penny - 
worths now : 

Sleep for a week; for the next night, I 
warrant, 

The Coimty Paris hath set up liis rest, 

That you shall rest but little. — God forgive 
me. 

Marry, and amen, how sound is she asleep I 
I needs must wake her. Madam, madam, 
madam ! 

Ay, let the county take you in your bed : j<> 

He ’ll fright you up, i’ faith. — Will it not 
be ? 

What, dress’d ! and in your clothes ! and down 
again 

I must needs wake you. Lady ! lady I 
lady 1 — 

Alas ! alas! — Help! help! my lady’s dead ! — 
O, well-a-day, that ever I was born ! — 

Some aqua vitas, ho ! — my lord, my lady I 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap^ What noise is here ? 

Nurse, 0 lamentable day ! 

La. Cap. What is the nii^tterl 
Nirse. Look, look ! O heavy day i 

La. Cap, O 'me ! O me ! — my child, my 
only life, 

Revive, look up, or I will die with thee !— 
Help, help ! — Call help. 
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Act IV. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene Y. 


Enter Capulet. 

Cap. For shame ! bring Juliet forth ; her 
lord is come. 

Eurae. She ’s dead, deceas’d, she ’a dead ; 
alack the day . 

La. Cap. Alack the day ! she 's dead, she ^s 
dead, she dead. 

Cap. lla I let me see her. — Out, alas I she ’s 
cold ; 

Her blood is settled, and her joints are 
stiff j 

Life and these lips have long been separated : 
Death lies on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the fleld. 

Nurse. O lamentable day ! 

La. Cap. O woful time ! ao 

Cap. Death, that hath ta’eii her hence to 
make me wail, 

Ties up my tongue, and will not let me 
speak, 

• Ent&i' Friar Laurence and Paris, with 
Musicia7is, 

Fri. Come, is the bride ready to go to 
church ? " 

Cap. Ready to go, but never to return. — 

0 sou ! the night before thy wedding-day 
Hath Death lain with thy wife. — There she 
lies, 

Flower as she was, deflowered by him. 

Death is my son-in-law, Death is my heir ; 

My daughter he hath wedded. I will die, 
And leave him all; life, living, all is i 
Death’s ! -*0 | 

Par. Have I thought long to see this morn 
' face. 

And doth it give me such a sight as this ? 

La. Cap. Accurs’d, happy, wretched, hate- 
ful day : 

Most miserable hour, that e’er time saw 
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage 1 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving child 
But one thing to rejoice and .solace in, 

And cruel death hath catch’d it from my 
sight ! 

Nurse. 0 woo ! 0 woful, woful, woful day 
Most lamentable day, most woful day, 

That ever, ever, I did yet behold I 
O day I O day 1 O day ! O hateful day ! 

Never wa.s seen so black a day as this : 

O woful day, 0 woful day I 

Par. Beguil’d, divorced, wronged, spited 
slain i 

Most detestable death, by thee beguil’d. 

By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown ! — 

O love I O life ! — not life, but love in 
death 1 . 


Cap. Despis’d, distressed, hated, martyr’d, 
kill’d ! 

Uncomfortable time, wliy eain’st thou now 
To murder, murder our suleiimity I — 

O child ! 0 child I — my soul, and not my 
child !— 

Dead art tliou ! — alack ! my child is dead ; 
And with my child my joys are b\iried. 

Fri. Peace, ho ! for shame I confusion’s 
cure lives nt>t 

In these confusions. Heaven and yourself 
Hiid part in this fair maid ; now Heaven 
hath all, 

And all the better is it for the maid : 

Your part iii her you could not keep from 
death. 

But Heaven keeps his part in eternal life, to- 
The most you sought was her promotion, 

For ’t was your heaven, she should be ad- 
vanc’d . 

And weep ye now, seeing she is ad\ anc’d 
Above the clouds, as high as lieaveii itself ! 

O 1 in this love, you love your child so ill, 
That you run mad, seeing that she is well : 
She ’s not well married that lives married 
long ; 

But slie’s best married tluit dies married 
young. 

Diy up your teai’S, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is, «v 
In all her Ixjst array bear her to church ; 

For though fond nature bids us all lament, 
Yet nature’s tears are reason’s merriment. 

Cap. All things, that we ordained fe.stival. 
Turn from their oftice to black funeral : 

Our instruments to melancholy bells ; 

Our wedding cheer to a sad burial feast ; 

Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change; 
Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse, 
And all things change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, go you in ; — and, madam, go with 
him ; — 

And go, Sir Paris : — every one prepare 
To follow this fair corse unto her grave. 

The heavens do lour upon you, for soiiio 

ill ; 

Move them no more, by crossing their high 
will. 

[Exeiinf Capulet, Lad// Capulet, Parls, 

and Friar. 

1 Mus. ’Faith, we may put up our pipes, 
and be gone. 

Nurse. Honest good fcdlows, ah ! put up, 
put up ; 

For, well you know, this is a pitiful case. 

[Exit. 

1 Mils. Ay, by my troth, the case may be 
amended. 


845 



Act V. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene I. 


Enter Peter, 

Eeier, Musicians, O, viiusicians! “Heart’s 
ease, Heart's ease : " O ! an you will have 
me live, play “Heai*t's ease.” 

1 Mm, Why “ Heart’s ease ? ” 

Peter, 0, musicians, la ‘cause my heart it- 
self plays — “My heart is full of woe.” O! 
play me some merry dump, to comfort me. 

2 Mub, Not a dump we : 't is lio time to 
play now. 

Peter, You will not tlicu 1 

.Mns, No. 

Peter. I will then give it you soundly. 

1 Mm. What will you give us 1 

Peter. No money, on ]ny faith ; but the 
gleek : I will give yon the minstrel. 

1 Mu8. Then will I give you the serving- 
creature. 

Peter. Then will I lay the serving-creature’s 
dagger on your pat(^. I will carry no 
crotclu»ts : I '11 re you, I ’ll fa you. Do you 
note me 'i 

1 Mtts. An you re us, and fa us, you note 
us. 

2 Mm. Pray you, put uj) your dagger, and 

put out your wit. rji 

Peter. Then have at you with my wit. I 
will dry-beat you with an iron wit, and put 
up my iron dagger. — Answer me like men : 


I When gripimj g^'ief the heart doth womid, 
j And doleful dumps the tnind oppress^ 

1 TJien musk with her silver sound — 

I 

Why “ silver sound ? ” why “ music with her 
silver sound I ” What say you, Simon Cat- 

! 

! 1 Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a 

sweet sound. ifti 

Peter. Pretty ! — What say you, Hugh 
Rel)eck 1 

I 2 Mns. I say- silver sound,” because 
i musicians sound for silver. 

Peter. Pretty too ! -what say you, J ames 
SoundjHxst ? 

3 Mm. ’1 JL I'WAAVyi'l XAV/U TfAAf«;U \i\J Oll/JT « 

Peter. O ! I cry you mercy ; you are the 
j singer : T wid say for you. Tt is — “ music 
i with her silver sound,” because musicians 
have no gold for sounding : — 

Then music unth her silver sound i4o 
With speedy help doth lend redress. 

\Exit. 

1 Mus. What a })estilent knave is this 
same ! 

2 Mus. Hang him, Jack ! Come, we '11 in 

here ; tarry for the mourners, and stay 
dinner. [Emunt. 


ACT V. 


Scene I. — Mantua. A Street. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. If I may trust the flattering truth of 
sleep, 

My dreams presage some joyful news at hand : 
My bosom’s lord sits lightly in his throne ; 
And, all this day, an unaccustom'd spirit 
Lifts me alx>ve the ground with cheerful 
thoughts. 

I dreamt, my lady came and found me dead ; 
(Strange dream, that gives a dead man leave 
to think !) 

And breath'd such life with kisses in my lips, 
That I reviv'd, and was an emperor. 

Ah me 1 how sweet is love itself jmssess'd, lo 
When but love's shadows are so rich in joy ! 

E'tUer Balthasar. 

News from Verona ! — How now, Balthasar ? 
Dost thou not bring me letters from tile friar 1 
How doth my lady ? Is my father well ] 
How doth my Lady Juliet 1 that I ask again ; 
For nothing can be ill if she be well 


Jkd. Then she is well, and nothing can be 
, ill. 

Her body sleeps in Oapels' monument, 

And her immortal part with angels lives. 

I saw her laid low in her kindred’s vault, so 
And presently took })ost to tell it you. 

O, pardon me for bringing these ill news. 
Since you did leave it for my oflice, sir. 

Rom. Is it e'en so? then, I deny you, 
stars ! 

Thou know’st ray lodging : get me ink and 
paper, 

And hire post-horses ; I will hence to-night. 

Bal. I do beseech you, sir, have patience : 
Yo\ir looks are pale and wild, and do imj>ort 
Some misadventure. 

Rom, Tush ! thou art deceiv'd : 

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do. so 
Hast thou no letters to me from the friar ? 
Bal. No, my good lord. 

Rom. No matter ; get thee gone, 

And hire those horses: I'll be with thee 
straight. — [Exit Balthasar. 

Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night. 






DJCKSEII, A.R.A., Dti, 


ROMEO AND THE APOTHECARY. 


Ap. Hy pbv^y, but not my will, ^nsents. 

Rm, I pay thy poverty, and not thy will. « 

*^RoMBO and Jl/UKT," Act V Scifit /• 



Act V. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene II. 


Let 'B see for means : — 0 mischief ! thou art 
swift 

To enter in the thoughts of desperate men ! 

J do rememi)er an apothecary, 

And hereabouts a dwells, which late I noted 
In tatter’d weeds, with overwhelming brows, , 
Culling of simples; meagi*e were his looks, 4<i! 
Sharp misery had worn him to the bones : 
And in his needy shop a tor^^^oise hung, 

An alligator stuff’d, and other skins 
Of ill-shap’d fishes ; and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 

Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty 
seeds. 

Remnants of jjackthread, and old cakes of 
roses, 

Were thinly scatter’d to make up a show. 
Noting this penury, to myself i said — 

An if a man did need a poison now, idt 

Whose sale is ])resent death in Mantua, 

Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him. 
O ! this same thought did but forerun iny 
need, 

And this same needy man must sell it me. 

As I ren^einber, this should be the house : 
Being holiday, the beggar’s shop is shut. — 
What, ho 1 ai)othecary ! 

Enter Apothecar[f. 

Ap. Who calls so loud ? 

Rom, Come hither, man. — 1 see, that thou 
art poor ; 

Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have 
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding gear oo 
As will disperse itself through all the veins. 
That the Jife-weary taker may fall dead ; 

And that the trunk may be discharg’d of 
breath 

As violently, as hasty powder fir’d 
Doth hurry from the fatal cannon’s womb. 

A}?* Such mortal drugs I have ; but 
Mantua’s law 

Is death to any he that uttei's them. 

Rom, Art thou so bare, and full of wretched- 
ness, 

And fear’st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks, 
Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes, to 
Contempt and beggary hang upon thy back ; 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world’s 
law : 

The world affords no law to make thee 
rich ; 

Then be not J)oor, but break it, and take 
this. 

Ap, My poverty, but not my will, consents. 
Rom, I pay thy poverty, and not thy 
will. 

Ap, Put this in any liquid thing you will, 


And drink it ofi*; and, if you hjul the strength 
Of twenty men, it would despatch you straight. 
Rom, There is thy gold ; worse poison to 
men’s souls, m 

Doing more murder in this lonthsome world, 
Than these poor compounds that thou may ’si 
not sell : 

I sell thee poison, thou hast sold mo none. 
Farewell ; buy food, and get thyse lf in flesh. — 
Come, cordial, and not poison, go witli me 
To Juliet’s grave, for there must I use thc(i. 

[/^J,veunL 


Scene II. — Friar Lauren' ce’s Cell. 
Enter Friar J OUN. 

JoJm, Holy Franciscan friar ! brother I ho I 
Enter Friar Laurence. 

Lau, This same should be the voice of 
Friar John. — 

Welcome from Mantua : what shvs Romeo? 
Or, if his mind bo writ, givi^ me his letter. 
John, Going to find a ]>arcfoot brotlier 
out, 

One of our order, to associate me, 

Here in this city visiting the sick, 

And finding him, the searchers of the town, 
Suspecting that we both wei'e in a house 
Where the infectious pestihmee ditl reign, if> 
Seal’d u]) the doors, and would not let us 
forth ; 

So that my speed to Mantua there was stay’d. 
Lau. Who bare my letter thou to Romeo 't 
John, I could not send it, — here it is 
again, — 

Nor get a messenger to bring it thee, 

So fearful were they of infection. 

Lau, Unhappy fortune! by my brother- 
hood, 

The letter was not nice, but full of charge, 

Of dear import ; and the neglecting it 
May do much danger. Friar J olin, go Jierice ; 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight n 
Unto my cell. 

John, Brother, I ’ll go and bring it thee.. 

[Encifi, 

Lau, Now must I to the monument alone ; 
Within this three hours will fair Juliet 
wake : 

She will beshrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefte i^fcidents ^ 

But I will write again to Hantna, 

And keep her at my celi-till Romeo come : 
Poor living corse, clos’d in a dead man’a 
tomb! [EodL 
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Act V. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene III. 


Scene III. — A Cliurchyard ; in it a Monu- 
ment belonging to the Capulets. 

Enter Paris, arid Ida Page^ hearing Jloicera 
and a torch. 

Par, Give me thy . torch, boy : hence, and 
stand aloof ; — • 

Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 
Under yond yew-trees lay thee all along, 
Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground : 
So shall no foot upon the clnircliyard tread, 
Being loose, unfirm with digging up of graves, 
But thou shalt hear it : wliistle then to me, 
As signal that thou hear’st something ap- 
proach. 

Give me those flowers. Do a.s I bid thee ; go. 

Page. I am almost afraid to stand alone lo 
Here in the churchyanl ; yet 1 will adventure. 

\^Retire8. 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal 
bed I strew, 

(O woe ! thy canopy is dust and stones I) 
Which with sweet water nightly I will dew. 
Or, wanting tliat, with tears dLstilFd by 
moans : i 

The obsequies that I for thee will keep, 
Nightly shall be, to strew thy grave and 
Aveep ! — [The Boy whistles. 

The boy gives warning something doth ap- 
pix)acli. 

What cursed foot wandei’s this way to-night, 
To cros.s my ob.se(iuics, and true love’s rite ? 20 
What ! with a torch ? — muffle me, night, 
awhile. [Retires. 

Enter Romeo and Balthasar, with a torchy 
mattocky dec. 

Ro7n. Give me that mattock, and the 
wrenching iron. 

Hold, take this letter : early in the morning 
• Sec thou deliver it to my lord and father. 

Give me the light. Upon thy life I charge 
thee, 

Whatever thou hear’st or seest, stand all aloof. 
And do not internipt me in my course. 

Why I descend into this bed of death. 

Is, partly, to behold my lady’s face ; 

But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead 
finger so 

A precious ring, a ring that I must use 
In dear employment. Therefore hence, be 
gone : 

But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what I further shall intend to do, 

By Heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint, 

And strew this hungry churchyard with thy 
limbs. ' 

Tho time and my intents are savage-wild, 


More fierce, and nn>re inexorable far, 

Than empty tigei’S, or the roaring sea. 

Bal. I will be gone, sir, and not trouble 
you. 40 

Rom. So shalt thou shownne friendship, — - 
Take thou that : 

Live, and be prosperous J and flirewell, good 
fellow. 

Bal. For all this same, I dl hide me here- 
about : 

His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. 

[Retires. 

Rom, Thou detestable maw, thou womb of 
death. 

Gorg’d with the dearest moi’sel of the earth, 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 

[Breaking open the door of the mdnument. 
And, in despite, I '11 cram thee with more 
food ! 

Par. This is that banish’d haughty Mon- 
tague, 

That murder’d my love’s cousin, — ^kh which 

It is supposed, the fair creature died, — 

And here is come to do some villainous shame 
To tho dead bodies ; I will apprehend him. 

[Advancing. 

Stop thy unhallow’d toil, vile Montague.* 

Can vengeance bo pursu’d further than death? 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee : 
Obey, and go with me ; for thou m\ist die. 
Rom. I must, indeed ; and therefore came 
I hither. — 

Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate 
man ; 

Fly hence, and leave me : — think Upon these 
gone ; 

Let them affright thee. — I beseech thee, 
youth, 

Put not another sin upon my head, 

By urging me to fuiy : — 0, be gone ! 

By Heaven, I love thee better than myself, 

For I come hither arm’d against myself : 

Stay not, bo gone ; — live, and hereafter say — 
A madman’s mercy bade thee run away. 

Par. I do defy thy conjurations, 

And apprehend thee for a felon here. ,« 
Rom. Wilt thou provoke me? then, have 
at thee^ boy. [Theyjight. 

Page. O Lord ! they fight : I will go call 
the watch. [Eodt. 

Par. O ! I am slain. [Falls."] — If thou be 
merciful, ♦ 

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [Diea. 
Rom. In faith, I will. — Let me peruse this 
face : — 

Mercutio’s kinsman, noble County Paris - 
What said my man, when my betossed doul 
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Act V. 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


Scene III. 


Did not attend him as we rode ] I think, 

He told me, Paris should have married Juliet : 
Said he not so 1 or did I dream it so 1 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, so 
To think it was so *1 — O ! give me thy hand, 
One writ with me in sour misfortune’s book ! 
I ’ll bury thee in a triumpliant gmve. — 

A grave] O, no! a lantern, slaughter’d youth, 
For hero lies J uliet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a feasting presence full of light. 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr’d. 

\[jaylng Paris in the, monument. 
How oft, when men are at the point of death. 
Have they been merry ! which their keepers 
call 

A lightning before death : O ! how may I m 
Call this a lightning ] O my love ! my wife 1 
Death, that hath suck’d the honey of thy 
breath 

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer’d ; beauty’s ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy cheeks. 
And death’s pale flag is not advanced there. — 
l^balt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet ] 
O I what more favour can I do to thee. 

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in 
twain 

To sunder his that was thine enemy ] loo 
Forgive me, cousin 1 — Ali ! dear Juliet, 

Why art thou yet so fair ] Shall I believe 
That unsubstantial death is amorous ; 

And that the lean abhon'ed monster keeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour ] 

For fear of that I still will stay with thee. 
And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again : here, here will I remain 
With worms that are thy chambermaids ; O 1 
here 

Will I set up my everlasting rest, no 

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stara 
From this world-wearied flesh. — Eyes, look 
your last 1 

Arms, take your last embrace ! and, lips, 0 you. 
The doors of breath, seal with a right(^ous kiss 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death ! 
Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide ! 
Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on 
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark ! 
Here ’s to my love 1 [DrinJesJ] — O true 
apothecary I iw 

Thy dru^ are quick. — Thus with a kiss I 
die. [Dies, 

BfUer^ at the otiisr end of the Churchyard, 
Friar Laurence, wiih a lantern, crow, 
and spade. 

Fri. Saint Francis be my speed I how oft 
to-night 


Have my old feet stumbled at gi’aves ! — Who ’s 
there ] 

Bal, Here’s one, a friend, and one that 
knows you well. 

Fri, Bliss be upon you ! Toll me, good 
’ my friend, 

What torch is yond, that vainly lends his 
light 

To gi*ubs and eyeless skulls ? as 1 discern. 

It burnetii in the Capels’ monument. 

Bal, It doth so, holy sir : and tin re’s my 
master, 

One that you love. 

Fri, Who is it ? 

Bal, Romeo. 

Fri, How long hath he been there ] 

Bal, Full half an hour. 

Fri, Go with mo to the vault. 

Bal, I dare not, sir. 

My ma.ster knows not but I am gone hence ; 
And fearfully did menace me with death. 

If I did stay to look on his intent.s. 

Fri, Stay then, 1 ’ll go alone. — Fear comes 
upon me ; 

0 ! much I fear some ill unlucky thing. 

Bal, As I did sleep under this yew-tree 
here, 

1 dreamt my master and another fought, 

And that my master slew him. 

Fri, Romeo ! — [Advancing, 

Alack, alack 1 what blood is this, which 
stains 

The stony entrance of this sepulclu*e ] — 
What mean these masterless and goiy sworda 
To lie discolour’d by this place of peace ? 

[Enters the tomh, 
Romeo ! O, pale ! — Who else 1 what ! Paris 
too? 

And steep’d in blood ] — Ah I what an unkind 
hour 

Is guilty of this lamentable chance ! — 

The lady stii’s. [Juliet wakes. 

Jul, 0 comfortable friar ! where is my lord i 
T do remember well where I should be, 

And there I am. — Where is my Romeo ] 

[Noise within. 

Fri, I hear some noise.— Lady, come from 
that nest 

Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep : 

A greater Power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents : come, come 
away. 

Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead ; 
And Paris too : come, I ’ll dispose of thee 
Among a sisterhood of holy nuns. 

Stay not to questioii, for the watch is coming ; 
Come, go, good Juliet. — [Noise again,^ 1 dare 
no longer stay. 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 


SCEIfB III. 


Act V. 

J'liL Go, get thee heiico, for I will not 
away. — Friar Laurence. 

What hero ? a cup clos’d in my true love’s 
liand ? 

Poison, I see, Iiath been his tiniolt^ss end. 

O churl ! drunk all, and loft no friendly drop,f 
To help me after — 1 will kiss tliy lips ; 
Haply, some poison yet doth hang on them, 
To make me die with a restorative. 

[Kisses hha. 

Thy lips ar6^ warm ! 

1 Watch. \}Vithin.^ Lead, hoy :--wdiich way'? 
Jill, Yea, noise '? — then I ’ll be brief. — O 
happy dagger ! i<» 

[Snat<:hiag Romeo’s dagger. 
This is thy sheath ; herself^ there rust, 

and let me flie*. [Dies. 

Enter Watch, imth the Page Paris. 

Page. This is the place ; there, where the 
torch doth burn. 

1 Watch. The ground is bloody : search 

about the churchyard. 

Go, some of you ; whoe’er you (ind, attach. 

[E:ve?jt7it some. 

Pitiful sight ! here lies the county slain ; — 
And J uliet bleeding ; warm, and newly dead. 
Who here hath laui this two days buried. — 
Go, toll the prince, — run to the Capulets, — 
Raise xip the Montagues, — some others 

search ; — [Exeunt other Watchmen. 

We see the ground \diereon these woes do lie ; 
But the true ground of all these piteous woes 
We cannot without circumstance descry, isi 

Entcfr some of the Watch, with Balthasar. 

2 Watch. Here’s Romeo’s man; we found 

him in the churchyard, 

1 Watch. Hold him in safety, till the pi'ince 
come hither. 

Enter another Watchman, with Friar 
Laurence. 

3 Watch. Here is a friar, that trembles, 

sighs, and weeps : 

We took this mattock and tliis spade from 
him, 

As he was coming from tliis churchyaid side. 

1 Wat^L A great suspicion ; stay tlie friar 
too. 

Enter the Prince and Attendants. | 

Prince. What misadventure is so early up, 
That calls our person, from our morning’s vestl 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and others. 

Cap. What should it be, that they so sliiiek 
abroad ? 


La. Cap. The people in the street cry — 
Romeo, 

Some — Juliet, and some — Paris ; ajid all inin 
With open outcry toward our monument. 

Prince. What fear is thiji', which startles 
our ears 1 

1 Watch. Sovereign, here lies the County 
Paris slain ; 

And Romeo dead ; and J uliet, dead before, 
Warm and now kill’d. 

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this 
foul murder comes. 

1 Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter’d 
Romeo's man, 

With instruments upon them, fit to open 200 
These dead men’s tombs. 

Cap. O Heaven ! — O wife ! look how our 
daughter bleeds ! 

This dagger hath mista’on, — for, lo ! his house 
Is empty on the back 6f Montague, — 

And is mis-sheathed in my daughter’s bosom. 

La. Cap. 0 me ! this sight of fftjath is as a 
bell, 

That warns my old age to a sepulchre. 

Enter Montague and others. 

Prime. Come, Montague ; for thou art 
early up, 

To see thy son and heir moi'e early dowm 

Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to- 
night ; 21 W 

Grief of my son’s exile hath stopp’d her breatli. 
What further woe conspires against mine age 1 

Prince. Look, and thou shall see. 

Mon. O thou untaught ! what manners is 
in this. 

To press before thy father to a grave % 

Prince. Seal up the mouth of outiage for a 
while, 

Till we can clear these ambiguities, 

And know their spring, their bead, their true 
descent ; 

And then will I be general of your woes. 

And lead you even to death. Meantime for- 
bear. 

And let mischance be slave to patience. — 
Bring forth the parties of suspicion. 

Fri. I am the gi*eatest, able to do least, 
Yet most suspected, as the time and place 
Doth make against me, of this direful murder; 
And here I stand, both to impeach and 
purge 

Myself condemned and myself excus’d. 

Prince. Then say at once what thou dost 
know in this. 

Fri. I will be brief, for my sho^ date of 
bi'eath 

Is not so long as is a tedious tal^ 
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Romeo, there dead, was husband to that 
Juliet ; 

And she, there dead, that Romeo’s faithful 
wife : 

I married them ; and tlieir stolen marriage- 
day 

Was Tybalt’s doomsday, whose uiitinu‘-ly death 
Banish’d the new-made bridegroom from this 
city ; 

For whom, and not for Tybalt, J uli^t pin’d. 
You, to remove that siege of grief from her, 
Betroth’d, and would Jiavc married her pei*- 
force, 

To County Pans : — then comes she to me, 
And, with wild looks, bid me devise some 
means 24(1 

To rid her from this second marriage, 

Or in my cell tliere would she kiK herself. 
Then gave I her (so tutor’d by my art) 

A sleeping potion ; wlihili so took effect 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The form vJ deatli : meantime, T writ to 
Romeo, 

That he should Iiithtir come as this dire night, 
To help to take her from her borrow’d grave, 
Being the time the. potion’s force should cease. 
But he which bore my letter, Friar John, '2^^ 
Was stay’d by accident, and yesternight 
Return’d my letter back. Then, all alone. 

At the prefixed hour of her waking, 

Came I to take her from her kindred’s vault, 
Meaning to keep her closely at my cell. 

Till I conveniently coidd send to Rome^> : 

But when I came (some minute ere the time 
Of her awakening), here untimely lay 
The noble Paris, and true Romeo, dead. 250 
She wakes ; and I entreated lier (jomc forth, 
And bear this work of Heaven with patience ; 
But then a noise did scare me from the tomb, 
And she, too desperate, wotdd not go with me. 
But (as it seems) did violence on herself. 

All this I know, and to tlio marriage 
Her nurse is privy ; and, if aught in this 
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be sacrific’d, some hour before his time, 

Unto the rigour of severest law. 

Prince, Wo still have known thee for a holy 
man. — 270 

* Where *s Romeo’s man ? what can he say to 
this? 

Bah I brought my master news of Juliet’s 
death ; 


And then in post lie enme fijpm Mantua, 

To this same place, to this same monument. 
This letter he early bid me give his father ; 
AtkI threaten’d me with death, going in the 
vault, 

If I departed not, and left liim there. 
i Prince, Give me the lettei*, L will look on 
it.— 

WJiere is the county’s page, that rais’d the 
watch — 

Sirrah, what made youi* mastei* in this place 
Pa<je, Ho came with flowers to strew his 
lady’s grave, ast 

And bid me stand aloof, and so I did : 

Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb, 
And, by-and-by, iny master drew on him ; 
And then I ran away to call tlie watcli. 

Prince. This letter doth make good the 
friar’s words, 

Their course of love, the tidings of her death : 
And hero he wrib^s, that he did buy a poison 
Of a poor ’potbecary, aud tliei-o\v itlial 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with 
Juliet. — 2 ik 

Where be these enemies] Cai)iilet ! Mon- 
tague ! 

See, wliat a scourge is laid iijion your hate, 
That Heaven finds means to kill your joys 
with love ; 

Aud I, for winking at your discords too, 

Have lost a brace of kinsmen : — all are 
punish’d. 

Caj). O brother Montague ! give me thy 
hand : 

This is my daughter’s jointure ; for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mon. But I can give thee more : 

For I will raise her statue in pure gold ; 

That, while Verona by tliat name is known, 
There shall no figure at such rate be set, :wi 
As that of true and faithful J uliet. 

Cap. As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie ; 
Poor sacrifices of our enmity ! 

Prince. A glooming peace tliis morning 
with it brings ; 

The sun for sorrow will not show Jus head. 

Go hence, to have more talk of these sad 
things ; 

Some sliall be pardon’d, and some punished : 
For never was a story of more woe, 

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. aio 

[Exeunt. 
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SON^fETS 


I. 

From fairest creatures wo desire increase, 
That thereby beauty's rose might never die, 
But as the riper should by time decease, 

His tender lieir might boar his memory : 

But thou, contracted to tliine own bright eyes, 
Feed'st thy liglit’s Ihime with self-substantial 
fuel, 

Making a famine where abundance lies, 
Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel. 
Thou that art now tlui world’s fresh ornament, 
And only herald to the gaudy spring, 

Within thine own bud buries t thy content, 
And, tender churl, rnak st waste in riiggarding. 

Pity the world, or else this glutton be. 

To eat the world’s due, by the grave and 
thee. 

ii. 

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow, 
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field, 
Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazAl on now, 
Will be a tatter’d weed, of small worth held : 
Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies, 
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days, 

To say, within thine own deep-.sunken eyes, 
Were an all-eating shame, and thriftless 
praise. 

How much more pmise deserv’d thy beauty’s 
use. 

If thou coiildst answer, — ‘‘ This fair child of 
mine 

Shall sum my count, and make my old ex- 
cuse, 

Proving bis beauty by succession thine ! 

This were to be new-made, when thou art 
old, 

And see thy blood warm, when thou feel’st 
it cold. 

HI. 

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou 
viewest, 

JTow is the time that face should form 
another ; 

Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest, 
Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some 
mother. 


j For where is she so fair, whose unear’d womb 
I Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry 1 
Or who is he so fond, wiU be the tomb 
Of his self-love, to stop posterity ? 

Thou art thy mother’s glass, and she in thee 
Calls back the lovely April of her prime : 

So thou through windows of tliine age shalt 
see, 

Despite of wrinkles, this tby golden time. 

But if thou live, remember’d not to be, 

Die single, and thine image dies with thee. 

IV. 

TTuthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend 
Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy? 

Nature’s bequest gives nothing, but doth 
lend ; 

And, being frank, she lends to those are free. 
Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou 
abuse 

The bounteous largess given thee to give } 
Profitless usurer, why dost thou use 
Ho great a sum of sums, yet canst not live? 
For, having traffic with thyself alone, 

Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive. 
Then how, when nature calls thee to bo gone, 
Wliat acceptable audit canst thou leave ? 

Thy uiius’d beauty must be tomb’d with 
thee, 

, Which, used, lives th’ executor to be. 

V. 

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame 
The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell, 
Will play the tyrants to the very same. 

And that unfair which fairly doth excel : 

For never-resting time leads summer on 
To hideous winter, and confounds him there ; 
Sap check’d with frost, and lusty leaves quite 
gone. 

Beauty o’ersnow’d, and bareness everywhere.: 
Then, were not summer’s distillation left, 

A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass, 
Beauty’s effect with beauty were bereft, 

Nor it, nor no remembrance what it was ; 

But flowera distiU’d, though they with 
winter meet, 

Leese but their show; their substance 
lives sweet. v 



SONNETS. 


VI. 

Then let not winter’s ragged hand deface 
, In thee thy summer, ere thou be distill’d : 
Make sweet some vial ; treasure thou some 
place 

With beauty’s treasure, ere it bo self-kiird. 
That use is not forbidden usury, 

Which happies those that nay tho willing 
loan ; 

That ’s for thyself to breed another thee. 

Or ten times happier, be it ten for one : 

Ten times thyself were happier than thou 
art, 

If ten of thine ten times refigurVl thee. 

Then what could death do if thou shouldst 
depart, 

Leaving thee living in posterity]^ 

Be not self-will’d, for thou art much too 
fair 

To be Death’s conquest, and make worms 
thine heir. 

VII. 

TiO ! in the orient when the gracious light 
Ijifts up hk burning head, each under eye 
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight, 
Serving with looks his sacred majesty ; 

And having climb’d the steep-up heavenly 
liill, 

Resembling strong youth in his middle age. 
Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still, 
Attending on liis golden pilgrimage : 

But when from high- most pitch with weary 
car, 

Like feeble age, be reeleth from the day, 

The eyes, ’fore duteoiis, now converted are 
.From his low tiact, and look another way. 

So thou, thyself outgoing in thy noon, 
TJnlook’d on diest, unless thou get a son. 

' VIII. 

Music to hear, .why hear’st thou music sadly ? 
Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in 

joy- 

Why lov’st thou that which thou receiv’st 
not gladly, 

Or else receiv’st with pleasure thine annoy 1 
If the true concord of well-timed sounds, 

By unions married, do offend thine ear, 

They do but sweetly chide thee, who con- 
founds 

Xn singleness the ^rts that thou shouldst bear. 
Mark, how one string, sweet husband to 
another, 

iBtrikes each in each, by mutual ordering ; 
j vllesembling sire and child and happy mother, 
vWho, all in one, one ’pleasing note do 
■■ dng: 


Whose speechless song, being many, seem- 
ing one, 

Sings this to thee, — “ Thou single wilt 
prove none.’* 

IX. 

^Js it for fear to wet a widow’s eye, 

That thou consnm’st thyself in single^ life] 

Ah ! if thou issueless shalt hap to die, 

The world will wail thee, like a makeless wife ; 
The world will be thy widow, and still weep, 
That thou no form of thee liast left behind, 
When every private widow well may ke(*p. 
By children’s eyes, her husband’s shape in 
mind. 

Look, what an unthrift in the world doth 
spend, 

Shifts but his place, for still tho world enjoys 
it; 

But beauty’s waste hath in the world an end, 
And, kept unus’d, the user so destroys it. 

No love towards othoi-s in that bosom sits. 
That on liimself such murderous shame 
commits. 

X. 

For shame ! deny that thou beai’st lov^e to 
any, 

Who for thyself art so unprovident. 

Grant, if thou wilt, thou art belov’d of many, 
But that thou none lov’st is most evident ; 
For thou art so possess’d with murderous hate, 
That ’gainst thyself thou stick’st not to con- 
sj)ire, ’ ' ' 

Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate. 

Which to repair should be thy chief desire, 

O, change thy thought, that I may change my 
mind ! 

Shall hate be fairer lodg’d than gentle love ? 
Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind, 

Or to thyself, at lea.st, kind-hearted prove : 
Make thee another self, for love of me, 
That beauty still may live in thine or thee. 

♦ 

XI. 

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou 
grow’st 

In one of thine, from that which thou de- 
partest ; 

And that fresh blood which youngly thou 
bestow’st, 

Thou may’st call thine, when thou from youth 
convertest. 

Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase ; 
Without this, folly, age, and cold decay : 

If all were minded so, the times should cease, 
And threescore year would make the world . 
away. 
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Let those whom Nature hath not made for 
store, 

Harsh, featui'elcss, and ru(fe, barrenly j)orish : 
Look, whom she best endow’d, she gave thee 
more ; 

Whicli bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty 
cherish. 

She carv’d tliee for her seal, and meant 
thereby. 

Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy 
die. 

XIT. 

When I do count the clock that tells the time, 
And see the brave day sinik in hideous 
night ; 

When I behold the vioh^t pa.st prime. 

And sable curls all silver’d o’er with white ; 
When lofty trees I see barren of leaves, 
Which erst from heat did canopy the herd, 
And summer’s gi*ecn all girded up in sheaves, 
Borne on the bic^r with white and bristly 
beard ; 

Then of thy beauty do I question make, 

That thou among the w;istes of time must go. 
Since SAveets and beauties do themselves for- 
sake, 

And die as fast as they see others grow ; 

And notliing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make 
defence. 

Save breed, to brave him, when he takes 
thee hence. 

XIII. 

. O, that you were yourself ! but, love, you are 
No longer yours, than you yourself here 
live: 

Against this coming end you should prepare, 
And your sweet semblance to some other 
give : 

So should that beauty which you hold in lease 
Find no determination ; then you were 
Yourself again, after yourselfs decease, 

When your sweet issue your sweet form 
should bear. 

Who lets so fair a house fall to <lecay, 

Which husbandry in honour might uphold 
Against the stormy gusts of winter’s day, 

And barren rage of death’s eternal cold 1 
’ O ! none but nnthrifts. Dear my love, you 
know. 

You had a father : let your son say so. 

XIV. 

Not from the stars do I my judgment pluck, 
A.1^ yet, metbinks, I have astronomy, 

But not to tell of good or evil luck, 

Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons’ quality j 


Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell, 
Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and 
wind ; 

Or say with princes if it shall go well. 

By oft predict that I in heaven find : 

!||But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive, 
"And, constant stars, in them I read such art. 
As truth and beauty shsll together thrive, 
if from thyself to store thou wouldst convert; 
Or else of thee this I ju ognosticate, 

Thy end is tnith’s and beauty’s doom ami 
date. 

XV. 

When I consider every thing that grows 
Holds ill perfection but a little moment ; 

That this huge stage presenteth nought but 
shows, 

Whereon the stars in secret influence cpm- 
mt^nt ; 

When I perceive that men as plants inci^ease, 
Cheered and check’d even by the selfsame sky, 
Vaunt ill their youthful sap, at height de- 
crease, 

And wear their brave statf^ out of memory ; 
Then the epneoit of this inconstant stay 
St^ts you most rich in youth before my sight, 
Where wasteful Time debateth with Decay, 

To change your day of youth to sullied night: 
Anri, all in war with Time, for love of you, 
As he takes from you, I engraft you new. 

XVI. 

But wherefore do not you a mightier way 
Make war upon this bloody tyrant. Time, 

And fortify yourself in your decay 
With means more blessed than my barren 
rhyme ? 

Now stand you on the top of happy hours. 
And many maiden gardens, yet unset. 

With virtuous wish would bear your living 
flowers, 

Much liker than your painted counterfeit ; 

8o should the lines of life that life rejmir. 
Which this^ Timers pencil, or my pupil pen. 
Neither in inward worth, nor outward fair, 
Can make you live yourself in eyes of men. 

To give away yourself keeps yourself still. 
And you must live, drawn by your own 
sweet skill. 

XVII. 

Who will believe my verse in time to come, J 
If it were fill’d with your most high deserts ? 
Though yet, Heaven knows, it is but as a 
tomb 

Which hides your life, and shows hot hatf^' 
your parts* 
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If I could write the beauty of your eyes, 

And in fresh numbers niimbor all your 
graces, 

The age to come would say, “ This poet lies ; 
Such heavenly touches ne’er touch’d earthly 
faces.” 

So should my papers, yellow’d with theij* 
age, 

Be scorn’d, like old men of less truth than 
tongue, 

.And your true rights be term’d a poet’s rage, 
And stretched metre of an antique song : 

But were some child of yours alive that 
time, 

You should live twice, — in it, and in my 
rhyme. 

XVIII. 

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day 1 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate : 
Rough winds do shako the darling buds of 
May, 

And summer’s lease hath all too short a date. 
Sometime too liot the (*ye of heaven shines. 
And often is his gold comj)lexion dimm’d ; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines. 
By chance, or nature’s changing course, iin- 
trimm’d ; 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 

Nor lose possession of that fair tliou owest ; 
Nor shall Death brag thou waiider’st in his 
shade, 

When in eternal lines to time thou growest. 

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

XTX. 

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws, 
And make the earth devour her own sweet 
brood ; 

Pluck the keen tooth from the fierce tiger’s 
jaws, 

And burn the long-liv’d phoenix in her blood ; 
Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleets, 
And do wliato’er thou wilt, swift-footed 
Time, 

To the wide world, and all her fading sweets ; 
But I forbid thee one most heinous crime : 

O ! carve not with* thy hours my love’s fair 
brow, 

Nor draw no lines there with thine antique 
pen ; * 

Him in thy course untainted do allow, 

For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men. 

Yet, do thy worst, old Time : despite thy 
wrong, 

love shall in my verso ever live young. 


' XX. 

A woman’s face, with Nature’s own hand 
painted, 

Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion ; 
A woman’s gentle heart, but not acquainted 
With shifting change, as is false women’s 
fashion ; 

An eye more bright tlian theirs, less false in 
rolling. 

Gilding the object whereujion it gazeth ; 

A man in hue, all hues in his controlling, 
Which steals men’s eyei?, and women’s souls 
amazeth ; 

And for a woman wert thou first created ; 

Till Nature, as she wrouglit thee, fell a-doting, 
And by addition me of thee defeated, 

By adding one thing to my purpose nothing. 
But since she prick’d thee out for women’s 
pleasure, 

Mine be thy love, and thy love’s use their 
treasure. 

XXL 

So is it not with me, as witli that Muse, 
Stirr’d by a painted beauty to his verse, 

Who heaven itself for ornament doth use, 
And every fair with his fair doth rehearse ; 
Making a couplement of proud compare, 

With sun, and moon, wifch earth and sea’s rich 
gems, 

With April’s first-born flowers, and all things 
rai’e 

Tliat heaven’s air in tliis huge rondure hems. 
O ! let me, tnie in love, but tinily wiite, 

And then believe me, my love is as fair 
As any mother’s child, though not so bright 
As those gold candles fix’d in heaven’s air : 
Let tliem say more that like of hearsiiy 
well ; 

I will not praise, that purpose not to sell. 

XXIL 

My glass shall not persuade me I am old, 

So long as youth and thou are of one date ; 
But when in thee time’s fnriv^ws I behold. 
Then look I death my days should expiate. 
For all that beauty that doth cover thee 
Is but the seemly raiment of my heart, 
Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me : 
How can I then be elder than thou art ? 

O I therefore, love, bo of thyself so wary, 

As I, not for myself, but for thee will, - 
Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chaty 
As tender nurse her babe from fariiig ilL 
Presume not on thy heart, wheti mine is 
slain ; ' * . ► 

Thou gav’st me thine, not to ’give back 
again. . 
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xxin. 

As an unperfect actor on the stage, 

Who with his fear is put besides Jiia part. 

Or some fierce thing replete with too much 
rage, 

Whose strength's abundance weakens his 
own heart ; 

So I, for fear of trust, forget to say 
The perfect ceremony of love’s rite. 

And in mine own love’s strength seem to 
decay, 

0*ei*charg’d with burden of inino own love's 
might. 

O ! let my books be then the eloquence 
And dumb ]>resagers of my sj^eaking breast, 
Who plead for love, and look for recompense, 
More than that tongue tliat more hath more 
express’d. 

O 1 learn to read what silent love hath 
writ : 

To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine 
wit. 

xxiv. 

Mine eye hath play'd the painter, and hath 
stall'd 

Thy beauty's form in table of iiiy heart : 

My body is the frame wherein 't is held. 

And i)erspective it is best painter's art ; 

For through the painter must you see his 
skill, 

To find whei*e your true image pictur'd lies, 
Which in my bosom’s shop is hanging still, 
That hath his windows glazed with thine 
eyes. 

Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have 
done : 

Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine 
for me 

Are windows to my breast, where-tlirough 
the sun 

Delights to peep, to gaze therein on tliee ; 

Yet eyes this cunning Avant to grace their 
aii;, 

They draw but what they see, know not 
the heart, 

XXV. 

Let those who are in favour with their stars 
Of public honour and proud titles boast, 

WJiilst I, whom fortune of such triumph 
bars, 

Unlook'd for joy in that I honour most. 

Great princes' favouiites their fair leaves 
spread 

But as the marigold at-the sun's eyes ; 

And in themselves their pride lies buried, 

For at a frown they in their gloiy die, 
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The painful wamor, famoused for fight, 

After a thousand victories once foil’d, 

Is from the book of honour razed quite, 

And all the rest forgot for which he toil'd : 
Then happy I, that love ai^d am belov’d, 
Where I may not remove, nor be remov'd. 

XXVI. 

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage 
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit, 

To tlieo I send this written embassage, 

To witness duty, not to show my Avit : 

Duty so great, which wit so poor Jis mine 
May make seem bare, in wanting words to 
show it, 

But that 1 liope some good conceit of thine 
In thy souFfe thought, all naked, will bestow 

it; 

Till whatsoever star that guides my moving 
Points on me graciously with fair aspect, 

And puts apparel on my tatter'd loving, 

To shoAV mo worthy of thy sweet respect ; 
Then may 1 dare to boast how I do love 
thee ; 

Till then, not show my head where thou 
may'st prove me. 

XXVII. 

Weary with toil I haste mo to my bed, 

The dear repose for limbs with travel tired ; 
But then begins a journey in my head, 

To Avork my mind, when body’s work 's 
expired : 

For then my thouglits (from far Avliere I 
abide) 

Intend a zealous pilgrimage to tliee, 

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide, 
Looking on darkness which the blind do 
see : 

Save that my soul’s imaginary sight 
Presents thy shadow to my sightless vieAV, 
Which, like a jewel liung in ghastly night. 
Makes black night beauteous, and her old 
face new. 

IjO ! thus by day my limbs, by night my 
mind. 

For thee, and for myself, no quiet find. 

XXVIII. 

How can I then return in happy plight, 

That am debarr’d the benefit of resti '* 

When day's oppression is not eas'd by night, , 
But day by night, and night by day, dppreiss’d 1 
And each, though enemies to either’s teigtif 
Do in consent shake hands to torture me ; 

The one by toil, the other to complain , , 
How far 1 toil, still farther off from : 

' ■ - '.4, 
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I tell the day, ^ please him thou art bright. 
And dost him grace when clouds do blot the 
heaven : 

So flatter I the swart-complexionM night, 
When sparkling stars twire not, thou gild’st 
the even. 

But day doth daily Vli aw my sorrows longer, 
And night doth nightly make griefs strength 
seem stronger. 

XXTX. 

When, in disgrace with fortune and men^s eyes, 
I all alone beweep my outcast state, 

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless 
cnes, 

And look upon myself, and curse my fate, 
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 
Featur’d like him, like him \(ith friends 
possess’d, 

Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s scope. 
With what I most enjoy contented least ; 

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising. 
Haply I think on thee, and then my state 
(Like to the lark at break of day aiising 
From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven’s 
gate : 

For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth 
brings, 

That then I scorn to change my state with 
kings. 

XXX. 

^Yhen to the sessions of sweet silent thought 
T summon up remembrance of things past, ^ 

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought, 

.And with old woes new wail my dear time’s 
waste : 

Then can I drown an eye, unus’d to flow, 

For precious friends hid in death’s dateless 
night, 

And weep afresh love’s long-since cancell’<l 
woe, 

And moan the expense of many a vanish’d 
sight. 

Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 

And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er 
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan. 
Which I new pay, as if not paid before : 

But if the while I think on tliee, dear 
friend, 

All losses are restor’d, and sorrows end. 

XXXI. 


How many a holy and obsequious tear 
Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine eye, 
As interest of the dead, which now appear 
But things remov’d, that hidden in thee lie ! 
Thou aiii the grave where buried love doth 
live, 

flung with the trophies of my lovers gone, 
Who all their parts of me to thee did give ; 
That due of many now is thine alone : 

Their images I lov’d I view in thee, 

And thou (all they) hast all the all of me. 

XXXII. 

If thou survive my well-contented day, 

When that churl Death my bones with dust 
shall cover, 

And shalt by fortune once more re-survey 
These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover, 
Compare them with the bettering of the 
time. 

And though they be outstripp’d by every pen. 
Reserve them for my love, not for their 
rhyme, 

Exceeded by the height of happier men. 

O ! then vouchsafe me but this loving thought : 
“Had my friend’s Muse grown ‘with this 
growing age, 

A dearer biitli than this his love had brought. 
To march in ranks of better equipage : 

But since he died, and poets better prove. 
Theirs for their style I ’ll read, his for his 
love.” 

XXXIIL 

Full many a glorious morning have I seen 
Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign 
eye, 

Kissing with golden face the meadows green, 
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchymy ; 
Anon permit the basest clouds to nde 
With ugly mck on his celestial face. 

And from the forlorn world his visage hide. 
Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace. 
Even so my sun one early mom did shine, 
With all-tiiumphant splendour on my brow; 
But out, alack I he was but one hour mine, 
The region cloud hath mask’d him from »e 
now. 

Yet him for this my love no whit dim 
daineth ; 

Suns of the world may stain, when heavott% 
sun staineth. 


Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts, 
Which I by lacking have supposed dead. 

And there reigns love, and all love’s loving 
parts, 

all those friends which I thought buried. 


xxxiv. 

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day, 
And make me travel forth without my oloek, 
To let base clouds o’ertake me in my way, 
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke ? 


n 
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’Tis not enough that through the cloud thou 
break, 

To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face, 

For no man well of such a salve can speak, 
That heals the wound, and cures not the 
disgrace : 

Nor can thy shame give pliysic to iny grief ; 
Though thou repent, yet T have still the loss f 
The offender's sorrow lends but weak relief 
To him that bears the strong offence's cross. 
Ah ! but those tears are pearl, which thy 
love sheds, 

And* they are rich and i*ansotn all ill deeds. 

XXXV. 

No more be griev'd at that which thou luist 
done ; 

Boses have thorns, and silver fountains mud ; 
Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun. 
And loathsome canker lives iii sweetest bud. 
All meii make faults, and even I in this, 
Authorising thy trespass with compare ; 
Myself corrupting, salving thy amiss, 

Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are : 

For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense, — 
Thy adverse party is thy advocate, — 

And 'gainst myself a lawful plea commence. 
Such civil war is in my love and hate, 

That I an accessory needs must be 
To that sweet thief which sourly robs from 
me. 

XXXVI. 

Let me confess that we two must be twain, 
Although our undividetl loves are one : 

So shall these blots that do with me remain. 
Without thy help by me be borne alone. 

In our two loves there is but one respect, 
Though in our lives a separable spite, 

Which though it alter not love's sole effect, 
Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love's 
delight. 

I may not evermore acknowledge thee, 

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame : 
Nor thou with puVdic kindness honour me, 
Unless thou take that honour from thy name : 
But do not so ; 1 love thee in such sort. 

As, thou being mine, mine is thy good 
report. 

XXXVII. 

As a decrepit father takes delight 
To see his active cliild do deeds of youth. 

So I, made lame by fortune’s dearest spite. 
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth ; 
For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit, 
Or any of these all, or all, or more, 

Entitled in thy paits do crowned sit, 

I make my love engrafted to this store : 


So then I am not lame, poor, nor despis’d, 
Whilst that this shadow doth isuch substance 
. give, 

That I in thy abundance am suffic’d. 

And by a part of all thy glory live. 

Look, what is best, that best I wish in thee ; 

This wish I have ; then ten times happy 
me 

xxxvni. 

H^w can my Muse want subject to invent, 
While thou dost breathe, that pour'st into 
my verse 

Thine own sweet argument, too excellent 
For eveiy vulgar pai>er to rehearse ? 

O ! give thyself the thanks, if aught in me 
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight ; 

For who 's sp dumb that cannot write to thee, 
When thou thyself dost give invention light ? 
Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in 
woi*tlj 

Than those old nine which rhymer»*s invocate ; 
And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth 
Eternal numbers to outlive long date. 

If my slight Muse do please these curious 
days, , . * 

The pain be mine, but thine shall be the 
j)raise. 

XXXIX. 

O ! how thy worth with manners may I sing, 
When thou art all the better part of me f 
What can mine own praise to mine own self 
bring ] 

And what is ’t but mine own, when I praise 
thee 1 

Even for this let us divided live. 

And our dear love lose name of single one. 

That by this separation I may give 

That due to thee which thou deserv’st alone. 

O absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove. 
Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave 
To entertain the time with thoughts of love. 
Which time and thoughts so sweetly doth 
deceive, 

And that thou teachest how to make one 
twain. 

By praising him here, who doth hence re- 
main ! 

XL. 

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all : 
What hast thou then more than thou hadst 
• before ? 

No love, my love, that thou may’st true love 
call : 

All mine was thine before thou hadst this 
more. 
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Then, if for my love thou my love receivest, 

I cannot blame thee for my love thou usost ; 
But yet be blamed, if thou thyself deceivest 
By wilful taste of what thyself refusest. 

I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief, 
Although thou steal thee all my poverty ; 
And yet love knows, it is a greater grief 
To bear love’s wrong, than hate’s known in- 
jury. 

Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows. 
Kill me with spites ; yet we must not be 
foes. 

XLI. 

Those petty wrongs that liberty commits, 
Wlien I arn sometime absent from thy 
heart, 

Thy beauty and thy years full well befits, 

For still temptation follows where thou art. 
Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won. 
Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assail’d ; 
And when , a woman woos, wliat woman’s son 
Will sourly leave her till she have prevail’d? 
Ah me ! but yet thou mightst my seat forbear, 
And chide tliy beauty and thy straying youth. 
Who lead tliee in their riot even there 
Where thou art forc’d to break a two-fold 
, truth ; 

Hers, by thy l)eauty tempting her to thee, 
Thine, by thy beauty being false to me. 

XLII. 

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief, 

And yet it may be said, I lov’d her dearly , 
That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief, 

A loss in love that touches me more nearly. 
Loving ofienders, thus I will excuse ye : — 
Thou dost love lier, because thou know’st i 
love her ; 

And for my sake even so doth she abuse me, 
Sufieiing my friend for my sake to a})prove 
her. 

If I lose thee, my loss is my love’s gain, 

And losing her, my friend hath found that loss; 
Both find each other, and I lose both twain, 
And both for my sake lay on me this cross : 
But hei*e ’s the joy ; my friend and I are 
one ; 

^ Sweet flattery ! then she loves but me alone. 

XLllI. 


Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make 
bright, 

How would thy shadow’s form form happy 
show 

To the clear day with thy much clearer light. 
When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines sol 
How would, I say, mine eyes be blessed made 
By looking on thee in the living day, 

When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade 
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth 
stay ? 

All days are nights to see, till I see thee, 
And nights bright days, w^hen dreams do 
show thee me. 

XLIV. 

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought, 
Injurious distance should not stop my way ; 
For then, despite of space, I would be brought, 
From limits far remote, where thou dost stay. 
No matter then, although my foot did stand 
Upon the farthest earth remov’d from thee : 
For nimble thought can jump both sea and 
land, 

As soon as think the place where ho would be. 
But, ah ! thought kills me, that I am not 
thought. 

To leap large lengths of miles when thou art 
gone. 

But that, so much of earth and water wrought, 
I must attend time’s leisure with my moan ; 
Receiving nought by elements so slow 
But heavy tears badges of either’s woe. 

XLV. 

The other two, slight air and purging fire, 

Are both with thee, wherever I abide ; 

The first my thought, the other my desire, 

I These present-absent with swift motion slide ; 
For when these quicker elements are gone 
III tender embassy of love to thee. 

My life, being made of four, with two alone 
Sinks down to death, oppress’d with niehin- 
choly; 

Until life’s composition be recur’d 
By those swift messengers return’d from thee. 
Who even but now come back again, assur’d 
Of thy fair health, recounting it to me : 

This told, I joy ; but then, no longer glad, 

I send them back again, and stmight grow 
sad. 


When most I wijik, then do mine eyes best 
see. 

For all the day they view things unrespected ; 
But when I sleep, in dreams they look on 
thee, 

And darkly blight are bright in dark directed. 


XLV I. 

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war, 
How to divide the comjuest of thy sight ; 
Mine eye my heiu't thy picture’s sight would 
bar, 

My heart mine eye the fi'eedoni of that right. 
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My heai't doth plead that thou in him dost lie, 

S A closet never pierc’d with crystal eyes,) 

Jut the defendant doth that plea deny, 

And says in him thy fair appearance lies. 

To ’cide this title is impannelled 
A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart ; 
And by their verdict is determined 
The clear eye’s moiety, and the dear heiut’s 
part : 

As thus ; mine eye’s due is thine outward 
part, 

And my heart’s riglit thine inward love of 
heart. 

XLVII. 

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took, 
And each doth good turns now unto the other. 
When that mine eye is famish’d for a look, 
Or heart in love with sighs himself doth 
smother, 

With my love’s picture then my eye doth feast, 
And to the painted bancpiet bids my heart : 
Another time mine eye is my heart’s guest, 
And in his thoughts of love doth share a part ; 
So, either by thy picture or my love, 

Thyself away art prasent still with me ; 

For thou not farther than my thoughts canst 
move. 

And I am still with them, and they with thee ; 
Or, if they sleep, thy picture in my sight 
Awakes my heart to heart's and eye’s de- 
light. 

XLVIII. 

How careful was I, when I took my way, 
Each trifle under truest bars to thrust ; 

That to my use it might unused stay 
From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of 
trust ! 

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are, 

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief, 
Thou, best of dearest, and mine only care, 

Art left the prey of eveiy vulgar thief. 

. Thee have I not lock’d up^ in any chest, 

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou 
art, 

Within the gentle closure of my breast^ 

From whence at pleasure thou may’st come 
and pari ; 

And even thence thou wilt be stol’n, T fear, 
For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear. 

XLIX 

Against that time, if ever that time come, 
When I shall see thee frown on my defects, 
Whenas thy love hath cast his utmost sum. 
Call’d to that audit by advis’d I'espects ; 


Against that time, when thou shalt strangely 

And scarcely greet me with that sun, thifie 
eye ; 

When love, converted from the thing it w’as, 
Shall reasons find of settled, gravity ; 

Against that time do 1 ensconce me here 
Within the knowledge of mine own desert, 
And this my liand against myself uprear, 

To guard the lawful imsons on thy part : 

To leave poor me thou hast the strength of 
laws. 

Since why to love 1 can allege no caqse. 

' L. 

How heavy do I journey on the way, 

When what seek (my weary travel’s end) 
Doth teach that cast* and that repose to say, 
“Thus far the miles are measur’d from thy 
friend ! ” 

The beast that bears me, tired with'^my woe, 
Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me, 

As if by some instinct the wretch did know, 
His rider lov’d not speed, being made from 
thee. 

The bloody spur cannot provoke him on 
That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide, 
Which heavily he answers with a gi’oan, 

Moi'e sharp to me than spurring to his side ; 
For that same groan doth put this in my 
mind. 

My giief lies onward, and my joy behind. 

LI. 

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence 
Of my dull bearer, when from thee I speed : 
From where thou art why should I haste me 
thence '? 

Till I retuni, of iK)8ting is no need, 

O ! what excuse will my poor beast then find, 
When swift extremity Can seem but slow ? 
Then should I spur, though mounted on the 
wind ; 

In winged speed no motion shall I know : 
Then can no horse with my desire keep pace; 
Therefore desire (of jmfect’st love being made) 
Shall neigh (no dull flesh) in his fiery raci^ ; 
But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade ; 
Since from tliee going he went wilful-slow, 
Towards thee I ’ll run, and give him leave 
to go. 

Lir. 

So am I as the rich, whose blessed key 
Can bring him to his sweet up-locked treasure. 
The which he will not every hour survey. 

For blunting the flue [)oiut of seldom pleasure 



SONNETS. 


Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare, 
Since seldom coming, in the long year set 
Like stones of worth, they thinly placed are, 
Or captain jewels in the carcanet. 

So is the time that keeps you as my chest, 

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide, 
To make some special instant special-blest, 

By new unfolding his imprisonM piide. 
Blessed are you, whose woHhiness gives 
scope. 

Being had, to triumph, being lackM, to hope. 

LIII. 

What is your substance, whereof are you made. 
That millions of strange shadows on you 
tend? 

Since every one hath, every one, one shade. 
And you, but one, can every shjidow lend. 
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit 
Is poorly imitated after you ; 

On Helen’s cheek all art of beauty set, 

And you in Gi’ecian tires are painted new : 
Speak of the spring, and foison of the year, 
The one doth shadow of your beauty show. 
The other as your bounty doth appear ; 

And you*in every blessed shai)e we know. 

In all external grace you have some parf, 
But you like none, none you, for constant 
heart. 

LIV. 

O, how much more doth beauty beauteous 
seem 

By that sweet ornament which truth doth 
give ! 

The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem 
For that sweet odour which doth in it live. 
The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye 
As the perfumed tinctui-e of the roses ; 

Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly 
When summer’s breath their masked buds 
liscloses : 

But, for their virtue only is their show, 

They live unwoo’d, and unrespected fade ; 

Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so ; 

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours 
made ; 

And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth, 
When that shall fade, by verse distils your 
truth. 

LV. 

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments 
Of princes, shairoutlive this powerful rhyme ; 
But you sliall shine moi*e blight in these con- 
tents 

Than unswept stone, besmear’d with sluttish 
time. 


When wasteful war shall statues overturn, 
And bmils root out the work of masonry. 
Nor Mars his sword, nor war’s quick fire shall 
bum 

The living record of your memory. 

’Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity 
Shall you pace forth ; your pmise shall still 
find room 

Even in the eyes of all posterity, 

That wear this world out to the ending doom. 
So, till the judgment that yourself arise, 
You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes. 

LVl. 

Sweet love, renew thy force : be it not said. 
Thy edge should blunter be than apj^-tite, 
Which but to-day by feeding is allay’d. 
To-morrow sharpen’d in his former might : 

So, love, be thou ; although to-day thou fill 
Thy hungry eyes, even till they wink with 
fulness. 

To-morrow see again, and do not kill 
The spirit of love with a perixjtual duhiess. 
Let this sad interim like the ocean be 
Which parts the shore, where two contracted- 
new 

Come daily to the banks, that, when^they see 
Return of love, more blest may be the view ; 
Or call it winter, which, being full of care, 
Makes summer’s welcome thrice more 
wish’d, more rare. 

' LVII. 

Being your slave, what should I do but tend 
U2)on the hours and times of your desire ? 

I have no 2>recious time at all to spend, 

Nor services to do, till you require. 

Nor dare 1 chide the world-without-end hour, 
j Wliilst I, my sovemigu, watch the clock for 
you, 

Nor think the bitterness of absence sour. 
When you have bid your servant once 
adieu ; 

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought, 
Where you may be, or your affairs su])pose ; 
But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought, 
Save, wliere you am how hapj>y you make 
those. 

So true a fool is love, that in your will 
(Though you do anything) he thinks no ill. 

LVII I. 

That God forbid, that made me fii’st your slave, 

I should in thought control your times of 
pleasure, 

Or at your hand the account of hours to crave, 
Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure! 
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O ! let me suffer (being at your beck) 

The imprison^ absence of your liberty ; 

And patience, tame ^ to sufforunce, bide each 
check, 

Without accusing you of injury. 

Be where you list ; your charter is so strong, 
That you yourself may privilege your time 
To what you will ; to you it dotli belong 
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime. 

I am to wait, tliougli waiting so bo hell, 
Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well. 

LIX. 

If there be nothing new, but that wliich is 
Hath been before, how are our brains beguiFd, 
Which, labouring for invention, boar amiss 
The second burden of a former child ? 

0 I that record could with a backward look, 
Even of five hundred courses of the sun, 

Show me your image in some antique book, 
Since mind at first in character was done ; 
That 1 might see what the old world could 
say 

To this com2X)sed wonder of your frame ; 
Whether we are mended, or whe’r better they, 
Or whetiier revolution be the same. 

0 1 sure I am, the wits of former days 
To subjects worse have given admiring 
praise, 

LX. 

Like as tlie waves make towards the pebbled 
shore, 

So do our minutes hasten to their end ; 

Each changing place with that which goes 
before, 

In sequent toil all forwards do contend. 
Nativity, once in the main of liglit, 

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d; 
Crookefl eclipses ’gainst his glory fight, 

Ajtid Time, that gave, doth now his gift 
confound. 

doth transfix the flourish set on youth, 
And delves the parallels in ]>eauty’s brow ; 
Feeds on the rarities of nature’s tinith, 

And nothing stands but for Ids scythe to 
mow : 

And yet to times in hope my verse shall 
stand, 

Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand. 
LXI. 

Is, it thy will thy image should keep open 
My heavy eyelids to the weary night ? 

Dost thou desire my sluftibers should be 
broken. 

While shadows, like to thee, do mock my 
sight ? 


Is it thy spirit that thou send’st from thee 
So far from home, into my deeds to pry ; 

To find out shames and idle hours in, me, 

The scoi>e and tenor of thy jealousy ? 

O no ! thy love, tliough much, is not so great : 
It is my love that keejjs mine eye awake ; 
Mine own true love that fioth my rest defeat, 
To play the watchman ever for thy sake ; 

For thee watch I, whilst thou dost wake 
elsewlici’e, 

From me far off, with others aibtoo-near. 
LXll. 

Sill of self-love possessetli all mine eye, 

And all my soul, and all my eveiy ))art ; 

And for this sin tliero is no remedy, 

It is so grouiided inward in my heart. 
Methinks no' face so gracious is as mine. 

No sliape so true, no trutli of such account ; 
And for myself mine own worth do define, 

As I all other in all worths siirmopnt. 

But when my glass shows me myself indeed, 
Beated and cho 2 >p’d with taun’d antiquity. 
Mine own self-love (juite contrary [ read ; 

Self so self-loving were ini(iuity. 

’Tis thee (myself) that foi^’ myself I praise, 
Painting my age with beauty of thy (Jays. 

LXTTI. 

Against my love shall be, as I am now, 

With Time’s injurious hand crush’d and o’er- 
woini, 

When hours have drain’d his blood, and fill’d 
his brow 

With lines and wrinkles ; when his youthful 
morn 

Hath traveird on to age’s stoei)y night ; 

And all those beauties, whereof now he’s 
kin^, 

Are vanishing, or vanish’d out of sight, 
Stealing away the treasure of his S23iing ; 

For such a time do I now fortify 
Against confounding age’s cruel knife, 

That he shall never cut from memory 
My sweet love’s beauty, though inv lover’s 
life : 

His beauty shall in these black lines \ye 
seen, 

And they shall live, and he in them still 
green. 

LXIV, 

When I liave seen by Time’s fell hand defac’d 
The rich-proud cost of outworn buried age ; 
When sometime lofty towers I see down* 
raz’d, 

And brass eternal, slave to mortal rage 
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When I have seen the hungry ocean gain 
Advantage on the kingdom of the shore, 

And the firm soil win of the watery main, 
Increasing store with loss, and loss with store : 

. When I have seen such' interchange of state, 
Or state itself confounded to decay, 

Ruin hath taught me thus to nuninate, — 
That Time will come and take my love away. 
This thought is as a death, which cannot 
choose 

But weep to have that which it fears to lose. 
LXV. 

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor bound- 
less sea, 

But sad mortality o’ersways their power. 

How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea. 
Whose action is no stronger than a flower ? 

O ! how shall summers honey breath Iiold out 
Against the wrackful siege of battering days, 
When rocks impregnable are not so stout, 

Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays ? 
O fearful meditation ! where, alack, 

Shall Timers best iewel from Time’s chest lie 
hid ? 

Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot 
back ? 

Or who his spoil of beauty can foi’bid ? 

O, none, unless this miracle have might. 
That in black ink my love may still shine 
bright. 

LXVI. 

Tir’d with all these, for restful death I cry ; — 
As, to behold desert a beggar born. 

And needy nothing trimm’d in jollity, 

And purest faith unliappily forsworn. 

And gilded honour shamefully misplac’d, 

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted, 

And right perfection wrongfully disgrac’d. 
And strength by limping sway disabled. 

And art made tongue-tied by authority. 

And folly (doctor-like) controlling skill, 

And simple truth miscall’d simplicity, 

And captive good attending caj^tain ill ; 

Tir’d with all these, from these would I be 
gone, 

Save that, to die, I leave my love alone. 

LXVII. 

Ah ! wherefore with infection should he live, 
And with his presence gi’ace impiety. 

That sin by him"' advantage should achieve, 
And lace itself with his society ? 

Why should false painting imitate his cheek, 
And steal dead seeing of his living hue 1 
Why should poor beauty indirectly seek 
Rosei^ of shadow, since his rose is true ? | 


Why should he live, now Nature bankrupt is. 
Beggar’d of blood to blush through lively 
veins ? 

For she hath no exchequer now but his. 

And, proud of many, lives \ipon his gains. 

O ! him she stores, to show -Nirhat wealth 
she had 

In days long since, before these last so Imd. 
LXVIII. 

Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn, 
When beauty liv’d and died as flowers ilo now. 
Before these bastard signs of fair were born. 
Or <lurst inliabit o^^ a living brow ; 

Before the golden tresses of the dead, 

The right of sepulchres, were shorn away, 

To live a second life on second head ; 

Ere beauty’s dead fleece made another gay. 

In him those holy antique hours are seen. 
Without all ornament, itself, and true, 
JNIaking no summer of another’s green, 
Robbing no old to dress his beauty new ; 

And him as for a map doth Nature store. 
To show false Art what beauty was of yore. 

LXIX. 

Those j)arts of thee that the world’s eye doth 
view, 

Want nothing that the thought of hearts can 
mend ; 

All tongues (the voice of souls) give thee that 
clue, 

Uttering bare truth, even so as foes commend. 
Thy outward thus with outward praise is 
crown’d ; 

But those sfmie tongues that give thee so thine 
own, 

In other accents do this piuise confound. 

By seeing farther than the eye hath shown. 
They look into the beauty of thy mind, 

And that, in guess, they measure by thy deeds; 
Then (churls) their thoughts, although their 
eyes were kind, 

To thy fair flower add the rank smell of 
weeds : 

But why thy odour matcheth not thy show, 
The soil is this, — that thou dost common 
grow. 

LXX. 

That thou art blam’d shall not be thy defect, 
For slander’s mark was ever yet the fair ; 

The ornament of beauty is suspect, 

A crow that flies in heaven’s sweetest air. 

So thou be good, slander doth but approve 
Thy worth the greater, being woo’d of time ; 
For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love. 
And thou present’st a pure unstained prime. 
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Thou hast passed by the ambush of young 
days, 

Either not assailed, or victor being charg’d ; 
Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise. 
To tie up envy, evermore enlarg’d : 

If some suspect of ill mask’d not thy show. 
Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts sliouldst 
owe. 

LXXI. 

No longer mourn for me when I am dead, 
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell 
Give warning to the world that I am fled 
From this vile world, wijh vilest worms to 
dwell : 

Nay, if you read this line, remember not 
The hand that writ it ; for I love you so, 

That I in your sweet thoughts would be for- 
got. 

If thinking on me then should make you woe. 
O ! if (I say) you look upon this verse. 

When I perhaps compounded am with clay. 
Do not so much as my poor name rehearse, 
But let your love even with my life decay ; 
Lest the wise world should look into your 
moan. 

And mock you with me after I am gone. 

LXXII. 

O ! lest the world should task you to recite 
What merit liv’d in me, that you should love 
After my death, — dear love, forget me quite. 
For you in me can nothing worthy prove ; 
Unless you would devise some virtuous lie. 

To do more for me than mine own deseit. 

And hang more praise upon deceased I, 

Than niggiird tinith would willingly impart. 

0 ! lest your true love may seem false in this, 
That you for love speak well of me untinxe, 

My name be buried where my body is. 

And live no more to shame nor me nor you. 
For I am sham’d by that wliich I bring 
forth, 

And so should you, to love things nothing 
worth. 

Lxxin. 

That time of year thou may’st in me behold. 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the 
cold, 

Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet birds 
sang. 

In me thou seest the twilight of such day 
As after sunset fadeth in the west, 

Which by-and-by black night doth take away. 
Death’s second self, that Seals up all in 
rest : 


I In me thou seest the glowing of such fire, 
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 

As the death-bed whereon it must expire, 
Consum’d with that which it was nourish’d by. 
This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love 
more strong, 

To love that Avell which thou must leave 
ere long : 

LXXIV. 

But be contented : when that fell arrest 
Without all bail shall carry me away, 

My life hath in this line some interest, 

Which for memorial still with thee shall 
stay. 

When thou reviewest this, thou dost review 
TJie very pari was consecrate to thee. 

The earth cj^n have but earih, which is his 
due ; 

My spirit is thine, the better part of me : 

So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life. 
The prey of worms, my body being dead ; 

The coward conquest of a wretch’s knife, 

Too base of thee to be remembered. 

The worih of that is that which it contains. 
And that is this, and this with theie I’emains. 

' LXXV. 

So are you to my thoughts, as food to life, 

Or as sweet-season’d showers are to the 
ground ; 

And for the peace of you I hold such strife 
As ’twixt a miser and his wealth is found ; 
Now proud as an enjoyer, and anon 
Doubting the filching age will steal his 
treasure ; 

Now counting best to be with you alone, 

Then better’d that the world may see my 
pleasure : 

Sometime all full with feasting on youx* 
sight. 

And by-and-by clean starved for a look ; 
Possessing or pursuing no delight. 

Save what is had or must from you be took. 
Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day; 

Or gluttouing on all, or all away. 

LXXVI. 

Why is my verse so barren of new pride. 

So far from variation or quick change ? 

Why, with the time, do I not glance aside 
To new-fomid methods, and to compounds 
strange ? ^ 

Why write I still all one, ever the same, 

And keep invention in a noted weed, 

That every word doth almost tell my name. 
Showing their birth, and where they did pro- 
ceed? 
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.01 know, sweet love, I always write of 
you, 

And you and love are still my argument ; 

So, all my best is dressing old words new. 
Spending again what is ali'eady spent : 

For as the sun is daily new and old. 

So is my love, stil* telling what is told. 

LXXVII. 

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties 
wear, 

Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste ; 
The vacant leaves thy mind’s imprint will 
bear, 

And of this book this learning may’st thou 
taste 

The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show. 
Of mouthed graves will give thee^ memory ; 
Thou by thy dial’s shady stealth may’st know 
Time’s thievish progress to eternity. 

Look, what thy memory cannot contain, 
Commit tc Ihese waste blanks, and thou shalt 
find 

Those children nurs’d, deliver’d from thy 
brain, 

To take a hew acquaintance of thy mind. 
These offices, so oft as thou wilt look, 

Shall profit thee, and much enrich thy 
book. 

LXXVIII. 

So oft have I invok’d thee for my Muse, 

And found such fair assistance in my verse, 
As every alien pen hath got my use, 

And under thee their poesy disperse. 

Thine eyes that tauglit the dumb on high to 
sing, 

And heavy ignoi-ance aloft to fly. 

Have added feathers to the learned’s wing, 
And given grace a double majesty. 

Yet be most proud of that which I compile, 
Whose influence is thine, and born of thee ; 

In others’ works thou dost but mend the 
style. 

And arts with thy sweet graces graced be ; 
But thou art all my art, and dost advance 
As high as learning my rude ignorance. 


He lends thee virtue,, and ho stole that word 
From thy behaviour ; beauty doth he give, 
And found it in thy cheek ; he can aflford 
No praise to thee bat what in thee doth liye. 
Then tliank him not for that which he doth 
say. 

Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost 
pay. 

LXXX. 

O 1 how I faint when I of you do write, 
Knowing a better spirit doth uae your name, 
And in the praise thereof spends all his might. 
To make me tongue-tied, speaking of your 
I fame : 

But since your worth (wide as the ocean is) 
The humble as the proudest sail doth bear. 
My saucy bark, inferior far to his. 

On your broad main doth wilfully appear. 
Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat, 
Whilst lie upon your soundless deep doth 
ride ; 

Or, bemg wi'ack’d, I am a worthless boat. 

He of tall building, and of goodly pride : 
Then, if he thrive, and I be cast away, 

The worst was this, — my love was my 
decay. 

LXXXI. 

' Or I shall live your epitaph to make, 

Or you survive when 1 in earth am rotten : 
From hence your memory death cannot take, 
Although ill me each part will be forgotten. 
Your name from hence immoi-tal life shall 
have, 

Though I, once gone, to all the world must 
die : 

Tho eai’th can yield me but a common grave. 
When you entombed in men’s eyes shall lie. 
Your monument shall be my gentle verse, 
Which eyes not yet created shall o’erread ; 
And tongues to bo your being shall rehearse. 
When all the breathers of this world are 
. dead ; 

You still shall live (such virtue hath my 
pen), 

Where breath most breathes, even in the 
mouths of men. 


LXXIX. 

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid, 

Mv verse alone had all thy gentle grace ; 
But now my gracious numbers are decay’d. 
And Aiy sick Muse doth give another place. 
I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument 
Deserves tlie travail of a worthier pen ; 

Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent, 

He robs thee of, and pays it thee again. 


LXXXII. 

I grant thou wert not married to my Muse, 
And therefore may’st without attaint o’erlook 
The dedicated words which writers use 
Of their fair subject, blessing every book. 
Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue. 
Finding thy worth a limit post my praise ; 
And therefore art enforc’d to seek anew 
Some freshei- stamp of the time-bettering days. 
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And do so, love ; yet when they have devised 
What stmined touches rhetoric can lend, 
Thou, truly fair, wert truly symi)athis'd 
In true ])lain words, by tliy true-telling 
friend ; 

And their gross painting might 1x5 better 
us’d 

Where cheeks nc'cd blood : in thee it is 
abus’d. 

LX XX I II. 

I never saw that yon did jjainting need. 

And therefore to yoiir fair no painting set ; 

I found, or tliought I found, you did exceed 
The bari’en tender of a poet’s debt ; 

And therefore have I slept in your report, 
That you yourself, being extant, well might 
show 

How far a modern quill doth come too short. 
Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth 
grow. 

This silence for my sin you did impute. 

Which shall be most my gloiy, being dumb ; 
Kor I impair not beauty being mute, 

When others would give life, and bring a 
tomb. 

There lives more life in one of your fair 
eyes, 

Thau both your 2 K)ets can in praise devise. 

LXXXIV. 

Who is it that says most h which can say 
more 

Than this ricli praise, that you alone are you ? 
In whose confine immured is the store. 

Which should example where your equal 
grew. 

Loan penury within that pen doth dwell, 

That to his subject lends not some, small 
glory ; 

Hut he that writes of you, if he can tell 
That you are you, so dignifies his story, 

Let him but copy what in you is writ. 

Not making worse what nature made so clear, 
And such a counterpart shall fame his wit, 
Making his style admired everywhere. 

You to your beauteous blessings add a 
curse, 

Being fond on praise, which makes your 
praises woi'se. 

LXXXV. * 

My tongue-tied Muse in manners holds her 
still, 

While comments of your praise, richly com- 

pil’d, 

Keserve their chai’acter with golden quill, 

And precious phrase by all the Muses fil’d. 


I think good thoughts, whilst others write 
good words, 

And, like unletter’d clerk, still cry ‘‘Amen” 
To every hymn that able spirit affords, 

In polish’d form of well-refined pen. 

Hearing you prais’d, I say, “ ’T is so, *t is 
true,” 

And to the most of praise add something more ; 
But that is in my tliought, whose love to you, 
Though words come liiudmost, holds his rank 
before : 

Then others for the breath of woi’ds respect, 
Me for my dumb tliouglits, speaking in 
effi-ct. 

LXXXVI. 

Was it the proud full sail of his gi’eat verse, 
Bound for the \mze of all-too-precious you, 
That did my ripe thoughts in my brain in- 
hearso, 

Making their tomb the womb wherein they 
grew ? 

Wius it his spirit, by spirits taught to write 
Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead ( 
No, neither he, nor his compeers by night 
(living him aid, my verse astonished. 

He, nor that aftable familiar ghost, 

Which niglitly gulls him with intelligence. 

As victors of my sileuice cannot boast. 

1 was not sick of any fear from thence : 

But when your countenance fil’d u]) liis-line, 
Then lack’d I matter ; that enfeebled mine. 

LXXXVII. 

Farewell ! thou ait too dear for my possessing, 
And like enough thou know’st thy estimate : 
The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing ; 
My bonds in thee are all determinate. 

For how do I hold thee but by thy granting? 
And for that riches where is my deserving? 
The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting, 
And so my patent back again is swerving. 
Thyself thou gav’st, thy own worth then not 
knowing, 

Or me, to whom thou gav’sli it, else mistaking ; 
So thy great gift, upon misjirision growing, 
Comes home again, on better judgment mak- 
ing. 

Thus have I had thee, as a di^eam doth 
flatter, 

In sleep a king, but waking no such matter. 
LXXXVIII.* 

When thou shalt be dispos’d to set me light, 
And place my merit in the eye of scorn, 

Upon thy side against myself I ’ll fight. 

And prove thee virtuous, though thou art 
forsworn ; 
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With mine own weakness being best ac- 
quainted, 

Upon thy pai’t I can set down a story 
Of faults conceal’d, wherein I am attainted, 
That thou, in losing me, shalt win much glory : 
And I by this will be a gainer too ; 

For bending all my loving thoughts on thee. 
The injuries that to myself I <lo. 

Doing thee vantage, double- vantage me. 

Such is my love, to thee I so belong. 

That for thy right myself will bear all 
wrong. 


And every humour hatJi his adjunct pleasure, 
Wherein it finds a joy above tlie rest ; 

But these partic\ilars are not n)y measure : 
All these 1 better in one general best. 

Thy love is better than high birth to me, 
Richer than wealth, prouder tlian garments^ 
cost, 

Of more delight than hawks or horses he ; 
And having thee, of all men’s pride I boast : 
Wretched in this alone, that thou may’st 
take 

All this away, and me most wretched make. 


LXXXIX. 

Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault, 
And I will comment upon that offence ; 
Speak of my lameness, and i straight will 
halt, 

Against thy reasons making no defence. 

Thou canst not, love, disgrace me half so ill. 
To set a form upon desired change, 

As I ’ll myself disgrace : knowing thy will, 

I will acquaintance strangle, and look strange; 
Be absent from thy walks ; and in my tongue 
Thy sweetTbeloved name no more shall dwell, 
Lest I (too much profane) should do it wrong, 
And haply of our old acipiaiutaiice tell. 

For thee, against myself 1 ’ll vow debate, 
For I must ne’er love him whom thou dost 
hate. 

xo. 

Then hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now : 
Now, while the world is bent my deeds to 
cross. 

Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow. 
And do not drop in for an after-loss. 

Ah J do not, when my heart hath scap’d this 
sorrow, 

Come in the rearward of a conquer’d woe ; 
Give not a windy night a rainy morrow, 

To linger out a purpos’d overthrow. 

thou wilt leave me, do not leave mo last, 
When other petty griefs have done their spite. 
But in the onset come ; so shall I taste 
At first the very worst of fortune’s might ; 
And other strains of woe, which now seem 
woe, 

Compar’d witli loss of thee, will not seem so. 
xci. 

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill, 
Some in their w^lth, some in tlieir body’s 
force, 

Some in their garments, though new-fangled 

Some in their hawks and hounds, some in 
their horse ; 


xcii. 

But do thy worst to steal thyself away. 

For term of life thou «art assurejd mine} ; 

And life no longer than thy love will stay, 
For it depeiuls iq>oii that love of thine. 

Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs, 
When in the least of them my life hath 
end. 

1 see a better state to me belongs 
Than that whi(^h on thy humour doth depend. 
Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind. 
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie. 

O ! what a hajipy title do J find, 

Happy to have thy love, happy to die ; 

But what’s so blessed-fair that feans no 
blot? 

Thou may’st be fiilse, and yet J know it 
not : 

xcm. 

So shall I live, supposing tliou aif; true. 

Like a deceived husband ; so love’s face 
May still seem love to me, though alter’d-new ; 
Thy looks with me, thy heart in other 
place ; 

For thei’c can live no hatred in thine eye ; 
Therefore in that I cannot know thy change. 
In many’s looks the false heart’s history 
Is writ in moods, and frowns, and wrinkl(\s 
strange ; 

But Heaven in thy creation did decree, 

That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell ; 
Whate’er thy thoughts or thy lieart’s workings 
1X5, 

Thy looks should nothing thence hut sweet- 
ness tell. 

How like Eve’s apple doth tljy l)eauty grow, 
If tliy sweet virtue answer not thy show ! 

xciv. 

They that have i>ower to hurt, and will do 
none 

That do not do the thing they most do show. 
Who, moving others, are themselves as stone, 
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow ; 
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They rightly do inherit heaven's graces, 

And husband nature’s riches from expense ; 
Tliey are the lords and owners of their faces, 
Others but stewards of their excellence. 

The summer’s flower is to the summer sweet, 
Thopgh to itself it only live and die ; 

But if that flower with base infection meet, 
The basest weed outbraves his dignity ; ^ 

.For sweetest things turn sourest by their 
deeds ; 

lilies that fester smell far worse than 
weeds. 

xcv. 

How sweet and lovely dost thou make the 
shame, 

Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose. 
Doth spot the beauty of thy binlding name ! 
O, in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose! 
That tongue that tells the story of thy days, 
(Making lascivious comments on thy sport,) 
Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise ; 
Naming thy name blesses an ill report. 

O ! what a mansion have those vices got, 
Which for their habitation chose out thee, 
Where beauty’s veil doth cover every blot. 
And all things turn to fair that eyes can see ! 
Take heed, dear heart, of this large i)rivi. 
lege ; 

The hardest knife ill-us’d doth lose his edge, 

xcvi. 

Some say, thy fault is youth, some wanton- 
ness ; 

Some say, thy grace is yonth, and gentle sport ; 
Both grace and faults are lov’d of more and 
less ; 

Thou mak’st faults gih-ces that to thee resort. 
As on the linger of a throned queen 
The basest jewel will be well esteem’d, 

So are those errors that in thee are seen 
To truths translated, and for true things 
deem’d. 

How many lambs might the stem wolf betray, 
If like a lamb he could his looks translate I 
How many gazers inightst thou lead away, 

If thou wouldst use the strength of all thy 
state ! 

" But do not so ; I love thee in such sort, 

As, thou being mine, mine is thy good re- 
port. 

XCVII. 

How like a winter hath my absence been 
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year I 
What freezings have I felt, what dark days 
seen, 

What old December’s bareness everywhere ! 


And yet this time remov’d was suhimer's 
time ; 

The teeming autumn, big with rich increase, 
Bearing the wanton burden of the prime, 
Like widow’d wombs after their lords’ de- 
cease : 

Yet this abundant issue seem’d to me ' 

But hope of orphans, and unfather’d fruit; 
For summer and his pleasures wait on thee, 
And, thou away, the very birds are mute ; 

Or, if they sing, ’t is with so dull a cheer. 
That leaves look pale, dreading the winter ’s 
near. 

XCVIII. 

From you have I been nbsent in the spring, 
WJieii proud-pied April, dress’d in nil his 
trinj, 

Hath put a spirit of youth in everything, 
That heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d with 
him : 

Yet nor the lays of birds, nor. the sweet 
smell 

Of difierent flowers in odour and in hue, 
Could make me any summer’s story tell, 

Or from their proud lap j^luck them where 
they grew : 

Nor did I wonder at the lily's white, , 

Nor praiso the deep vermilion in the rose ; 
They were but sweet, but figures of delight, 
Drawn after you, you pattern all of those. 
Yet seem’d it winter still, and, yoq away, 
As with your shadow I with these did 
play: 

XCIX. 

The forward violet thus did I chide ; — 

Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy .sweet 
that smells, 

If not from my love’s breath? The purple 
pride 

Which on thy soft cheek for complexion- 
dwells, 

In my love’s veins thou hast too grossly dy’d. 
The lily I condemned for thy hand, 

And buds of marjoram had stol’n thy hair : 
The roses fearfully on thorns did stand. 

One blushing shame, another white despair ; 
A third, nor red nor white, had stoi’n oS 
both, 

And to this robbeiy had annex’d thy 
breath ; 

But, for his theft, in pride, of all his gi*owth 
A vengeful canker eat him up to death. 

More flowers I noted, yet I none could 
see, 

But sweet or colour 'it stol’n from 
thee. 
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c. 

Where art thou, Muse, that thou forgett^st 
so long 

To speak of that which ginres thee all thy 
might ] 

Spend’st thou thy fury on some worthless song, 
Darkening thy power to lend base subjects 
light ? 

Retum, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem 
In gentle numbeis time so idly spent : 

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem, 
And gives thy pen both skill and argument. 
Rise, resty Muse, my love’s sweet face survey, 
If Time have any wrinkle graven there ; 

If any, be a satire to decay. 

And make Time’s 8j)oils despised every whem 
Give ray love faine faster tlian Time wastes 

mil 

So thou pi*event’st his scythe and crooked 
knife. 

ci. 

0 truant Muse ! what shall l)e thy amends 
For thy neglect of truth in beauty dy’d ? 

Both truth and beauty on ray I6ve depends ; 
So dost thou too, and therein dignified. 

Make answer. Muse : wilt thou not haply say, 
“ Truth needs no colour, with his colour fix’d, 
Beauty no pencil, beauty’s truth to lay ; 

But best is best, if never intermix’d 1 ” 
Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb ? 
Excuse not silence so ; for ’t lies in thee 

I'o make him much outlive a gilded tomb, 
And to be i)rais’d of ages yet to be. 

Then do thy oflice. Muse : I teach thee how 
To make him seem long heiice^ as he shows 
now. 

CII, 

My love is strengthen’d, though moi^e weak 
in seeming ; 

1 love not less, though less the show appear : 
That love is merchandis’d, whose rich 

esteeming 

The owner’s tongue doth publish everywhere. 
Our love was new, and then but in the spring, 
When I was wont to gi’eet it with my lays : 
As Philomel in summer’s fVont doth sing. 

And stpps her pipe in growth of riper days : 
Not tliat the summer is less pleasant now, 
Than when her mournful hymns did hush the 

But that wild music burdens eveiy bough, 
And sweets grown common lose their dear 
delight 

Therefore, like her, I sometime hold my 
tongue. 

Because I would not dull you with my song. 


cm. 

Alack, what poverty my ]V[us 0 brings forth. 
That having such a scope to show her pride, 
The argument, all bare, is of more worth. 
Than when it hath my added praise beside I 
O ! blame me not, if I no more can write : 
Look in your ghuss, and there ap})ears a face, 
That over-goes my blunt invention quite, 
Dulling my lines, and doing me disgrace. 
Were it not sinful then, striving to mend. 

To mar the subject that before was well ? 

For to no other pass my vei-ses tend, 

Than of your graces and your gifts to tell ; 
And more, much more, than in my verse 
can sit. 

Your own glass shows you, when you look 
in it. 

CIV. 

To me, fail’ friend, you never can bo ohi, 

For as you wore when first your eye I ey’d. 
Such seems your beauty still. Three winters 
cold 

Have from the forests shook three summei*s’ 
pride ; 

Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn 
turn’d 

In process of the seasons have I seen ; 

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes 
burn’d, 

Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green. 
All I yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand. 

Steal from his figure, and no pace perceiv’d ; 
So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth 
stand. 

Hath motion, and mine eye may be deceiv’d : 
For fear of which, lu^ar tliis, thou age 
unbred, — 

Ere you were born was beauty’s summer 
ilead. 

v\. 

Let not my love be call’d idolatry, 

Nor my beloved as an idol show, 

Since all alike my songs and pmises be, 

To one, of one, still such, and ever so. 

Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind. 

Still constant in a wondrous excelhuice ; 
Therefore my verse to constancy confin’d. 

One thing expressing, Ifeiives out difFei’ence. 
Fair, kind, and true, is all my argument^ 

Fair, kind, and true, varying to other woixis; 
And in this change is my invention spent, 
Three themes in one, which wondrous scope 
affords. 

Fair, kind, and true, have often liv’d alone, 
WTiich three, till now, never kept seat in 
one. 
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cvi. 

When in the chronicle of wasted time 
I see descriptions of the fairest wights, 

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme, 

In praise of Jadies dead, and lovely knights, 
Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty's best, 

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 

I see their antique pen would have express'd 
Even such a beauty as you master now. 

So all their praises are but prophecies 
Of this our time, all you prefiguring ; 

And for they look'd but with divining eyes. 
They had not skill enough your worth to sing: 
For we, which now behold these present 
days. 

Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to 
praise. 

evil. 

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul 
Of the wide world, dreaming on things to 
come, 

Can yet the lease of my true love control, 
Suppos'd as forfeit to a confin’d doom. 

The mortal moon hath her eclipse endur’d, 
And the sad augura mock their own presage ; 
Inceiijalnties now crown themselves assur’d, 
And peace proclaims olives of endless age. 
Now, with the drops of this most balmy time 
My love looks fresh, and death to me sub- 
scribes, 

Since, s})ite of him, 1 ’ll live in this poor 
rhyme, 

While he insults o’er dull and speechless 
tribes : 

And thou in this shalt find thy monument, 
When tyrants’ crests and tombs of brass 
are si>ent. 

CVI 1 1. 

What ’s in the brain that ink may character, 
Which hath not figur’d to thee my true 
spirit ] 

What ’s new to si)eak, what new to register. 
That may express my love, or thy dear merit ? 
Nothing, sweet boy ; but yet, like prayers 
divine, 

I must each day say o’er the very same. 
Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine, 
Even as when first I hallow’d thy fair name. 
So that eternal love, in love’s fresh case, 
Weighs not the dust and injuiy of age ; 

Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place, 

But makes antiquity for aye his page ; 

Finding the firat conceit of love there 
bred,. 

Where time and outw'ard form would show 
it dead. 


cix. 

O ! never say that I was false of heart, 
Though absence seem’d my flame to qualify. 
As easy might I from myself depart, 

As fi’om my soul, which in thy breast doth lie. 
That is my home of love : if T have ranged, 
Like him that travels, I return again, 

Just to Nihe time, not with the time ex- 
changLed, — 

So that myseli^ring water for my stain. 
Never believe, tlihugh in my nature reign’d 
All frailties that be^ege all kind of blood, 
That it could so prep^erously be stain’d. 

To leave for’nothing affvthy sum of good ; 
For nothing this wide Vui verse I call. 

Save thou, my rose ; im it thou art my all. 

cx. 

Alas ! ’t is frue, I have gone Jiere and there, 
And made myself a motley to .the view ; 
Cor’d mine own thoughts, sold i'dieap what is 
most dear, 

Made old offences of affections ne w : 

Most tme it is, that 1 have look’d' on truth 
Askance and strangely ; but, by al^l above. 
These blenches gave my heart anoti^ior youth. 
And worse essays prov’d thee my bes t of love. 
Now all is done, have what shall have' no end ; 
Mine appetite I never more will griiu'4 
On newer proof, to try an older friencR 
A god in love, to whom I am confin’d, f 
Then give me welcome, next my b^eaven 
the best, * ^ 

Even to thy pure and most most h>ving 
breast. 

CXI. 

O ! for my sake do you with Fortune ch?Wo, 
The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds. 

That did not better for my life provide, I 
Than public means, which public man nere 
breeds : j>! 

Thence comes it that my name i-eceives a br/^ftnd < 
And almost thence my nature is subdu’rfl 
To what it works in, like the dyer’s han(,3* 
Pity me then, and wish 1 were renew’d,/?^ 
Whilst, like a willing patient, I will dj^i 
Potions of eisel ’gainst my strong J , 

No bitterness that I will bitter think, d 
Nor double penance, to coirect coirectf ion. 
Pity me then, dear friend, and I ass’ yo 
Even that your pity is enough to cr *re ma 

/9 

0X11. 

Your love and pity doth the impre8sic^>n fill 
Which vulgar scandal stamp’d uiK)n mi 5^ brow 
For what care I who ca!is me well or tiHl* 

»So you o’ergreeu my bad, my good alld ^ 
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. You are my all-the-world, and I must strive 
To know my shames and praises from your 
tongue ; 

None else to me, nor I to none alive, 

That my steel’d sense or changes right or 
wrong. 

In so profound abysm I throw all cai-e 
Of others’ voices, that my adder’s sense 
To critic and to flatterer st' pped are. 

Mark how with my neglect 1 do dispeiuse : — 
You are so .strongly in my purpose bred, 
That all the world besides methinks they ’re 
dead. 

CXI II. 

Sinee I left you, mine eye is in my mind, 
And that which governs me to go about 
Doth part his function, and is partly blind, 
Seems seeing, but effectually is dut ; 

For it no form delivei’s to the heai-t 
Of bird, of flower, or shape, which it doth 
hitch : 

Of his quick objects hath the mind no part, 
Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch ; 
For if it see the rud’st or gentlest sight. 

The most STveet favour, or defornicd’st creature, 
The mountain the sea, the day or night, 
The crow or dove, it sliapes them to your 
feature : 

Incapable of more, replete with you. 

My most true mind thus maketh mine 
untrue. 

cxiv. 

Or whether doth my mind, being crown’d 
witl^ you. 

Drink up the monarch’s plague, this flattery 1 
Or whether shall I say, mine eye .saith true, 
And that your love taught it this alchymy. 

To make of monsters and things indigest 
Such cherubims as your sweet self resemble. 
Creating every bad a jieifect best, 

As fast as objects to his beams assemble 1 
O ! ’t is the first : ’t is flatteiy in my seeing. 
And my great mind most kingly drinks it up : 
Mine eye well knows what with his gust is 
^ ’gi-eeing, 

And to his pdate doth prepare the cup : 

If it be poison’d, ’t is the lesser sin 
That mine eye loves it, and doth lir.st begin. 

cxv. 

Those lines that I before have writ, do lie. 
Even those tliat^'said I couhl not love you 
dearer; 

Yet then my judgment knew no reason why 
My most full flame should afterwaids bum 
clearer. 


But reckoning Time, whose million’d accidents 
Creep in ’twixt vows, and change decrees of 
kings, 

Tan saci'ed beauty, blunt the sharp’st intents, 
Divert strong minds to the course of altering 
things : 

Alas ! why, fearing of Time’s tyranny, 

Might I not then say, “ Now I love you best,” 
‘When I was certain o’er incertainty. 
Crowning the present, doubting of the rest ? 
Love is a babe ; then might I not say so, 
To give full growth to that which still doth 
grow? 

cxvi. 

Let me not to the maii-iage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not love 
Which altei*s wh(3n it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove : 

O, no ! it is an ever-fixed mark, 

Tliat looks on tempe.sts, and is never shaken ; 
It is the star to every wandering bark. 
Whose worth ’s unknown, although his height 
be taken. 

Love ’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips aiid 
cheeks 

Within his bending sickle’s compass come ; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and 
weeks, 

But l)ears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be error, and upon me prov’d, 

I never writ, nor no man ever lov’d. 

cxvii. 

Accuse me thus : that I have scanted all 
Wlierein I .should your great deserts I'epay ; 
Forgot upon your dearest love to call, 
W^hereto all bonds do tie me day by day ; 
That 1 have frequent been with unknown 
minds, 

And given to time your own dear-purchas’d 
right; 

That I have hoisted sail to all the winds 
Which should transport me farthest from 
your sight ; 

Book both my wilful ness and eiTOi^s down, 
And on just proof surmise accumulate : 

Bring me within the level of your frown, 

But shoot not at me in your waken’d hate ; 
Since my appeal says, I did strive to 
prove 

The constancy and virtue of your love. 

CXVIII. 

Like as, to make our appetites more keen, 
With eager conqK)unds we our palate urge ; 
As, to pi’event our maladies unseen, 

We sicken to shun sickness, when we purge ; 
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Even 80 , being full of your ne’er-cloying 
sweetness, 

To bitter sauces did I frame iny feeding ; 
And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness 
To be diseas’d, ere that there was true needing. 
Thus i>oIicy in love, to anticipate 
The ills that were not, grew to faults assur’d. 
And brought to medicine a healthful state, 
Which, rank of goodness, would by ill be cur’d 
But thence I learn, and find the lesson true. 
Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you. 

cxix. 

Wliat potions have I drunk of Siren teare, 
Distill’d from limbecks foul as hell within. 
Applying fears to hopes, and hopes to fears, 
Still losing when I saw myself to win ! 

What wretched errors hath ray heart com- 
mitted. 

Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never 1 
How have mine eyes out of their spheres been 
fitted. 

In the distraction of this madding fever ! 

O benefit of ill ! now I find true, 

That better is by evil still made better ; 

And ruin’d love, when it is built anew, 

Grows faiiw than at first, more strong, far 
greater. 

So I return rebuk’d to my content, 

And gain by ill thrice moi*e than I have 
spent. 

cxx. 

That you were once unkind, befriends me 
now, 

. And for that sorrow, which I then did feel, 
Needs must I under my transgression bow, 
Unless my nerves were brass or hammer’d 
steel. 

For if you were by my unkindness shaken, 

As I by yours, you ’ve pa.ss’d a hell of time ; 
And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken 
To weigh how once I suffer’d in your crime, 

<) I that our night of woe might have re- 
member’d 

My deepest sense, how hard time sorrow hits ; 
And soon to you, as you to me, then tender’d 
The humble salve which wounded bosoms 
fits! 

But that your trespass now becomes a fee ; 
Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom 
me. 

CXXI. 

Tis better to be vile, than vile-esteem’d, 

When not to be receives reproach of being, 
And the just pleasure lost^ which is so deem’d 
Not by our feeling, but by others’ seeing. 


For why should othei-s’ false adfiltorate eyes 
Give salutation to my sportive blood? 

Or on my frailties why are frailer spies, 
Which in their wills count bad what I think 
good ? 

No, I am that 1 am ; and they that level 
At my abuses, reckon up their own : 

I may be sti-aight, though they themselves be 
bevel ; 

By their rank thoughts my deeds must not be 
shown ; 

Unless this general evil they maintain, — 
All men are bad, and in their badness reign. 

CXXII. 

Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain 
Full character’d with lasting memory, 

Which shall 'above that idle rank remain, 
Beyond all date, even to eternity ; 

Or, at the least, so long as brain and heaii: 
Have faculty by nature to subsist ; 

Till each to raz’d oblivion yield Ifis part 
Of thee, thy record never can be miss’d. 

That poor retention could not so much hold, . 
Nor need I tallies, thy dear love tq score ; 
Therefore to give them frorujcoe was I bold, 

To trust those tables that received thee more : 
To keej) an adjunct to remember thetf, 

Were to import forgetfulness in mo. 

CXXIII. 

No! Time, thou slialt not boast that I do 
change : 

Thy pyi-amids, built up with newer might, 

To me are nothing novel, nothing strange ; 
They are but dressings of a former sight. 

Our dates are brief, and therefoi’e we admire 
What thou dost foist upon us that is old, 

And rather make them bom to our desire. 
Than think that we before have heard them 
told. 

Thy registei's and thee I both defy, 

Not wondering at the present, nor the past; 
For thy records and what we see do lie, 

Made more or less by thy continual hae^. 

This I do vow, and this shall ever be, 

I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee;; 

exxiv. 

If my clear love were but the child of i^te, ' ^ 
It might for Fortune’s bastard be unfatberiiik ^ 
As subject to Time’s love^ or to Time’s batejV^ 
Weeds among weeds, or flowers with 

gather’d. ^ ; 

No, it was builded far from accident 
It Buffers not in smiling p6mp, nor falls 
Under the blow of thrallea dLscontj^t^ 

Whereto the inviting time onr fashion calls; 
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It fears not policy, that heretic, 

Which works on leases of short-number'd 
hours, 

•But all alone stands hugely politic, 

That it nor |;row8 ^ith heat, nor drowns with 
showers. 

To this I witness cell the fools of time. 
Which die for goodness, who have liv'd for 
crime. 

cxxv. 

Were 't aught to me I bore the canopy, 

With my extern the outward honouring, 

Or. laid great bases for eternity. 

Which prove more short than waste or ruin- 
iiig? 

Have I not seen dwellers on form and favour 
Lose all, and more, by paj^ing^too much 
rent ; 

For compound sweet foregoing simple savour, 
Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing spent ] 

No, let me be obsequious in thy heart. 

And take thou my oblation, poor but free. 
Which is not mix’d with seconds, knows no 
art. 

But mutual render, only me for thee. 

Hence, thou suborn'd informer ! a true soul. 
When most impeach'd, stands least in thy 
conti’ol. 

exxvi. 

O thou, my lovely boy, who, in thy power 
Dost hold Time’s fickle glass, his sickle, hour ; 
Who hast by waning grown, and therein 
show'st 

’ Thy lovers withering, as thy sweet self grow'st; 
If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack. 

As thou goest onwaixi.s, still will pluck thee 
back, 

She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill 
May time disgrace, and wretchtjd minutes 
kill 

Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure I 
may detain, but not still keep her treasure : 
H«p audit, though delay’d, answer’d must be, 
And her quietus is to render thee. 

cxxvii. 

old age black was not counted fair, 

Or if it it bore not beauty’s name ; 

ht black beauty’s successive heir, 
And- b^uty slander’d with a bastard shame ; 
;Fi^;l^oe eaoh hand hath put on nature’s 
'power, 

foul with litt’s . false borrow’d 

4 ftpe, 

Bweot beauty hath no name, no< holy bother, 
But is .p^fan’d, if not lives in disgra<». 

.’'••'' Id : ■ 


Therefore my mistress' eyes are raven black. 
Her eyes so suited, and they mourners seem* 
At such, who, not born fair, no beauty lack, 
Slandering creation with a false esteem i 
Yet so they mourn, becoming of their woe, 
That every tongue says, beauty should look 
sa 

cxxviii. 

How oft, when thou, my music, music play’st, 
Upon that blessed wood, whose motion sounds 
With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently 
sway'st 

The wiry concord that mine ear confounds, 
Do I envy those jacks, that nimble leap 
To kiss the tender inward of thy hand. 
Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest 
reap. 

At the wood's boldness by thee blushing stand ! 
To be so tickled, they would change their 
state 

And situation with those dancing chips, 

O'er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait, 
Making dead wood more bless’d than living 
lips. 

Since saucy jacks so happy are in this, 

Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss. 

CXXIX. 

The expense of spiiit in a waste of shame 
Is lust in action ; and till action, lust 
Is perjur’d, murderous, bloody, full of blame. 
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust ; 
Enjoy’d no sooner but despised straight ; 

Past reason hunted ; and no sooner had, 

Past reason hated, as a swallow’d bait, 

On purpose laid to make the taker mad « 

Mad in pursuit, and in possession so ; 

Hail, having, and in quest to have, extreme ; 
A bliss in proof, — and prOv’d, a very woe ; 
Before, a joy projxxs’d ; behind, a dream. 

All this the world well knows ; yet none 
knows well 

To shun the heaven that leads men to this 
hell, 

oxxx. 

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun ; 
Coral is far more red than her lips' red ; 

If snow be white, why then her breast are 
dun ; 

If hairs be wires, black wiies grow -w her 
head. ' 

I have seen roses d^ask’d, red and white, 
But xto suoh roses see I in her cheeks ' 

A^d ih some perfumes is there mOre 4elight 
Thaiii. In the breath that from isMrM 
imkS.' -.v^ 
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t love to hear her speak, yet well I know 
That music hath a far more pleasing sound : 

I grant I never saw a goddess go ; 

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the 
' ground: 

And yet, by Heaven, I think my love as 
rare 

As any she belied with false compare, 
cxxxi. 

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art, 

As those whose beauties proudly make them 
cruel ; 

For well thou know^st, to my dear-doting heart 
Tliou art the faii'est and most precious jewel. 
Yet, in good faith, some say that thee behold. 
Thy face hath not the power to make love 
gimn : 

To say they err, I dare not be so. bold, 
Although I swear it to myself alone. 

And, to be sure that is not false I swear, 

A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face. 
One on another's neck, do witness bear, 

Thy black is fairest in my judgment’s place. 

In nothing art thou black, save in thy deeds. 
And thencei this slander, as 1 think, pro^ 
ceeds. 

CXXXII. 

Tliine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me, 
Knowing thy heart torments me with disdain. 
Have put on black, and loving mourners be, 
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain. 

And truly not the morning sun of heaven 
Better b^mes the grey cheeks of the east. 

Nor that fiill star that ushers in the even 
Doth half that glory to the sober west, 

As those two mourning eyes become thy 
face. 

O 1 let it then as well beseem thy heart 
To mourn for me, since mourning doth thee 
^•ace, 

And suit thy pity like in every jwirt : 

Then will I swear, beauty herself is black, 
And all they foul that thy complexion lack. 

♦ CXXXIII. 

Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to 
groan 

For that deep woimd it gives my friend and 
me ! 

Is ’t not enough to torture me alone, 

But slave to slavery my sweet’st friend must 
be? " 

Me fi^m myself thy cruel eye hath taken, 

And my next self thou harder hast engross’d: 
;Of him, myself and thee, 1 am forsaken ; 

A totment thrice threefold thus to be cross’cL 
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Prison my heart in thy steel bosom’s wiuxl, 
But then my friend’s heart let my poor heart 
bail ; 

Whoe’er keeps mo, let my heart be his guard; 
Thou canst not then use rigour in my gaol : 
And yet thou wilt ; for 1, being pent in thee^ 
Perforce am thine, and all that is in me. 

■ cxxxiv. 

So, now I have confess’d that he is thine. 

And I myself am mortgag’d to thy will, . 
Myself I ’ll forfeit, so that other mine 
Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still : 

But thou T^lt not, nor he will not be free^ 

For thou art covetous, and he is kind ; 

He Jearn’d but, surety-like, to write for me,. 
Under that bond that him as fast doth bind. 
The statuj^ of thy beauty thou wilt take, 
Thou usurer, that putt’st forth all to use. 

And sue a friend, came debtor for my sake ; 
So him I lose through my unkind abuse. 

Him have I lost j thou hasti both him and 
me : ^ 

He pays the whole, and yet am I not free. 

cxxxv. 

Whoever hath her wish, tBbu hast thy Willp 
And Will to boot, and Will in overplus ; 

More than enough am I, that vex thee still,, 
To thy sweet will making addition thus. 

Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious. 
Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine ? 
Shall will in others seem right gracious. 

And in my will no fair acceptance shine % 

The sea, all water, yet receives rain still. 

And in abundance addeth to his store ; 

So thou, being rich in WiU, add to thy Will 
One will of mine, to make thy large WiU more. 

. Let no unkind, no fail: beseechers kill ; 
Think all but one, and me in that one WUL 

cxxxvi. 

If thy soul check thee that I come so near, 
Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy Willf 
And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there ; 
Thus far fpr love, my love-suit, sweet, fulfil 
Will Mrill fulfil the treasure of thy love. 

Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one. » 
In things of great receipt with ease we prove^ 1 
Among a number one is reckon’d none : 

Then in the number let me puss untold, 
Though in thy stores’ account I one must Im; 
For nothing hold me, so i;^ please thee hofd , 
That nothing me, a something sweet to thee : ^ , 
Make but my name thy love, and love that 
still \ , 

And then thou lov’st me, — for my name is 
WilL 
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OXXXVII. 

^riiott blind fool, Love, what dost thou to mini 
eyes, 

That they b'^hold, and see not what they see 
T^ey know what beauty is, see where it lies. 
Yet what the best is, take the worse to be. 

If eyes, corrupt by over-partial looks, 

Be anchor’d in the bay where ; 11 men ride, 
Why of eyes’ falsehood hast thou forged hooks. 
Whereto the judgment of my heart is tied? 
Why should my lieaH think that a seveml plot, 
Which my heart knows the wide world’s com 
mon place ? 

Or mine ayes seeing this, say, this is not. 

To put fair truth upon so foul a face ? 

In things right true my heart and eyes 
have err’d. 

And to this false plague are they Aow trans- 
ferr’d. 

CXXXVIII. 

When my lo\e swears that she is made of 
truth, 

I do believe her, though I know she lies. 

That she might tliink me some untutor’d 
youth. 

Unlearned in the world’s false subtleties. 
Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me 
young, 

Although she knows my days are past the best. 
Simply I credit her false>speaking tongue : 

On both sides thus is simple truth suppress’d. 
But wherefore says she not, she is unjust 1 
And wherefore say not I, that I am old ] 

O ! love’s best habit is in seeming tnist, 

And age in lo\e loves not to have yeara told: 
Therefore I lie with her, and she with me, 
And in our faults by lies we flatter’d be, 

CXXXIX. 

O ! call not me to justify the wrong. 

That thy unkindness lays upon my heart ; 
Wouiid me not with thine eye, but with thy 
tongue ; 

Use power with power, and slay me not by art. 
Tell me thou lov’st elsewhere; but in my 
sight. 

Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside ; 
What need’st thou wound with cunning, when 
thy might 

Is more than my o’erpress’d defence can ’bide 1 
Let me excuse thee : ah ! my love well knows 
Her pretty looks hav?e been mine enemies. 

And therefore from my face she turns my foes, 
That they elsewhere might dart their injuries. 
Yet do not so ; but since I am near .slain, 
Kill me outright with looks, and rid my 
pain. 


CXL. 

Be wise as thou art cruel ; do not press 
My tongue-tied patience with too much dis- 
dain ; 

Lest sorrow lend me words, and words express 
The manner of my pity-wanting pain. 

If I might teach thee wit, better it were, 
Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me so ; 
As testy sick men, when their deaths be near. 
No news but health from their physicians 
know : 

For, if I should despair, I should grow niad, 
And in my madness might speak ill of thee ; 
Now this ill-wresting world is grown so bad, 
Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be. 

That I jnay not be so, nor thou belied. 

Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud 
heart go wide. 

CXLI. 

In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes. 
For they in thee a thousand errors note ; 

But ’t is my heart that loves what they de- 
spise, 

Who in despite of view is pleas’d to dote. 

Nor are mine ears with thy "tongtie’s tune 
delighted ; 

Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone. 

Nor taste, nor smell, desire to be invited 
To any se^isual feast with thee alone : 

But my five wits nor my five senses can 
Dissuade one foolisli heart from serving thee. 
Who l^ves unsway’d the likeness of a man, 
Tliy proud heart’s slave and vassal wretch to 
be : 

Only my plague thus far I count my gain. 
That she that makes me sin awards me 
pain. 

CXLII. 

Love is my sin, and thy dear virtue hate, . 
Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving. 

O I but with mine compare thou thine own 
state. 

And thou shalt find it merits not reproving ; 
Or, if it do, not from those lips of thine, 

That have profan’d their scarlet ornaments, 
And seal’d false bonds of love as oft as 
mine, 

Robb’d others’ beds' revenues of their rents. 

Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lov’st those 
Whom thine eyes woo as mine importune 
thee : 

Root pity in thy heart, that when it grows, 
'Thy pity may deserve to i)itied be. 

If thou dost seek to have what thou dost 
hide. 

By self-excunple may’st thou be denied 1 
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OXLIIL 

Lo I as a careful housewife mns to catch 
One of her feather’d creatures broke away, 
Sets down her babe, and makes all swift de- 
Sj^tch 

In pursuit of the thing she would have stay ; 
Whilst her neglected child holds her in chase, 
Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent • 
To follow that which flies before her face, 
Not prizing her poor infant’s discontent : 

So runn’st thou after that which flies from 
thee, 

Whilst 1, thy babe, chase thee afar behind j 
But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me, 
And play the mother’s part, kiss me, be kinds 
So will I pray that thou may’st have tliy 
Will, 

If thou turn back, and my loud crying stilL 
CXLIV. 

Two loves I have of comfort and despair. 
Which like two spirits do suggest me still : 
The better angel is a man, right fair, 

The worser spirit a woman, colour’d ilL 
To win me soon to hell, my female evil 
Tempteth nay bbtter angel from my side. 

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil. 
Wooing his purity with her foul pride. 

And whether that my angel be turn’d fiend, 
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell 
But being both from me, both to each friend, 
I guess one angel in another’s hell : 

Yet this shall I ne’er know, but live in 
doubt. 

Till my bad angel fire my good one out. 
CXLV. 

Those lips that Love’s own hand did make. 
Breath’d forth the sound that said, ** 1 hate,” 
To me that languish’d for her sake ; 

But when she saw my woful state. 

Straight in her heart did mercy come, 

Chiding that tongue, that ever sweet 
Was us’d in giving gentle doom, 

And taught it thus anew to greet : 

‘‘ I hate,” she alter’d with an end. 

That follow’d it as gentle day 
Doth follow night, who, like a fiend,. 

From heaven to hell is flow away : 

I, hate” from ha^ awav she threw, 

And sav^d my life, saying — “not you.” 

OXhVl, 

Poor soul, the cent*?e of my sinful earth. 
Fool’d by these rebd powers that’ thee array, 
Why dost thou pine within, and suffer dearth, 
Painting thy outwttrd walls so costly gay ? 


Whf so large cost, having so short a lea^, 
Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend ,1.. . 
Shall worms, inheritors of this excess, 

Eat up thy charge 1 is this thy body’s end ] 
Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s Ibos^, 
And let that pine to aggravate thy store 
Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross ; 
Within be fed, without be rich no more : 

So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on 
men, 

And, Death once dead, there ’s no more 
dying then. 

* CXLVIl. 

My love is as a fever, longing still 
For that which longer nurseth the disease ; 
Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill. 
The uncer^in-sickly appetite to please. 

My reason, the physician to my love, 

Angry that his prescriptions are hot kept, 
Hath left me, and I desperate now approve. 
Desire is death, which physic did except. 

Past cure I am, now reason is past care. 

And frantic-mad with evermore untest : 

My thoughts and my discourse as madmen’s 
are, ‘ 

At random from the truth*^ainly expi'ess’d ; 
For I have sworn thee fair, and jthought 
thee bright, 

Who art as black as hell, as dark as night. 
cxLvm. 

O rael what eyes hath Love "put in my 
head, 

Which have no correspondence with true' 
sight ! 

Or, if they have, where is my judgment fled, 
That censures falsely what they see aright i 
If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote, 
What means the world to say it is not so i 
If it be not, then love doth well denote 
Love’s eye is not so true as all men’s : no, 

How can it? 01 how can Love’s eye be 
true, 

That is so vex’d with watching and with. , 
tears ? 

No marvel then though I mistake my view ; , 
The sun itself se^ not, till heaven clears. ' , r 
O cunning Love I with tears thou keep’st^ 
me blind, • ; 

Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul faults should 
find. 

' y 
CXXjIX. 

Oanst thou, 0 cruel I say, I love thee not» j 
Whi^ r, against myself, with thee partahol 
Do I not think on thee, when I forgot 
Am of myself, all tyranf^ for thy 
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Wto hateth th^ that I do call my friend 1 
On whom frown’st thou that I do fawn ujwn 1 
Nay, if thou lour’st on me, do I not spend 
Revenge upon myself with present moan ? 
What^merit do I in myself respect, 

That is so proud thiy service to despise, 

When all my best doth worship thy defect, 
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes 1 
But, love, hate on, for no^v I know thy 
mind : 

Those that ^an see thou lov’st, and I am 
blind. 

CL. 

0 ! from what power hast thou this powerful 
might, 

With insufiiciency my heart to sway 1 
To make me give the lie to my tri^e sight,- 
And swear that brightness doth not grace the 
day ? 

Whence hast thou this becoming of things ill, 
That in the v«ry refuse of thy deeds 
There is such stixingth and wamintise of 
skill, 

That in my mind thy worst all best exceeds ? 
Who taught thee liow to make me love thee 
more, 

The more I hear and see just cause of hate ? 

0 ! though I love what others do abhor. 

With others thou shouldst not abhor my 
state : 

If thy unworthiness rais’d love in mo. 

More woHhy I to be belov’d of thee. 

CLI. 

Love is too young to know what conscience 
is j 

Yet who knows not, conscience is bom of 
love? 

l^en, gentle cheater, utge not my amisg^ 

Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove : 
For, thou betraying me, I do betray 
My nobler part to my gross body’s treason ; 
My soul doth tell my body that he may 
Triumph in love ; flesh stays no farther reason, 
But, rising at thy name, doth point out thee 
. As his triumphant prize. Proud of this pride, 
He is contented thy poor drudge to be, 

To statu} in thy affairs, fall by thy side. 

No want of conscience hold it, that I call 
V Btsr h>v<^ for whose dear love I rise and fall. 


Zi;^ loving thee thou know’st I am forsworn, 
But/fthou art twice forsworn, to me love 
swearing, 

III act thy bed-vow broke, and new faith tom, . 
In, vowing new hate after new love bearing, j 


But why of two oaths’ breach do I accuse 
thee, 

When I break twenty? I am peijui*’d 
most; 

For all my vows are oaths but to misuse 
thee. 

And all my honest faith in thee is lost : 

For I have sworn deep oaths of tliy deep 
kindness, 

Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy ; 
And, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to blind- 
ness. 

Or made them swear against the thing they 
see ; 

For I have sworn thee fair : more perjur’d I, 
To swear, against the truth, so foul a 
lie I 

CLIII. 

Cupid laid by his brand, and fell asleep : 

A maid of Dian’s this advantage found, 

And his love-kindling fire did quickly steei> 
In a cold valley-fountain of that ground ; 
Which borrow’d from this holy fire of Love 
A dateless lively heat, still to endure, 

And grew a seething bath, which yet men 
prove 

Against strange maladies a sovereign cure. 
But at my mistress’ eye Love’s bmnd new- 
fir’d. 

The boy for trial needs would touch my 
breast ; 

I, sick withal, the help of bath desir’d, 

And thither hied, a sad-distemper’d guest, 
But found no cure ; the bath for my help 
lies 

Where Cupid got new fire, — my mistress’ 
eyes. 

CLIV. 

The little Love-god lying once asleep, 

Laid by his side his heart-inflaming brand, 
Whilst many nymphs, that vow’d chaste life 
to keep, 

Came tripping by ; but in her maiden hand 
The fairest votary took up that fire 
Which many legions of true hearts had 
warm’d ; ‘ 

And so the general of hot desire 
Was, sleeping, by a virgin hand disarm’d. 

This brand she quench^ in a cool well by, 
Which from Love’s fire took heat perpetual, . 
Growing a bath, and healthful^ remedy 
For metj, diseas’d ; but I, my mistress’ thrall, 
Came there for cure, and this by that I 
prove, 

Love’s fire heats water, water cools not 
love. 
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ACT I. 


Scene I. — London. The Parliament-House. 

Drums, Some Soldiers of Y ork’s party break 
m, Ttmi enler ths Duke of York, 
Edward, Richard, Norfolk, Montague, 
Warwick, and others, with white roses in 
tlieir /tats. 

War, I wonder how the king escap’d our 
handa 

York, While we pursu’d the horsemen of 
the north, 

Ho slily stole away, and left his men r 
Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat, 
Cheer’d up the drooping army ; and himself. 
Lord Clifford, and I^rd Stafford, all abreast. 
Charg’d our main battle’s front, and, breaking 
in, 

Were by the swords of common soldiers slain. 


Edw, Lord Stafford’s father, Duke of 
Buckingham, 

Is either slain or wounded dangerous ; 

I cleft his l)eaver with a downright blow ; 

That this is true, father, behold his blood. 

[Showing his bloody sword, 
Mont, [To YoRK,«A(nrin^ Am] And, brother, 
here ’s the Earl of Wiltshire’s blood, 

Whom I encounter’d as the battles join’d. 
Rich, Speak thou for me, and tell them 
what I did. 

[Throwing down the Duke of Somerset’s head, 
York, Richard hath best deserv’d of all my 
sons. — * 

But, is your grace dead, my Lord of Somewaet ? 
Norf Such hope have all the line of John 
of Gaunt I 

Rkk* do I hope to stake King 
Henry’s head m 
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War, And so do I. — Victorious Prince of 
York, * 

Before I see thee seated in that throne, 

Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 
r vow by Heaven these eyes shall never close. 
This is the palace of the fearful king, 

And this the regal sedt : |)ossess it, York ; 

For this is thine, and not King Henry’s heirs’. 

York. Assist me then, sweet Warwick, and 
I will; 

For hither we have broken in by force. 

Nor/. We ’ll all assist you ; ho that flies 
shall die. ^ »> 

York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk.— Stay by 
me, my lords 

And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this 
night. 

War. And when the king comesj ofier him 
no violence, 

Unless he seek to thrust you out j)erforce. 

\The Soldiers retire. 

York. The queen this day here holds her 
parliament. 

But little thinks we shall be of her council. 

By words w blows here let us win our 
right. 

Sick. Arm’d as we are, let ’s stay within 
this house. 

War. The bloody parliament shall this be 
call’d. 

Unless Plantagenet, Duke of York, be king, 
And bashful Henry depos’d, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemiea 42 

York. Then leave me not, my lords; be 
resolute ; 

I mean to take possession of my right. 

War. Neither the king, nor he that loves 
him best. 

The proudest he that holds up Lancaster, ' 
Dare stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells. 
ni plant Plantagenet, root him up who 
dares. — 

Itesolve thee, Richard : claim the English 
crown. 

[Warwick Uads York to the throne^ who 

seats himself. 

Flomidi^ ErUer Kmg Henry, Clifford, 
Northumberland, Westmoreland, Exe- 
ter, <md oihersy with red roses in dieir 
hats. 

K. Hen. My lordi^ look where the sturdy 
rebel sits, » 

Even in the chair of state ! belike, he means, 
Backed by the power of Warwick, that false 
peer, 

To aqpire unto the crown, and reign as king. — 

^ Northumberland, he slew thy father, — 

S79 


And thine, Lord Clifford ; and you both have 
vow’d revenge 

On him, his sons, his favourites, and his 
friends. 

North, If I be not, heavens be reveng’d on 
me * 

Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford 

* mourn in steel. 

West, What ! sliall we suffer this ? let ’s 
pluck him down : 

My heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it 

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle Earl of West- 
moreland. «i 

Clif Patience is for poltroons, such as he : 

He durst not sit there, had your father liv’d. 

My gracious lord, here in the parliament 

Let us assail the family of York. 

North. Well hast thou spoken, cousin ; be 
it so. 

K. Hen. Ah 1 know you not, the city 
favours them. 

And they have troops of soldiers at their 
beck] 

Eoce. But when tlie duke is slain, they ’ll 
quickly fly. 

K. Hen. Far be the thought of this from 
Henry’s heart, 70 

To make a shambles of the parliament-house ! 

Cousin of Exeter, froMms, words, and threats, 

Shall be the war that^lenry means to use. 

\Tlmy advance to the Duke. 

Thou flictiouR Duke .of York, descend my 
throne, 

And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet ; 

I am thy sovereign. 

York. I am thine. 

Exe. For shame ! come down : ho made 
thee Duke of York. 

York. ’T was my inheritance, as the 
earldom was. 

Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 

War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to tin* 
crown, 

In following this usurping Henry. 

Clif. Whom should he follow but his 
natural king 1 

War. True, Cli£)rd ; and that ’s Richard,. 
Duke of York. 

K. Hen. And shall I stand, and thou sit 
in my throne ] 

York. It must and shall be so. Content 
thyself! 

War. Be Duke of Lancaster : let him be* 
king. 

West. He is both king and Duke of Lan-^ 
caster ; 

And that the Lord of Westmoreland shall 
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War, And Warwick shall disprove it. You 
forget, 

That we are those which clias’d you from the 
field, «> 

And slew your fathers, and witli colours 
spread * 

March’d through the city to the palace gates. 

Yes, Warwick, I remember it^to 
my grief ; 

And, by his soul, thou an<l thy house shall 
rue it. 

West Plaiitagenot, of thee, and these thy 
sons. 

Thy kinsmen, and thy friends, 1 ’ll have more 
lives, 

Than drops of blood were in my father’s veins. 
Clif, Urge it no more ; lest that instead of 
words, 

I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger, 

As shall levonge his death before I stir. loo 
War, Poor Olifibrd! how I scorn his 
worthless threats. 

Vori, Will you, we show our title to the 
crown 1 

If not, our swords shall plead it in the field. 

A" /Ie7L What title hast thou, traitor, to 
the crown! 

Thy father was, as thou art, Duke of York ; 

*Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, Earl of 
Mai’ch. „ 

I am the son of Heniy the Fifth, 

. Who made the Dauphin and the French to 
stoop, 

And seiz'd upon their towns and provinces. 
War, Talk not of France, sith thou hast 
lost it all. no 

Jii, Hen, The lord protector lost it, and 
not I : 

When I was crown’d, I waa but nine months 
old. 

' Rich, You are old enough now, and yet, 

* ■■ methinks, you lose. 

* Father, tear the crown from the usurper’s 

head. 

’ f Edw, Sweet father, do so : set it on your 
head. 

^ Mont. [To York.] Good brother, as thou 
lov’st and honoiir’st arms, 

Let ’s fi^t it out, and not stand cavilling 
thua 

* ' Riek. Soux^ drums and trumpets, and the 
king will fly. 

ForA S^, peaioel 

K. Hen. Peace thou, and give King Henry 

» leave to speak. m 

Wwr. Plantagenet shall speak first : hear 
. ' him, lords:; 

And be you silent and attentive too, 

.990 


For he that interrupts him shall not live# 

AT. Hen, Think’st thoU| that I will leave 
my kingly throne, 

Wherein my graudsire and my father sat 1 

No : first shall war unpeople this my realm ; 

Ay, and their colours— often borne in France^ 

And now in England, to our heart’s great 
sorrow, — 

Shall be my winding-sheet, — ^Why faint you, 
^ lords ! 

My title ’s good, and better far than his. ^ 
War, Prove it, Henry, and thou.shalt be 
king. 

K. Hen, Hemy the Fourth by conquest got 
• the crown. 

York, ’T was by rebellion against his king. 
K, Hen, [Aside,^ I know not what to say : 
nfy title ’s weak. — 

Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir 1 
York. What then ? 

K. H&n, An if he may, then am I lawful 
king ; 

For Richard, in the view of many lords, 

Resign’d the crown to Henry the Fourth, 

Whose heir my father was, and I am his. i-w 
York, He rose againsf^ him, being his 
sovereign, 

And made him to resign his crown ’perforce. 
War. Suppose, my lords, he did it uncon- 
strain’d, 

Think you, ’t were prejudicial to his crown ? 
Exe. No ; for he could not ^ resign his 
crown, 

But that the next heir should succeed^ and 
reign. 

K, Hen. Art thou against us, Duke of 
Exeter! 

Exe, His is the right, and therefore pardon 
me. 

York, Why whisper you, my lords, 

answer not! . ^ ; 

Exe, My conscience tells me he is lawful . 

king, : 

K. Hen. All will revolt from me^ and 
to him. 

North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thoa,^ 
lay’st, ; ; 

Think not, that Henry shall be so depoi^'d" ; ’ 
War. Depos’d he shall be in despite 
North. Thou art deceiv’d? ’iis not thjr 
southern power, ^ • 

Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffidk^nor of Kent^i^. / 

Which makes thee thUs pres^mptupua 
proud, — 

Oan set the d^e up in ^pitovOff me./ 

Clif. King Henry, be thy title 
wrong, 
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May that ^und gape, and swallow me alive. 

Where I shall kneel to him that slew* my 
father ! 

K, Hen, O Clifford, how thy words revive 
my heart I ’ 

Vori, Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown. 

What mutter you, or wliat conspire you, lords? 

War. Do right unto this prixicely Duke of 
York, 

Or I .will fill the house with armed men, 

And o’er the chair of state where now he sits, 

Write up his title with usurping blood. 

[He stamps vnth his foot^ a7id the Soldiers 
show themselves. 

K. Hen. My Lord of Warwick, hear me 
but one word. m 

Let me for this my life-time reign as king. 

York. Confirm the crown to rfie, and to 
mine heirs, 

And thou shalt reigp. in quiet while thou 
liv’st. 

K. Hen. f am content : Richard Plan- 
tagenet, 

Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. 

Clif. Whftt wrong is this unto the prince 
your son I » 

War. What good is this to England, and 
himself ! 

West. Base, fearful, and despairing Henry ! 

Clif. How hast thou injured both thyself 
and us ! ' 

West. I jjannot stay to hear these articles. 

North. Nor I. . wi 

Clif. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen 
these news. 

West. Farewell, faint-hearted and degene- 
rate king, 

In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides. 

North. Be thou a prey unto tlie house of 
York, 

And, die in bands for this unmanly deed ! 

Clif. In dreadful war may’st thou be over- 
come, # 

Or live in peace, abandon’d, and despis’d ! 

[Exeunt Noethumberland, Clifford, 
Westmoreland. 

flTor. Turn this way, Heniy, and regard 
. , them not. 

Moos. They seek revenge, and therefore will 
not yield. 

Ky Hen. Ah, Exeter! 

War. Why should you sigh, my lord ? 

K. Hen. Not for* myself, LoS , Warwick, 
but my son, 

Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit. 

But be it as it may, I here entail » 
c !fti 0 crown to theO) and to thine heirs for! 

t^ver; \. 

fsn 


Conditionally, that here thou take an oath , 
To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live. 

To honour me as thy king and sovereign ; . 
And neither by treason, nor hostility, 

To seek to put me down, and reign thyself* 

York. This oath I willingly take, and will 
perform. ^ [Comimj from the throng: 

® War. Long live King Heniy ! — Plantage? 
net, embrace him. 

K. Hen. And long live thou, and these thy 
forward sons 1 

York. Now York and Lancaster are rer 
concil’d. \ 

Exe. Accursed be he that seeks to make 
them foes ! 

[Sennet. The Lords come forward. 

York. Farewell, my gracious lord : I ’ll to 
• my castle. 

Wat. And I '11 keep London with my sol;- 
diera. 

Norf. And I to Norfolk with my followers. 

Mo'iU. And I unto the sea from whence I 
came. 

[Exeimt York and his So7i8, Warwick, 
Norfolk, Montague,, Sohliersy and 
Attendants. 

K. Hen..AxiA I, with grief and sorrow, to 
the court. 210 

Enter Queen Margaret and the Prince of ' 
Wales. 

Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks 
bewray her anger : 

I ’ll steal away. 

K, Hell. Exeter, so will I. 

Q. Mar. Nay, go not from me ; I "^ill 
follow thee. 

K. Hen. Be* i)atient, gentle queen, and. I 
will stay. 

Q, Mwt. Who can be patient in such ex- 
tremes ? 

Ah, wretched man ! ’would I had died a 
maid, 

And never seen thee, never borne thee son, 
Seeing thou hast prov’d so unnatural a father ! 
Hath he deserv’d to lose his birthright thus ? 
Hadst thou but lov’d him half so well as I, m 
Or felt that pain which I did for liini once, 

Or nourish’d him, as I did with my blood, 
Thou wouldst have left thy deareiit heart- 
blood there, 

Rather than have made that savage duke 
thine, heir, 

And disinherited thine only son. 

Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit mei 
If you be king, why should not I succeed ? 

iT. Hen. Pardon me, Margaret ; — ^pardon 
me, sweet son ; — 
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The Earl of Warwidt mid the duke enforc’d 
me. 

Q. Ma^, Enforc’d thee ! art thou king, and 
wilt be forc’d ? *» 

I shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous 
wretch ! ‘ 

‘ Thou hast uiidone thyself, thy sou, and me, 
And given unto the house of VTork such liead,' 
As thou shalt reign but by their suftcmnce. 
To entail him and his heirs unto the crown, 
What is it, but to make thy sepulchre, 

And creep into it far before thy time ? 
Warwick is chancellor, and the JLiord of Calais ; 
Stem Faulconbridgc commands the narrow 
seas; 

The duke is made protector of the realm ; 240 
And yet shalt thou be safe ? such safety finds 
The trembling lamb, environed with wolves. 
Had I been there, which am a silly woman, 
The soldiers should have toss’d me on their 
pikes, 

Before I would have granted to that act ; 

But thou preferr'st thy life before thine 
honour : 

And seeing thoi^ dost, I here divorce myself, 
Both from thy table, Heniy, and thy bed. 
Until that act of parliament be repeal’d. 
Whereby my son is disinherited. 200 

The northern lords, that have forsworn thy 
colours, 

Will follow mine, if once they see them spread; 
And spread they shall be, to thy foul disgrace, 
And utter min of the house of York. 

Thus do I leave thee. — Come, son, let’s away: 
Our army is ready ; come, we ’ll after them. 

A. Hen, Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear 
me speak. 

Q, Mar, Thou hast spoke too much already : 
get thee gone. 

K, Hen. Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay 
with mel 

Q, Mar, Ay, to be murder’d by his enemies. 
Primce, When 1 return with victory from 
" the field, 

I’Q see your grace ; till then, I ’ll follow her. 

, Q, Mar, Come, son, away ! we may not 
linger thus. 

[EomiAfU Queen Margaret and the Prince. 
K, Hen, Poor queen I how love to me, and 
to her son, 

Hath made her break out into terms of rage ! 
Ilevepg’d may she be on that hateful duke, 
Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire, 
WUl cost my crown, and, like an empty eagle, 
Tire on the flesh of me and of my son ! 

The loss of those three lords torments my 
heart ; tto 

I ’ll write unto them, and entreat them fair. — 


Come, cousin ; you shall be the messenger. 
Bxe, And I, I hope, shall reconcile them 
all. [Exevmk 


I Scene II. — A Room id Sandal Castle, near 
Wakefield. 

Enier Edward, Richard, and Montagus. 

Rwh, Brather, though I be youngest, give 
me leave. 

Edw, No|» I can better play the orator. 

Mont, But I have reasons strong and 
forcible. 

EnJter York. 

York, Why, how now, sons and brother, 
at a^stiife ? 

What is your quarrel 1 how began it first 1 

Edv), No quarrel, but a slight contentioiL 

York, About what 1 

Rich, About that which concerns your 
grace, and us ; 

The crown of England, father, which is yours. 

York, Mine, boy 1 not till King Henry be 
dead. 10 

Rich, Your right depends not on bis life, 
or death. 

Edw, Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it* 
now : 

By giving the house of Lancaster leave to 
breathe, 

It will outrun you, father, in the end. 

York, I took an oath that he should quietly 
reign. 

Edw, But for a kingdom any oath may be 
broken : 

I would break a thousand oaths to reign one 
year. 

Rich. No ; God forbid, your grace should 
be forsworn. 

York, I shall be, if I claim by open war. 
teRich, I ’ll prove the contrary, if you ’ll hear 
me speak. » 

York, Thou canst not, son : it is impossible. 

Rich, An oath is of no moment, being not' 
took 

Before a true and lawful magistrate, 

That hath authority over him that swears : 

Henry had none, but did usurp the place ; 

Then, seeing ’twas he that made you to 
depose, 

Your oath, my lord, is raih and frivolous. 

Therefore, to arms. And, father,* do but 
think, 

How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown. 

Within whose circuit is Elysium, m 

And ell that poets feign of bliss and joy. 
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Why do we linger thus ? I cannot rest, 

Until the white rose, that I wear, be dyed 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry’s heart. 
Ywh Richard, enough : I will be king, or 
die.^ 

Brother, thou shalt to Lond^ presently. 

And whet on Warwick to tms enterprise. — 
Thou, Richard, shalt to the JDuke of Norfolk 
And tell him privily of our intent. — 

You, Edward, shall unto my Lord Cobham, 40 
With whom the Kentishmen will willingly 
rise : 

In them I trust ; for they are »:>ldier 8 , 

Witty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit. — 
While you are thus employ’d, what resteth 
more 

But that I seek occasion how to ri.sc, 

And yet the king not privy to rfiy drift. 

Nor any of the house of L^caster ? 

EnUr a Messenger. 

But, stay. — What news 1 Why com’st thou 
in such post ? 

Mess* The queen with all the northern earls 
and lords 

Intend here to besiege you in your castle, w 
Bhe is hard by with twenty thousand men, 
And therefore fortify your hold, my lord. 
York. Ay, with my sword. What ! think’st 
thou, that we fear them 1 — 

Edward and*Richard, you shall stay with me ; 
My brother Montague shall post to London : 
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest. 
Whom we have left protectors of the king, 
With powerful policy strengthen themselves. 
And trust not simple Henry, nor his oaths. 
Mont. Brother, I go ; I '11 win them, fear 
it not : 00 

And thus most humbly I do take my leave. 

[Exit. 

Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer. 

York. Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, 
mine uncles. 

You are come to Sandal in a happy hour ; 

The army of the queen mean to b^iege us. 

Sir John. She shall not need, we '11 meet 
her in the field. 

York. What, with five thousand men ? 

Bick Ay, with five hundred, father, for a 
need. 

A wmnan geneii^Bd ; what should we f^r ? 

[A march afar off. 
Edw. I hear their drums: let’s set our 
men in order, 

And issue forth, and bid them battle straight 
York. Mve men to twenigr I — though the 
odds be ureat 71 


Scj^S JII 

I' I doubt not, uncle, of our victory. 

I Many a -battle have I won in France, 

Whenas the enemy hath been ten to one : 
Why should I not now have the like success 1 
[Alarum. Exeunt. 


Scene III. — Plains neai* Sandal Castle. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter Rutland and 
his Tutor. 

Rut. Ah I whither shall I fly to ’scape their 
hands] 

Ah, tutor ! look, where bloody Clifford comes. 
Enter Clifford and Soldiers. 

Clif, Chaplain, away : thy priesthood saves 
thy life. 

As for the brat of this accursed duke, 

Whose father slew my father, he shall die. 

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him com- 
pany. 

Clif. Soldiers, away with him. 

Tut. Ah, Clifford ! murclpr not this inno- 
cent child, 

Lest thou be hated both of God and man. 

[Exit, forced off by Soldiers. 

Clif. How now ! is he dead already ? Or is 
it fear 10 

That makes him close his eyes ? I ’ll open 
them. 

Rut. So looks the pent-up lion o’er the 
wretch 

That trembles under his devouiing paws ; 

And so he walks, insulting o’er his prey, 

And so he comes to rend his limbs asunder. — 
Ah, gentle Clifibrd ! kill me with thy sword, 
And not with such a cruel thi-eatening look. 
Sweet Clifford ! hear me speak before I die : 

I am too mean a subject for thy wrath ; 

Be thou reveng’d on men, and let me live. » 

Clif In vain thou speak’st, poor boy : my 
father’s bloOd 

Hath stopp’d the passage where thy words . 
should enter. 

Rut. Then let my father’s blood open it 
again: ^ 

He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him, 

Clif Had I thy bi^ethren here, their lives 
and thine 

Were not revenge suflicient for me. 

No, if I digg’d up thy forefathers* graves. 

And hung their rotten coffins up in chains, 

It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my heart 
The a4^t of any of the house of York » 
Is as a fury to torment my soul ; 

And till I root out their accursed line, 
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And leave not otie I live iii hell. ' 
Therefore — 

ItuL 0 ! 1^ me pray before I take my 
‘ death.i^ 

To thee I praj--: sweet Clifford, pity me ! 

GUf, Such pity-as my rapier’s point affords. 
jRut, I n^ver did thee hfi:cr why wilt thou 
slay me 1 

CUf. Thy father hath. 

But But ’twas ere I was bom. 

Thou hast one sou, for his sake pity me, 

Lest, in revenge thereof, sith God Ls just, 

He be as miserably slain as I. 

Ah ! let me live in prison all my days ; 

And when I give occasion of offence. 

Then let me die, for now thou hiist no cause. 
CUf, No cause 1 

Thy father slew my father : therefore, die. 

\Stab3 him.. 

But, Di faciatit, laudh aumma ait iata 
hue / \piGa, 

CUf, Plantagenot ! I come, Plantagenet I 
And this thy son’s blood, cleaving to my 
blade, so 

Shall rust ujjon my weapon, till thy blood. 
Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe off both. 

[Eodt, 


Scene IV. — The Same. 

Alarum, Enter York. 

York, The army of the queen hath got the 
field : 

My uncles both are slain in re.scuing me ; 
And all my followers to the eager foe 
Turn back, and fly like ships before the wind. 
Or lambs pursu’d by hunger-starved wolves. 
My sons — God know.s, what hath bechanced 
them ; 

But this I know, they have demean’d them- 
selves 

Lfke men bom to renown, by life, or death. 
Three times did Richard make a lane to me. 
And thrice cried, — “ Courage, father 1 fight it 
out ! ” 10 

And full as oft. came Edward to my side. 
With purple faulchion, painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that had encounter’d him : 
And when the hardiest warriors did I’etire, 
Richard cried, — “ Charge ! and give no foot 
of ground I ” 

And cried, — *^A crown, or else a glorious 
tomb! 

A sceptre, or an earthly sepulchre. I ” 

With this, we charg’d again ; but, out, aWl 
We bodg’d again ; as I have seen a swan 


With bootless labour swim against the tide, « 
And spend her strength with over-matching 
waves. [A a/wrt alariim withm. 

Ah, hark 1 the fatal followers do pursue ; 

And I am faint, and cannot fly their fuiy ; 
And were I stipng, I yould not shun their 
fury. 

The sands are number’d, that make up my 
life ; 

Here must I stay, and here my life must end. 

Enter Queen Margaret, Clifford, Northum- 
berland, iAe you7iy Prince, and Soldi^a, 

Come, bloody Clifford,-^ — rough Nortliumber- 
land, — 

I dare your quenchless fury to more rage. 

I am your butt, and I abide yoiir shot. 

North, Yield to our mercy, proud Plauta- 
genet. ao 

CUf, Ay, to such mercy, as his ruthless 
ai*m • 

With downright payment show’d unto iny 
father. 

Now Phaethon hath tumbled from his car, 
And made an evening at the noofltide pidck. 
York, My ashes, as the pSoenix, may bring 
forth 

A bird that will revenge ujx>n you all ; 

And in that hope I throw mine eyes to 
heaven, ^ 

Scorning whate’er you can afflict me with. 
Why come you not ? — what 1 multitudes, and 
fear? 

Clif, So cowards fight, when they can fly 
no further ; -w 

So doves do peck the falcon’s piercing talons ; 
So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their 
lives. 

Breathe out invectives ’gainst the officera. 
York. O Clifford 1 but bethink thee once 
again, 

And in thy thought o’errun my former time; 
And, if thou canst for blushing, view this face, 
And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with 
cowardice, 

Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly 
ere this. 

Clif, 1 will not bandy with thee word £<» 
word, 

But buckle with thee blows, twice two for 
one. [Drdwa, 

Q, Ma/r, Hold, valiant Clifford ! ‘ for a 
thousand causes u 

I would prolong awhile the traitor’s life. — 
Wrath makes him de^ : speak tiiou, Northurtt- , 
bferland, ‘ • 

North, Hold, Clifford I do not honour^ him \ 

so much ' 

♦ * 
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To prick thy finger, though to wound his 
heart 

What valour were it, when a cur doth grin, 
For one to thrust his hand between his teeth, 
When he might spurn him with his foot away] 
It is war’s prize to take all vantages, 

And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 

[TAey Imj luiwU on York, wlui stm-ggles. 

Clif. Ay, ay ; so strives the woodcock with 
the gin. 

North, So doth the cony struggle in the net. 

[York is taken prisoner. 

Yoi'k. So triumph thieves upon their con- 
quer’d booty ; 

So true men yield, with robbers so o’er- 
niatch’d. 

North. What would your grac^ have done 
unto him now ] 

Q. Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford and Nor- 
thumberland, 

Come, make him stand upon this molehill 
here, 

That raught at mountains with outstretched 
arms, 

Yet parted but* the shadow with his hand. — 
What 1 was it ydu, that would bo England’s 
king ] 70 

Was ’t you that revell’d in our parliament, 
And made a preachment of your high de- 
scent ] 

Where are your mess of sons to back you 
now ] 

The wanton Edward, and the lusty George ? 
And where ’s that valiant crook-back prodigy, 
Dicky your , boy, that, with his gi’umbling 
voice, 

Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ? 

Or, with the rest, where is your darling 
Rutland 1 

Look, York : I stain’d this napkin with the 
blood 

T^t valiant Clifford with his rapier’s point so 
'Mode issue from the bosom of the boy ; 

And if thine eyes can water for liis death, 
give thee this to dry thy cheeks witlial. 

4^9 poor York ! but that I hate thee deadly, 

I should lament thy miserable state. 

I prithee, grieve, to make me merry, York : 
l?^at> hath thy fiery heart so parch’d thine 
entrails, 

not a tear can fall for Rutland’s death ] 
Why att thoq patij^nt, man 1 thou shouldst be 
‘ mad ; 

And I, to make thee m^, do mock thee thus. 
Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and 
V dance. * oi 

wouldst be fee’d, I see, to m^ke me 
^ ^ sport; , ’ : 


cannot s]^k, unless he wie&r it isrown.-^ 
A crown for York ! — and, lords, Kow low to 
him. — I 

Hold you his hands, whilst I dl» set it on. 

[Putting a paper croi^ii on his hsaX 
Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king. 

Ay, this is he *ook King Henry’s chairi 
And this is he was his adopted heir. — 

But how is it, that great Plantagenet 
Is crown’d so soon, and broke his solemn 
oath ] 100 

As I bethink me, you should not be king, 

Till our King Heniy had shook hands with 
defith. 

And will you pale your head in Henry’s glory, 
And rob his temples of the diadem, 

Now in his life, against your holy oath ] 

0 ! ’t is a fault too too unpardonable. — 

Off with the crown ; and, with the crown, his 
head ! 

And, whilst we bi*eathe, take time to do him 
dead. 

Clif. That is my office, for my father’s sake. 

Q. Mar. Nay, stay ; ‘let ’a hear the orisons 
he makes. no 

York. She-wolf of France, but worse than 
wolves of France ; 

Whose tongue *more poisons than the adder’s 
tooth ! 

How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex, 

To triumph, like an Amazonian trull. 

Upon their woes whom fortune captivates ! 
But that thy face is, visor-like, unchanging, 
Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 

1 would assay, proud queen, to make thee 

blush : 

To tell thee whence thou cam’st, of whom 
deriv’d. 

Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou 
not shameless. iso 

Thy father bears the type of King of Naples, 
Of both the Sicila, and Jerusalem, 

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 
Hath that poor monarch . taught thee to in- 
sult ? 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud 
queen ; 

Unless the adage must be verified, 

That beggars, mounted, run their horse to 
death. 

T is beauty that doth oft make women proud ; 
But, God he knows, thy share thereof is amalL 
T is virtue that doth make them most ad- 
mir’d ; 180 

The contrary doth make thee wonder’d at. 

’T is government that makes th^m seem di- 
vine ; 

The want thereof makes thee abominable. 
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Thou art as opposite to every good, 

As the Antipodes are unto us, 

Or as the south to the septentrion. 

0 tiger^s heati, wrapp^ in a woman's hide ! 
How couldst ttou drain the life-blood of the 
child, 

To bid the father wipe withal ; 

And yet be seen to bear a woman's face 1 ife 
Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible; 
Thou stem, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorse- 
less. 

Bidd’st thou me rage? why, now thou hast thy 
wish : 

Wouldst have me weep 1 why, now thou hast 
thy will. 

For raging wind blows up incessant showers, 
And when the rage allays, the rain begins. 
These tears are my sweet Rutland’s obsequies, 
And every drop cries vengeance for his 
death, 

’Gainst thee, fell Cliflbrd, and thee, false 
Frenchwoman. 

North Beshrew me, but his passions move 
me so, 150 

That hardly cani I check my eyes from tears. 

York. That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch’d, would not have 
stain’d with blood ; 

But you are more inhuman, more inexorable, 
O, ten times more, than tigers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthless q\ieen, a hapless father’s tears ! 
This cloth thou dipp’dst in blood of my sweet 
boy, 


And I with tears do wash the blood away. 
Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this ; 
And if thou tell’st the heavy stoiy right, m 
Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears ; 
Yea, even my foes will shed fast-falling tears,, 
And say, — “ Alas ! it was a piteous deed.” — 
There, take the crown, ^ and with the crown 
my curse, 

And in thy need such comfort come to thee, 
As now I reap at thy too cmel hand ! — 
Hard-hearted Cliflbrd, take me from the 
world ; 

My soul to hlMiven, my blood upon your heads t 
North Had he been slaughter-maa to all 
my kin, 

I should not, for my life, but weep with him,, 
To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul. in 
Q. Mnr. ■ What ! weeping-ripe, my Lord 
Northumberland % 

Think but ujxin the wrong he did us all. 

And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 
Clif. Here ’s for my oath ; liere ’s for my 
father’s death. [Stabbing him., 

*Q. Mar. And here ’s to right our gentle- 
heai'ted king. . [Stabbing him. 

York. Open thy gate oLi^meroy, gracious. 
God ! 

My soul flies through these wounds to seek 
out thee. [Dies., 

Q. Mar. Off with his head, and set it on 
York gates : 

So York may overlook the town of .York. !«► 
[Flourwh. ExmnU 


ACT II. 


Scene I. — A Plain near Mortimer’s Cross in 
Herefordshire. 

A March Enter Edward and Richard, 
with their Power. i 

Edw. I wonder, how our princely father 
’scap’d ; 

Or whether he be ’scap’d away, or no. 

From Olifibrd’s and Northumberland’s pur- 
suit. 

Had he been ta’en, we should have heard the 
news; 

Had he been slain, we should have heard the 
news ; 

Or bad he ’scap’d, methinks we should have 
heard 

The happy tidings of his good escape. — 

How fares my brother t why is he so sad 1 ’ 
Eich I cannot joy, until I be i^esolv’d 

Where our right valent father is become, lo 

X saw him in the battle range about, 
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And watch’d him how he singled Cliflbrdl 
forth. 

Methought, he bore him in the thickest troop^ 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat : 

Or as a bear, encompass’d round with dogs ; 
Who having pinch’d a few, and made them 
cry, 

The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 

So far’d our father' with his enemies ; 

So fled his enemies my warlike father : 
Methinks, ’t is prize enough to be his son. » 
See, how the morning opes her golden gates, . 
And takes her farewell of the glorious sun : 
How well resembles it the prime of youth, 
Trimm’d like a younker, prancing to his love f 
Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three 
suns] 

Eieh. Three glorious suns, each one a peiv 
feet sun, 

Not separated with the racking clouds. 

But sever’d in a pale cleai>8himng sky.. 
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See, see ! they join, embrace, and seem to 
kiss, 

As if they vow'd some league inviolable ; ao 
Now are they but one lamp, one light, one 
sun 

In this the heaven figures some event. 

Edwk 'Tis wondious strange, the like yet 
never heard of. 

I think, it cites us, brother, to the field. 

That we, the sons of brave Plantagenet, 

Each one already blazing by our meeds, 
Should, notwithstanding, join our lights to- 
gether. 

And c\rer-shine the earth, as this the world. 
Whatever it bodes, honceforwanl will I bear 
Upon my target three fair-shining suns. 40 
Rich, Nay, bear three daughters : by your 
leave I speak it, 

You love the breeder better than the male. 
Enter a Messenger, 

But what art tliou, whoso heavy looks foretell 
Some dreadful story hanging on thy tongue 1 
Mess, Ah 1 one that was a woful looker-on, 
Whenas the noble Duke of York was slain. 
Your princely father, and my loving lord. 
Edw, O, speak no more ! for I have heard 
too much. 

Rich, Say, how he died, for I will hear it 
all. . 

Mess, Environed he was with many foes ; so 
And stood against them, as the hope of Troy 
Against the Greeks, that would have enter'd 
Troy. 

But Hercules himself must yield to odds ; 
And many strokes, though with a little axe, 
Hew down and fell the hardest-timber'd oak. 
By many hands your father was subdu'd ; 

But only slaughter'd by the ireful arm 
Of unrelenting Clifford, and the queen, 

Who crown'd the gracious duke in high 
despite ; 

Xiaugh’d in his face ; and, when with grief he 
wept. 

The ruthless queen gave him, to dry his 
cheeks, 

A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 
Of sweet young Eutland, by rough Clifford 
slam: 

And, after many scorns, many foul taunts, 
They took his head, and on the gates of York 
They set the same ; and there it doth remain, 
The saddest spectilcle that e'er I view’d. 

Edw, Sweet Duke of York ! our prop to 
lean upon. 

Now thon art gone, we have no stafi^ no stay. 
O Clifford ! boisterous Clifford ! thou hast 
alain* 


.The flower of Europe for his chivalry ; 

And treacherously hast thou vanquish'd him, 
For, hand to hand, he would have vanquish'd 
thee. 

Now, my soul's palace is become a prison : 
Ah 1 would she break from hence, that this 
nay bc^lv- .1., 

Might in the ground be closed up in rest I 
For never henceforth shall I joy again, 
Never, O ! never, shall I see more joy. 

Rich, I camiot weep, for all my body's 
moisture 

Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning 
heart : 8j 

Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great 
burden ; 

For selfsame wind, that I should s|)eak withal, 
Is kindling coals* that fire all my breast. 

And bum me up with flames that tears would 
quench. 

To weep is to make less the depth of grief : 
Tears, then, for babes; blows and revenge 
for me ! — 

Bichard, I bear thy name. I'll venge thy 
death, ^ 

Or die renowned by attempting it. 

Edw, His name that valiant duke hath 
left with thee ; 

His dukedom and his chair with me is left. » 

Rich, Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's 
bird. 

Show thy descent by gazing 'gainst the sun : 
For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom 

Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his. 

March, Enter Warwick and Montague, 
with their Army, 

War, How now, fair lords % What fare ? 
what news abroad ? 

Rich, Great Lord of Warwick, if we should 
recount 

Our baleful news, and at each word's de- 
liverance 

Stab poniards in our flesh till all were told, 
The words would add more anguish than the 
wounds. 

0 valiant lord ! the Duke of York is slain. 100 

Edw, 0 Warwick ! Warwick ! that Plan- 

tagenet. 

Which held thee dearly as his soul's re- 
demption, 

Is by the stern Lord Clifford done to death. 

Wm, Ten days ago I drown'd these news 
in tears, 

And now, to add more measure to your woes, 

1 come to tell you things sith then befallen. 
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 


m 
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Where your brave father breath’d his latest 

ladings, as swiftly as the posts could run, 
Were brought me of your loss, and his depart. 
I, then in London, keeper of the king, m 
Muster’d my soldiers, gather’d flocks of friends, 
And veiy well appointed, ^ftjjjdiought, * 
March’d towards Saint Albans to intercept 
the queen, 

Bearing the king in my behalf along ; 

For by my scouts I was advertised, 
l!hat she was coming with a full intent 
To dash our late decree in parliament, 
Touching King Henry’s oath and your suc- 
cession. 

Short tale to make, — we at Saint Albans 
mot, i»> 

Our battles join’d, and bofh sides fieixsely 
fouglit ; 

But, whether ’t was the coldness of the king, 
Who look’d full gently on his warlike queen, 
That robb’d my soldiers of their heated spleen, 
Or whether *t was report of her success, 

Or more than common fear of Cliflbrd’s rigour, 
Who thunders to his captives blood and 
death, 

I cannot judge : but, to conclude with truth. 
Their weapons like to lightning came and 
went ; ' ' 

Our soldiers’ — like the night-owl’s lazy flight, 
Or like an idle tliresher with a flail, isi 
Fell geiitly down, as if they struck their 
friends. 

I cheer’d them up with justice of our cause, 
With promise of high pay and great rewaixis : 
But all in vain ; they had no heart to fight, 
And we, in them, no hope to win the day ; 

So that we fled : the king unto the queen j 
Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and 
myself, 

In haste, jwst-haste, are come to join with you ; 
For in the raarclies here, we heard, you were, 
Making another head to fight again. • ui 
£dw* Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle 
Warwick! 

And when came George from Burgundy to 
England! 

War. Some six miles oflf the duke is with 
the soldiers ; 

And for your brother, he was lately sent 
From your kind aunt,. Duchess of Burgundy, 
With aid of soldiers to this needful war. 

Etch. ’T was odds, belike, when valiant 
Warwick fled ; 

Oft have J heard his praises in purauit, 

.But ne’er, till now, his scandal of i^etire. no , 
War. Nor now my scwidal, Bichard, dost 
thou hear ; 


For thou shalt know, this strong right hand, 
of mine 

Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry’s 
head, 

And wring the awful sceptreifrom his fist, 
Were he as .famous, and as bold in war. 

As he is fam’d for mildness, peace, and grayer. 
Eich. I know it well, Iiord Warwick; 
blame me not : 

’T is love I bear thy glories makes me speak. 
But in this troublous time, what ’s to be done? 
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel, ip 
And wraj) oju* bodies in black mourning 
gowns. 

Numbering our Ave-Muries with our beads ? 
Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our devotion with revengeful arms ! 

If for the Iasi, say — Ay, and to it, lords. 

War. Why, therefore Warwick came to 
seek you out, 

And therefore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend me, lords. Tlie proud insiiiting queen, 
With Clifford, and the liauglit Northumber- 
land, 

And of their feather many more pijoud birds, 
Have wrought the easy-meltingjking like wax* 
He swore consent to your successioh, 

His oath enrolled in the parliament ; * 

And now to London all the crew are gone, 

To frustrate both his oath, and what beside 
May make against the house of Lancaster : 
Their ix)wer, I think, is thirty thousand strong. 
Now, if the help of Norfolk, and myself, 

With all the friends that thou, brave Earl of 
March, in 

Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure, 
Will but amount to five-and-twenty thousand, 
Why, Via I to London will we march amain,. 
And once again bestride our foaming steeds, 
And once again cry — Charge I upon our 
foes ! 

But never once again turn back, and fly. 

Eich. Ay, now, methinks, I hear great 
Warwick speak. 

Ne’er may he live to see a sunshine day, 

That cries — Retire, if Warwick bid him stay* 
Edw. Ijord Warwick, on thy shoulder wUl 
J. lean ; 

And when thou faiFst, (as God forbid the 
hour 1) i w 

Must Edward fall, which peiil Heaven forfeud I 
War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke . 
of York'! 

The next degree is England^ royal throne ; 

For King of England shalt thou be proclaim’d ^ 
In every borough as we pads along ; 

Ai^ he that throws not up his cap mn joy/ > . 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his h^ >. 
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King Edward, — valiant Richard, — Mon- 
tague, — 

Stay we no longer dreaming of renown, 

But sound the trumpets, and about our task. 
Rich. Then, Clifford, wore thy heart as 
hard as steel, 

As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds, ' 

I come to pierce it, "or to gi^ u thee mine. 
Ed^. Then strike up, drums !— God and 
Saint George for us ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

. War. How now 1 what newa 1 
Mess. The Duke of Norfolk sends you 
word by me, 

The queen is coining with a puissant host ; 

And craves your company for speedy counsel. 
War. Why then it sorts : lirave warriora, 
let ’s away. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. — Before York. 

Flowrish.^ Enter King Henry, Queen Mar- 
garet,’ the JPrince of Wales, Clifford, 
and Northumberland, with drums and 
trjAni>ets. 

Q. Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave 
town of York, 

Yonder ’s the head of that arch-enemy, 

That sought to be encompass’d with your 
crown : 

Doth not the object cheer your heart, my 
lord ] 

K. Hen. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that 
fear their wrack : 

To see this sight, it irks my very soul. — 

Withhold revenge, dear God ! ’t is not my 
fault, 

Nor wittingly have I infring’d my vow. 

Cl\f. My gracious liege, this too much 
lenity, 

And harmfiil pity, must be laid aside. lo 

To whom do lions cast their gentle looks 1 

Not to the beasts that would usurp their den. 

Whose hand is that the forest bear doth lick 1 

Not his that spoils her young before her face. 

Who ’scapes the lurlang serpent’s mortal 
sting? 

Not he that sets his foot upon her back. 

Tho smallest worm will turn, being trodden 
5 

And doves will peek in safeguard of their 
brood. 

Ambitious Yqrk did level at thy fjrown ; 

Thou smiling, while he.kiiit his angry brows: 

Be, but a duke, would have bis son a king, n 


Scene IL 

And raise* his issue like a loving sire,;^ 

Thou, being a king, bless’d with a goodly son, 
Didst yield consent to disinlierit him, / 
Which argu’d thee a most unloving father. 
Unreasonable creatures feed their young ; 
And though man’s face be fearful to their 
eyes,^^ 

Yet, in protection of their tender ones, 

Who hath not seen them, even with those 
wings 

Which sometime they have us’d with fearful 
flight, .%) 

Make war with him that climb’d unto their 
nest, 

Offering their own lives in their young’s 
defence ? 

For shame, my liege ! make them your pre^ 
cedent. 

Were it not pity, that this goodly boy 
Should lose his birthright by his father’s 
fault, 

And long hereafter say unto his child, — 
What my great-grandfather and graudsire 
got. 

My careless father fondly gave away.” 

Ah ! what a shame were this ! Look on the 
boy; 

And lot his manly face, which promiseth w 
Successful fortune, steel thy melting heart 
To hold thine own, and leave thine own with 
him. 

K. Hen. Full well hath Cliffonl play’d the 
orator, 

Inferring arguments of mighty force. 

But, Clifford, tell me, didst thou never hear, 
That things ill got had ever bad success ? 

And happy always was it for that son, 

Whose father for liis hoarding went to hell ? 

I ’ll leave my son my virtuous deeds behind ; 
And ’would my father liad left me no more ; 
For all the rest is held at such a rate 
As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep. 
Than in possession any jot of pleasure. 

Ah, cousin York 1 ’would thy best friends 
did know 

How it doth grieve me that thy head is here 1 
Q. Mar. My lord, cheer up your spirits : 
our foes are nigh, 

And this soft courage makes your followers 
faint. 

You promis’d knighthood to our forward son ; 
Unsheathe your sword, and dub him pre- 
sently. — 

Edward, kneel down. ^ 

K. Hen. Edward Phintagenet, arise a 
knight ; 

And learn this lesson, — Draw thy sword in 
light. 
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Prince, My gracious father^ by your kingly 
leave, 

I ’ll draw it as apparent to the crown, 

And in that quarrel use it to the death. 

Clif. Why, that is spoken like a toward 
prince. 

ErUcr a 

Me$ 8 , Royal commanders, be in readiness : 
For, with a band of thirty thousand men, 
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of 
York ; 

And in the towns, as they do march along, 70 
Proclaims him king, and many fly to him. 
Dariuign your battle, for they are at hand. 

Clif. I would, your highness would depart 
the field : 

The queen hath best success when you are 
absent. 

Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us 
to our fortune. 

K. Hen. Why, that’s my fortune too; 
therefore I ’ll stay. 

North. Be it with resolution then to fight. 

Prince. My royal father, cheer these noble 
lords. 

And hearten those that fight in your defenca 
Unsheathe your sword, good father: cry, 
‘‘ Saint George ! ” w 

Mmch. Enter Edward, Georoe, Richard, 

Warwick, Norfolk, Montague, and 

Soldiers. 

Edw. Now, peijur’d Henry, wilt thou 
kneel for grace, 

And set thy diadem upon my head, 

Or bide the mortal fortune of the field 1 

Q. Mar. Go, rate thy minions, proud in- 
sulting boy ! 

Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms, 
Before thy sovereign, and thy lawful king ? 

Edw. I am his king, and he should bow 
his knee ; 

I was adopted heir by his consent ; 

Since when, his oath is broke : for, as I hear, 
You, that are king, though he do wear the 
crown, 90 

Have caus’d him, by new act of parliament. 
To blot out me, and put his own son m. 

Clif. And reason too : 

Who should succeed the father but the soni 

Rich. Are you there, butcher ? — O I I 
cannot speak. 

Clif. Ay, crook-back; here I stand, to 
answer thee, 

Or any he the proudest of thy sort. 

Bich. ’T was you that kill’d young Rutland, 
was it not? 


Cl^. Ay, and old York, and yet not 
satisfied. 

Mich. For God’s sake, lords, give signal 
to the fight. loo 

War. What say’st thou, Henry, wilt thou 
yield the crown ? 

Q. Mar. Why, how Aow, long-tongu’d 

’ Warwick 1 dare you speak ? 

When you and I met at Saint Albans last, 

Your legs did better service than your hands. 

War. Then ’t was my turn to fly, and now 
’t is thine, 

Clif. You said so much before, and yet 
you fled. ’ 

Wa/r. ’Twas not your valour, Cliflbrd, 
drove me thence. 

North. No, nor your manhood, that durst 
make foo stay. 

Rich. Northumberland, I hold thee reve- 
rently. 

Break off the parley ; for scarce I can refrain 

The execution of my big-swoln heart ni 

Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer. 

Clif I slew thy father : call’st thou him a 
child? 

Rich. Ay, like a dastard, an^TTl treacherous 
coward, 

As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland ; 

But ere sunset I’ll make thee curse the 
deed. 

K. Hen. Have done" with words, my lords, 
and hear me speak. 

Q. Mar. Defy them then, or else hold close 
thy lips. 

K. Hen. I pr’ythee, give no limits to my 
tongue : 

I am a king, and privileg’d to speak. i» 

Clif, My liege, the wound, that bred this 
meeting here. 

Cannot be cur’d by words ; therefore be still. 

RicJi. Then, executioner, unsheathe thy 
sword. 

By Him that made us all, I am resolv’d 

That Clifford’s manhood lieisi upon his tongue. 

Edw. Say, Henry, shall I have my right, or 
no? 

A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day, 

’That ne’er shall dine, unless thou yield the 
crown. 

War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy 
head ; 

For York in justice puts his ^rmour on. i» 

Primes. If that be right, which Warwick 
says is right, 

There is no wrong, but everything is right. 

Rich. Whoever got thee, there thy mother 
stands; 

For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother’s tongue. 
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Q. Mar. But thou art neither like thy sirOi 
nor dam ; 

But like a foul misshapen stigmatic, 

Mark’d by the destinies to be avoided, 

As venom toads, or lizards’ dreadful stings. 

Bich. Iron of Naples, hid with English 
gilt, 

Whose father beai*s the titio of a king, iW) 
(As if a channel should be call’d the sea,) 
Sham’st thou not, knowing whence thou art 
oxtraught. 

To let thy tongue detect thy base-bom heart ? 

Edw. A wisp of straw were worth a thou- 
sand crowns, 

To make this shameless callat know herself. 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy husband may be Menelaus ; 
And ne’er was Agamemnon’s 'Orother wrong’d 
By that false woman, as this king by thee. 
His father revell’d in the heart of France, iso 
And tam’d the king, and made the Dauphin 
stoop ; 

And had he match’d according to his state, 
He might have kept that glory to this day ; 
But when he took a beggar to his bed, 

And grac’d 4Ly poor sire with his bridal -day. 
Even then that sunshine brew’d a shower for 
him, . 

That wash’d his father’s fortunes forth of 
France, 

And heap’d sedition on his crown at home. 
For what hath broach’d this tumult, but thy 
pride 1 

Hadst tliou been meek, our title still had 
slept, 100 

And, we, in pity of the gentle king, 

Had slipp’d our claim until another age. 

Geo. But when we saw our sunshine made 
thy spring, 

And that thy summer bred us no increase, 
We set the axe to thy usurping root : 

And though the edge hath something hit our- 
selves, 

Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike. 
We ’ll never leave, till we have hewn thee 
down, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw. And in this resolution I defy thee ; 
Not willing any longer conference, in 

Since thou deniest the gentle king to speak. — 
Sound trumpets 1 — let our bloody colours 
wave 

And either victory, or else a grave. 

Q. Mar. Stay, Edward. 

Edw. No, wrangling woman; we’ll no 
longer stay : • 

These words will cost ten thousand lives this 
day. [Exeunt. 


Scene III.— A Field of Battle near Towton. 

Alarums: Excursious, Enter A.ViVfiC¥i. 

War. Forspent with toil, as runners with a 
race, 

I lay me down a little while to breathe ; 

For strokes re<^iv’d, and many blows repaid. 
Have robbu- iny strong-knit sinews of their 
strength, 

And, spite of spite, needs must I rest awhile. 

Enter Edwakd, running. 

Edw. Smile, gentle Heaven, or strike, un- 
gentle death I 

For this world frowns, and Edward’s sun is 
clouded. 

Wa/r. How now, my lord ? what hap 1 what 
hope of good % 

Enter George. 

Geo. Our hap is lost, our hope but sad des- 
pair : 

Our ranks are broke, and min follows us. m 
What counsel give you % whither shall we fly ? 

Edw. Bootless is .flight; they follow us 
with wings ; 

And weak we are, and cannot shun pursuit. 

Enter Richard. 

Rich. Ah, Warwick ! why hast thou with- 
drawn thyself 

Thy brother’s blood the thirsty earth hath 
drunk, 

Broach’d with the steely point of Clifford’s 
lance ; 

And in the very pangs of death he cried. 

Like to a dismal clangor heard from far, 

“ Warwick, revenge ! brother, revenge my 
death ! ” 

So, underneath the belly of their steeds, ao 
That stain’d their fetlocks in his smoking 
blood. 

The noble gentleman gave up the ghost. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with 
our blood ; 

I ’ll kill my horse, because I will not fly. 

Why stand we like soft-hearted women here, 
Walling our losses, whiles the foe doth rage ; 
And look upon, as if the tragedy 
Were play’d in jest by counterfeiting actors ? 
Here on my knee I vow to God above, 

I ’ll never pause again, never stand still, a> 
Till either death hath clos’d these eyes of mine. 
Or fortune given mo measure of revenge. 

Edw. O Warwick ! I do bend my knee 
with thine ; 

And, in this vow, do chain my soul to thine. — 
And, ere my knee rise from the earth’s cold 
face. 


m 
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I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to 
thee, 

Thou setter-up and plucker-down of kings, 
Beseeching thee, — if with thy will it stands, 
That to my foes this body must be prey, — * 
Yet that thy brazen gates of lieaven may 
ope, 

And give sweet passage to my sinful soul. — 
Now, lords, take leave until we meet again, 
Wherever it be, in heaven, or in earth. 

jRtcA, Brother, give me thy hand; — and, 
gentle Warwick, 

Let me embmce thee in rny weaiy arms. 

I, that did never weep, now melt with woe, 
That winter should cut off our spring-time so. 

IVar. Away, away 1 Once more, sweet 
lords, farewell. 

Oeo» Yet let us all together to our troops, 
And give them leave to fly that will not 
stay, f 

And call them pillars that will stand to us ; 
And if we thrive promise them such re- 
wards 

As victots wear at the*01ympian games. 

This may plant courage in their quailing 
breasts ; 

For yet is hope of life, and victory, — 

Forslow no longer ; make we hence amaim 

, [J^xeunt, 


Scene IV. — ^The Same. Another Part of the 
Field. 

ExciiHibm. Enter Richard and Clifford. 

Rich, Now, Clifford, I have singled thee 
alone. 

Suppose, this arm is* for the Duke of York, 

And this for Rutland ; both bound to I'evenge, 

Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall. 

Clif» Now, Richard, I am with thee here 
alone. 

This is the hand that stabb’d thy father 
York, 

And this the hand that slew thy brother 
Rutland ; 

And there *s the heart that triumphs in their 
death, 

And cheers these hands, that slew thy sire 
and brother, 

And so,' have at thee t lo 

\They fighu Warwick comes; Clifford 

flies. 

Rich, Nay, Warwick, single out some other 
chase ; 

For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. 


Scene V. — Another Part of the Field. 

Alarum, Enter King Henry. 

K, Hem, This battle fares like to the rnora- 
ing's war, 

When dying clouds contend with growing 
light; ' ' 

What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails. 
Can neither call it perfect day, nor night. 

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea, 
Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind : 
Now sways it that way, like the selfsame sea, 
Forc'd to retire? by fury of the wind : 

Sometime, the flood prevails; and then, the 
wind ; 

Now, one the better, then, another best ; jo 
Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast, 

Yet neither ednqueror, nor conquered : 

So is the equal poise of this fell war. 

Here, on this molehill, will I sit me down. 

To whom God will, there be the victory ; 

For Margaret rny queen, and Clifford too, 

Have chid me from the battle ; swearing both, 
They prosper best of all when I am thence. 
'Would I were dead I if God's good will were 
so; 

For what is in this world but grief and woe ? 

O God ! methinks, it were a happy life, n 
To be no better tliaii a liomely swain ; 

To sit upon a hill, as I do now. 

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 
Thereby to see the minutes how they' run, 

How many make the hour full complete ; 

How many hours bring about the day ; 

How many days will finish up the .year ; 

How many years a moi'tal man may live. 

When this is known, then to divide the times : 

So many hours must I tend my flock ; «i 
So many hours must I take ray rest ; 

So many hour’s must I contemplate ; 

So many hours must I sport myself ; 

So many days my ewes have been with young; 

So many weeks ere the poor fools will ean ; 

So many years ere I shall shear the fleece : 

So minutes, hours, days, months, and years. 
Pass'd over to tlie en(i they were created, ’ 
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet giuve.. 

Ah, what a life were this I how sweet ! how > 
lovely ! * -Ui ' , 

Gives not the hawthorn-bush a sweeter shade 
To shepherds looking on their silly sheep, 

Than doth a rich-embroider'(\ canopy 
To kings that fear their subjects' treachery % 

O ! yes, it doth ; a thousand-fold it doth. 

And to conclude, — the shepherd's homely 
curdtii, 

His cold thin drink Out of his leather bottle^ 

His wonted sleep under a fresh trSe's s&ade^ V. V 
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All which secure aud sweetly he enjoys, w 
Is far beyond a princess delicates, 

’ His viands sparkling in a golden cup, 

His body couched in a curious bed, 

When care, mistrust, and treason waits on 
him. 

Alarum. Enter a Son tliat hath killed his 
Father^ tvith live d‘ ad body. 

Son. Ill blows the wind that profits nobody. 
''This man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight, 
May be possessed with some store of crowns : 
And I, that haply take them from him now, 
Ma^ yet ere night yield both my life and thdm 
To some man else, as this dead man doth me. 
Who 's this ] — O God ! it is my father’s face, 
Whom ill this conflict I unawares have kill’d. 
O heavy times, begetting sucli events ! m 
From London by the king was 1 press’d forth : 
My fatlier, being the Earl gf Warwick’s man, 
Came on the part of York, press’d by his 
master ; 

And I, who at his hands receiv’d my life, 
Have by my hands of life bereaved him. — 
Pardon me, God, T knew not what I did ; — 
And pardonj father, for I knew not thee.— 7o 
My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks ; 
And no more words, till they have flow’d 
their fill. 

K. Hen. O })iteous spectacle ! O bloody 
times ! 

While lions war, and battle for their dens, 
Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity. 
Weep, wretched man, I ’ll aid thee, tear for 
tear; 

Anddet our hearts, and eyes, like civil war, 
Be blind with tears, and break o’ercharg’d 
with grief. « 

Enter a Father^ who luis killed his Son^ with 
the body in his arms. 

FaJth. Thou that so stoutly hast resisted 
me, 

Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold, so 
For I have bought it with an hundred blows. — 
But let me see : — is this our foeman’s face ? i 
Ah, no, no, no ! it is mine only son ! — I 

Ah, boy ! if any. life be left in thee. 

Throw up thine eye : see, see, what showers 
arise, 

Blown with the .windy tempest of my heart, 
XJpon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and 
heart !— 

O, pity> God, this miserable age ! 

What stratagems, how fell, how butcherly, 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, oo 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget ! — 

; 0>boy 1 thy father gave thee life too soon, 


And hath bereft thco of thy life too Ikte, 

K. Hen. Woe above woe ! grief more than 
common grief 1 

O, that my deqth would stay these ruthful 
deeds ! 

O, pity, pity ! gentle Heaven, pity ! — 

The red ros» the white arc on his face, 
The fatal colours of our striving houses : 

Tlio one his pui-ple blood right well resembles ; 
The other his pale cheeks, methiuks, pre-* 
senteth ; loo 

Wither one rose, and let the other flourish ! 
If you contend, a thousand lives must wither. 

Son. How will my mother, for a father’s 
death, 

Take on with me, and ne’er bo satisfied, ! 

Fath. How will my wife, for slaughter of 
my son, 

Shed seas of tears, and ne’er bo satisfied ! 

K. Hen. How will the country, for these 
woful chances, 

Misthink the king, and not be satisfied ! 

Son. Was ever son so rued a father’s death? 

Fath. Was ever father so bemoan’d his son? 

K. Hen. Was ever ki^?g so grieved for 
subjects* woo ? iii 

Much is your sorrow; mine, ten times so 
much. 

Son. I’ll bear thee hence, where I may 
weep my fill. \Exit^ with the body. 

Fath. These arms of mine shall be thy 
winding-sheet ; 

My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre, 
For from my heart thine imago ne’er shall go. 
My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell ; 
And so obsequious will thy father be, 

Son, for the loss of thee, having no more^ 

As Priam was for all his valiant sons. ii® 
I ’ll bear thee hence ; and let them fight that 
will. 

For I have murder’d where I should not kill. 

[Exity with the body. 

K. Hen. Sad-hearted men, much overgone 
with care, 

Here sits a king mpre woful than you are. 

Alarum : Eoccurhions. Enter Queen Mar- 

GABET, Prince q/* Wales, and Exeter. 

Prmoe. Ply, father, fly I for all your friends 
are fled, 

And Warwick rages like a chafed bull. 

Away 1 for death doth hold us in pursuit. 

Q. Mari Mount you, my lord: toVarde 
Berwick post amain. 

Edward and Richard,, like a brace of grey^ 
hounds, 

Having the fearful flying hare in sight, uo 
With fleiy eyes, sparkling for very wrath, 
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And bloody steel grasp’d in their ireful hands, 
Are at our backs ; and therefore hence amain. 
Exe, Away ! for vengeance comes along 
with them. 

Nay, stay not to expostulate ; make speed, 

Or else come after : I ’ll away before. 

K, Uen, Nay, take thee, good 

sweet Exeter : 

Not that I fear to stay, but love to go 
Whither the queen intends. Forward ! away 1 

[Exeunt, 


Scene VL — The Same. 

A loud Alarum. Enter Clifford, wouncUd, 

Clif, Here bums my candle out ; ay, here 
it dies, 

Which, while it lasted, gave King Henry light. 
O Lancaster 1 I fear thy overthrow, 

More than my body’s parting with my soul. 
My love, and fear, glued many friends to 
thee ; 

And, now I fall, ^y tough commixture melts, 
Impairing Heniy, strengthening misproud 
York ; 

And whither fly the gnats, but to the sun ? 
And who shines now but Henry’s enemies ? 

O Pheebus ! hadst thou never given consent lo 
That Phaethon should check thy fieiy steeds. 
Thy burning car never had scorch’d the 
earth ; 

And, Henry, hadst thou sway’d as kinga 
should do. 

Or as thy father, and his father, did. 

Giving no ground unto the house of York, 
They never then had sprung like summer- 
flies ; 

I, and ten thousand in this luckless realm. 
Had left no mourning widows for our death, 
And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in 


For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air 1 
And what makes robbers bold but too much 
lenity ? a 

Bootless are plaints, and cureless are my 
wounds ; . 

No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight: 
The foe is merciless, and will not pity ; 

For at their hands I have deserv'd no pity. 
The air hath got into my deadly wounds, 

And much effuse of blood doth make me 
faint. — 

Oome, York, and Ricjiard, Warwick, and the 
rest ; 

^ I stabb’d your fathers’ bosemis, split my breast. 

[Ife/aints, | 


Alarum and Retreat, Enter Edward, 
Georoe, Richard, Montague, Warwick, 
and Soldiers, 

Edw. Now breathe we, lords ; good fortune 
bids us pause, ao 

And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful 
looks. — 

Some 'troops pursue the bloody-minded queen. 
That led calm Heniy, though he were a king. 
As doth a sail, fill’d with a fretting gust, 
Command an argosy to stem the waves. 

But think youi^ lords, that Cliflbrd fled with 
them ] 

War. No, ’tis impossible he should escape; 
For, though before his face I speak the wo^s. 
Your biDther Richard mark’d him for the 
grave 

And wheresoe’er he is, he ’s surely dead. 

. [Clifford groans and dies, 
Edw, Whose soul is that which takes her 
heavy leave 1 

Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death’s 
departing, 

Edw, See who it is ; and, now the battle ’s 
ended. 

If friend, or foe, let him be gently us’d. . 

Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for ’t is 
Clifford ; 

Who not contented that he lopp’d the branch 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put fortli. 
But set his murdering knife unto tha root 
From whence that tender spray did sweetly 
spring,— 

I mean, our princely father, Duke pf York. «> 
War, From off the gates of York fetch 
down the head. 

Your father’s head, which Clifford placed 
there ; 

Instead whereof, let this supply the room : 
Measure for measure must be answered. 

Edw. Bring forth tliat fatal screech-owl to 
our house. 

That nothing sung but death to us and ours : 
Now death shall stop his dismal threatening 
sound. 

And his ill-b^ing tongue no more shall speak 
[Attendemts bring the body forward., 
War. I think, his understanding is bereft. — 
Speak, Cliflbrd, dost thou know who speaks 
to thee ?— «o 

Dark cloudy death o’ershades his beams of 
life, 

And he nor sees, nor hears us what we say. 
Rich. O, ’would he did ! and so, parfaape» 
he doth : 

’T is but his policy to counterfeit, 

Because, he would avoid such bitter tauhta * 
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Which in the time of death he gave our father. 

Geo, If so thou think^st, vex him with 
eager words. 

Rich, Clifford! ask mercy, and obtain no 
giuce. 

Edm. Clifford ! repent in bootless penitence. 

. IFor. Clifford I devise excuses for thy 
faults. 70= 

Geo, While we devise fell tortures for thy 
faults. 

Rick, Thou didst love York, and I am son 
to York. 

Edw, Thou pitiedst Rutland, I will pity 
thee. 

Geo, Whereas Captain Margaret, to fence 
you now 1 

Wwr, They mock thee, Clifford : swear as 
thou wast wont 

Rich, What ! not an oath ? nay, then tlie 
world goes hard, 

When Clifford cannot spare his friends an 
oath. — 

I know by that, he ’s dead ; and, by my soul, 

If this right hand would buy two hours* life, 

U'hat I in all despite might rail at him, ao 

This hand should chop it off; and with the 
issuing blood 

Stifle the villain, whose unstaunched thirst 

York and young Rutland could not satisfy. 

Wcvr, Ay, but he^s dead. Off with the 
traitor’s head. 

And rear it in the place your father’s stands. 

And now to London with triumphant march. 


There to bo crowned England’s royal king. 

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to 
France, 

And ask the Lady Bona for thy queen. 

So shalt thou sinew both these lands to< 
gether ; w 

And, hivipicr Ewnce thy friend, thou slialt 
not 

The scatter’d foe that hopes to rise again ; 

For though they cannot greatly sting to 
hurt. 

Yet look to have them buz, to offend thine 
ears. 

First will I see the coronation, 

And then to Brittany I ’ll cross the sea, 

To effect this marriage, so it please my lord. 

EdAJo, Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, 
let it be ; 

For in thy shoulder do I build my seat. 

And never will I undertake the thing, md 

Wherein thy counsel and consent is want- 
ing. — 

Richard, I will create thee Duke of Gloster; — 

And George, of Clarence ; — Warwick, as our- 
self. 

Shall do, and undo, as him pleaseth best. 

Rich, Let me be Duke of Clarence, George 
of Gloster, 

For Gloster’s dukedom is too ominous. 

War, Tut 1 that ’s a foolish observation : 

Richard, be Duke of Gloster. Now to 
London, 

To see these honours in possession. 


ACT III. 


^ENE L— A Chase in the North of 
England. 

EvkJter two Keepers^ with cross-bows in their 
hands. 


I 2 Keep, Here comes a man, let ’s stay till 
he be past. 

Enter King Henry, disguised^ with a prayer- 
book. 


1 Keep, Under this thick-grown brake we 11 

shroud ourselves ; 

For through this laund anon the deer will 
come ; 

And in this covert will we make our stand. 
Culling the principal of all the deer. 

2 Keep, I’ll stay above the hill, so both 

may shoot. 

1 Keep, That cannot be ; the noise of thy 
cross-bow • 

Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost. 
Here stand we both, and aim we at the best : 
And, for the time shall not seem tedious, 

111 tell thee what befell me on a*day, w 
In this self place where now we mean to 
stand. 


K, Hen, From Scotland am I stol’n, even 
of pure love. 

To greet mine own land with my wishful 
^ sight 

No, Harry, H^rry, 't is no land of thine ; 

'Thy place is thy sceptre wrung from 

thee, 

Tliy balm wash’d off wherewith thou wast 
anointed : 

No bending knee ^ill call thee Ciesar now. 

No humble suitors press to speak for right, 

No, not a man comes for redress of thee, so 

For how can I help them, and not myself? 

1 Keep, Ay, here ’s a deer whose skin ’s a 
keepei^’s fee : 

lids is the king; let’s seize upon him. 


m 
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II. Jim. Let me embrace the sour adver- 
sities ; 

For wise men say, it is the wLscst courae. 

2 Keep. Why linger we;’? let us lay hands 
upon him. 

1 Keep. Forbear awhile ; we ’ll hear a little 



France for aid ; 

And, as I heai*, the great commanding War- 
wick 

Is thither gone, to crave tlio French king’s 
sister »> 

To wife for Edward. If this news be tnie, 
Poor queen and son, your labour is but lost : 
For Warwick is a subtle orator, 

And Lewis a prince soon won with moving 
words. 

By this account then, Margai’et may win him, 
For she ’s a woman to be pitied much : 

Her sighs will make a battery in his breast. 
Her tears will pierce into a marble heart ; 

The tiger will be mild whiles she doth mourn. 
And Nero will be tainted with remorse, 40 
To hear and see^her plaints, her brinish 
teal's. 

Ay, but she’s come to beg; Warwick, to 
give : 

She on his left side craving aid for Henry, 

He on his right asking a wife for Edward. 

She weeps, and says — her Homy is depos’d ; 
He smiles, and says — his Edward is install’d ; 
That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no 
more : 

Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths the 
wrong, 

Tnferreth arguments of mighty strength, 

And, in conclusion, wins the king from her, so 
With promise of his sister, and what else. 

To strengthen and support King Edward’s 
place. 

O Margaret ! thus ’t will be ; and thou, poor 
soul. 

Art then forsaken, as thou went’st forlorn. 

2 Keep. Say, what art thou that talk’st of 
kings and queens ? 

K. Hen. More than 1 seem, and less than 
I was bom to : 

A man at least, for less I should not be ; 

And men may talk of kings, and why not I ? 

2 Keep. Ay, but ,thou talk’st as if thou 
wert a king. * 

K. Hen, Why, so I am, in mind; and 
that’s enough. ^ 

2 Keep, But, if thou be a king, where is 
thy crown ? 

K. Hen. My crown is in my heart, not on 
my head j 


Not deck’d with diamonds, and Indian stones, 
Nor to be seen : my crown is call’d, content ; 
A crown it is, that seldom kings enjoy. 

2 Keep. Well, if you he a king crown’d 
with content, 1 

Your crown content, and you, must be con- 
tented 

To go along with us ; for, as we think, 

You are the king, King Edward hath de- 
pos’d ; 

And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance, 
Will apprehend you as his enemy. n 

K. Hen. But^ did you never swear, and 
break an oath ? ^ 

2 Keep. No, never such an oath ; nor will 
not now. 

K. Hen. Where did you dwell, when I was 
King of. England ? 

2 Keep, Here in this country, where we 
now remain. 

K. Hen, 1 was anointed king at nine 
months old ; 

My father and my grandfather were kings ; 
And you were sworn true subjects unto mo : 
And tell me then, have you not brojee your 
oaths ? < . 

1 Kee}). No ; «o 

For we were subjects but ^i^hile you Were 
king. 

K. Hetu Why, am I dead ? do I not breathe 
a man? 

Ah, simple men ! you know not wh^t you. 
swear. 

Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 
And as the air blows it to me again, 

Ol^eyiiig with iny wind when I do blow, 

And yielding to another when it Blows, 
Commanded always by the greater gust : 

Such is the lightness of you common men. 

But do not break your oaths ; for of that 
sin w . 

My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty. 
Go where you will, the king shall be com- 
manded ; 

And be you kings : command, and I *11 obey. 

1 Keep. We are true subjects to the king, 
King Edward. 

K, Hen. So would you be again to Henry, 
If he were seated as King Edward is, 

1 Keep. W^e charge you, in God’s name, 
and the king’s, » 

To go with us* unto the officers. 

K. Hen, In God’s name, le4d ; your lung’s^ 
name be obey’d : 

And what God will, that let your king per-- 
form ^ , wo 

And what he will, I humbly yield uijito.. 

:\E0oemi. 
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ScKNB 11. — London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Edward, Gloster, Clarence, 
and Lady Grey. 

K Edw. Brother of Gloster, at Saint 
Albans field 

This lady's husband, Sir Richard Grey, was 
slain, 

His lands then seiz’d on b} the conqueror : 
Her suit is now, to repossess those lands ; 
Which we in justice cannot well deny, 
Because in quarrel of the house of York 
The worthy gentleman did lose his life. 

Glo, Your highness shall do well, to grant 
her suit ; 

It were dishonour, to deny it her. 

K Edw, It were no less ; but yet I '11 make 
a pause. lo 

Glo, [Aside to Clarence.] Yea ; is it so ? 

I see, the lady hath a thing to grant, 

Before the king will grant her humble suit. 
Clar, [Aside to Gloster.] He knows the 
game : how true he keeps the wind ! 
Glo. [Aside to Clarence.] Silence ! 

K. Edw. Widow, we will consider of your 

suitv ' 

And come some other time to know our mind. 

L. Grey. Eight gracious lord, I cannot brook 

delay : 

May it please your highness to resolve me 
now, 

And what your pleasure is shall satisfy me, -a) 
Glo. [Aside to Clarence.] Ay, widow 1 
then I '11 waiT’ant you all your lands, 
An if what pleases him shall pleasure you. 
Fight closer, or, good faith, you '11 catch a 
blow. 

Clfir. [Aside to Gloster.] I fear her not, 
unless she chancq to fall. 

Glo. fo Clarence.] God forbid that, 

for he *11 take vantages. 

K. Edw. How many children hast thou, 

widow 1 tell me. 

Ctar. [Aside to Gloster.] I think, he 
means to beg a child of her. 

GU). [Aside to Clarence.] Nay, whip me 
then ; he '11 rather give her two. 

L, Grey. Three, my most gracious lord. 

Glo. [Aside to Clarence.] You shall have 

tour, if you *11 be rul'd by him, so 

K. Edw. 'T were pity, they should lose 

their fa^er*s lands. 

L. ^Grey. Bii pitiful, dre^ lord, and grant 

it then. 

"/■■K. Edw. Lords, give us leave: 1*11 try .this; 

: . ’widtev's wit. • 

' Oh: ^ Clarence.] Ay, good leave' 

V " you will nave leave,' 


Till youth take leave, and leave you to the 
crutch. 

[Gloster and Clarence stand apart. 

K. Edw. Now tell me, madam, do you love 

your childrcui 1 

L. Grey. Ay, full as dearly as I love my- 

K. EdwT^^^ would you not do much, to 

do them good 1 

L. Grey. To do them good I would sustain 

some harm. 

K. Edw. Then get your husband’s lands, to 

do them good. 40 

L. Grey. Therefore I came unto your 

majesty. 

K. Edw. I '11 tell you how these lands are 

to be got. 

L. Grey. 80 shall you bind me to your 

highness' service. 

K. Edw. What service wilt thou do me, if 

I give them) 

L. Grey. What you command, that rests in 

me to do. 

K. Edw. But you will take exceptions to 

my boon. ^ 

L. Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot 

do it. 

K. Edw. Ay, but thou canst do what I 

mean to ask. 

L. Grey. Why then, I will do what your 

mtice commands. 

Glo. [Aside to Clarence.] Hepliesherhard; 

and much rain wears the marbla « 
Clar. [Aside to Gloster.] As red as fire ! 

nay, then her wax must melt. 

L. Grey. Why stops my lord ) shall I not 
hear my task ) 

K. Edw. An easy task ; 't is but to love a 

king. 

L. Grey. That 's soon perform'd, because I 

am a subject. 

K. Edw. Why then, thy husband's lands I 

freely give thee. 

L. Grey. I take my leave with many thou- 

sand Uianks. 

Gh. [Aside to Clarence.] The match is 
made : she seals it with a curtsy. 

K. Edw. But stay thee ; 't is the fruits of 

love 1 mean. 

L. Grey. The fiTiits of love I mean, my 

loving liege. 

K. Edw. Ay, but, I fear me, in another 

sense, ® 

What love think’st thou 1 sue so much to 
get) 

L. Grey. My love till death, my humble 

thanks, my prayers : 

That love which virtue begs, and virtue grantei 
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K, Edv), No, by my troth, I did not mean 
such love. 

X. Grey, Why, then you mean not as I 
thought you did. 

K, Edw, But now you partly may perceive 
my mind. 

X. Grey, My mind will uevy gr ant what I 
perceive 

Your highness aims at, if I aim aright. 

K, Edw, To tell thee plain, I aim to lie 
with thee. 

X* Grey, To tell you plain, I had rather lie 
in prison. ro 

K, Edw, Why, then thou shalt not have 
thy husband’s lands. 

X. Grey, Why, then mine honesty shall be 
my dower ; 

For by that loss I will not purchase them. 

K, Edw, Therein thou wrong’st thy children 
mightily. 

X. Grey, Herein your highness wrongs both 
them and me. 

But, mighty lord, tliis merry inclination 
Accords not with the. sadness of my suit j 
Please you dismissjyie, either with ay, or no. 

K, Edw, Ay, if thou wilt say ay to my 
request ; 

No, if thou dost say no to my demand. m 

X. Grey, Then, no, my lord. My suit is 
at an end. 

Gh, [^Aaide to Clarence.] The widow likes 
him not, she knits her brows. 

Cla/r, [Aside to Gloster.] He is the bluntest 
wooer in Christendom. 

K, Edw, [Aside,] Her looks do argue her 
replete with modesty ; 

Her words do show her wit incomparable ; 
All her perfections challenge sovereignty ; 
One way, or other, she is for a king, 

And she shall be my love, or else my queen. — 
Say, that King Edward take thee for his 
^ queen 1 

X. Grey, *Tis better said than done, my 
gi’acious lord ; w 

I am a subject fit to jest withal, 

But far unfit to be a sovereign. 

K, Edw* Sweet widow, by my state I swear 
to thee, 

I speak no more than what my soul intends ; 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my love. 

X. Grey. And that is more than I will 
yield unto. 

I know, I am too mean to be your queen. 
And yet too good to be your concubine. 

K, Edw, You cavil, widow : I did mean, 
my queen. 

X. Grey, T will grieve your grace, my sons 
should call you father* 


K, Edw. No more than when my daughters 
call thee mother. 

Thou art a widow, and thou hast some 
children ; 

And, by God’s mother, I, being but a bachelor. 
Have other some : why, ’t is a happy thing 
To be the father unto many sons. 

Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen. 

Glo. [Aside to Clarence.] The ghostly 
father now hath done his shrift. 

Ciar, [Aside to Gloster.] When he was 
made a shriver, ’t was for shift. 

K, Edw, Brothers, you muse what chat we 
two have had. * 

Glo, The widow likes it not, for she looks 
very sad. no 

K, Edw, You’d think it strange if I should 
marry hfer. 

Clar. To whom, my lord 1 

K, Edw, Why, Clarence, to myself. 

Glo, That would be ten days’ wonder at the 
least. 

Clar, That’s a day longer thjan a wonder 
lasts. 

Glo, By so much is the wonder in extremes. 

K, Edw, Well, jest on, brotherc : I can tell 
you both, 

Her suit is granted for her husband’s lands. 

Enter a Nohleman, 

Nob, My gracious lord, Henry your foe is 
taken, 

And brought your prisoner to your palace 
gate. 

K. Edw, See that he be convey’d unto the 
Tower : — ^ 

And go we, brothers, to the man that took 
him. 

To question of his apprehension. — 

Widow, go you along. — Lords, use her honour- 
ably. 

[Exeunt King Edward, Lady G^ey, 
Clarence and Lord. 

Glo. Ay, Edward will use women honour* 
ably. 

’Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and 
all. 

That from his loins no hopeful branch may 
spring. 

To cross me from the golden time I look tor ! . 
And yet, between my soul’s desire, and me, — 
The lustfid Edward’s title buried,— 

Is Clarence, Henry, and . his sou young 
Edward, \ , 

And all the unlook’d-for issue of their bodief^ 
To ti^e their rooms, ere I can place mysdf : 

A cold premeditation for my purpose ' 

Why then, I do but dream on i^vereigntjr; 
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like one that stands upon a promontory. 
And spies a far-off shore where he would 
tread, 

Wishing his foot were equal with his eye ; 
And chides th^ sea that sunders him from 
thence, 

Saying — she’ll lade it dry. to have his way : 

So do I wish the crown, being so far off, i4o 
And so I chide the means tb^t keep md from 
it; 

And so I say — I *11 cut the causes off. 
Flattering me with impossibilities. — 

My eye *s too quick, my heart o’erweens too 
« much, 

Unless my hand and strength could equal 
them. 

Well, say there is no kingdom then for 
Richard, 

What other pleasure can .the world afford? 

I *11 make my heaven in a lady’s lap, 

And deck my body in gay ornaments, 

And witch sweet ladies with my words and 
looka 150 

O miserable thought ! and more unlikely, 
Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns. 
Why, love foiv.wore me in my mother’s womb : 
And, for I should not deal in her soft laws, 
She did comipt frail nature with some bribe. 
To shrink mine arm up like a wither’d shrub; 
To make an envious mountain on my back. 
Where sits deformity to mock my body ; 

To shape my legs of an unequal size ; 

To disproportion me in every part ; loo 

Like to a chaos, or an unlick’d bear-whelp, 
That carries no impression like the dam. 

And am I then a man to be belov’d ? 

O monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought ! 
Then, since this earth affords no joy to me 
But to command, to check, to o’erbear such 
As are of better person than myself, 

I’ll make my heaven to dream upon the 
crown ; 

And, whiles I live, to account this world but 
hell, 

tJntil my misshap’d tnmk,that bears this head, 
Be round impal^ with a glorious crown, ui 
And yet I know not how to get the crown, 

For many lives stand between me and home : 
And I, — like one lost in a thorny wood, 

That rents the thorns, and is rent with the 
thorns. 

Seeking a way, and straying from the way. 
Not knowing how to find the open air, 

But toiling despefately to find it out, — 
Torment myself to catch the English crown : 
And from that torment I will fre^ myself, iso 
Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 

Y^hy, I can smile, and murder while I smile, 


And cry, content, to that which grieves my 
heart, 

And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 

And frame my face to all occasions. 

I’ll drown more sailors than the mermaid 
shall, 

I ’ll slay morajrazers than the basilisk ; 

I ’ll play the*8l3Ri6r as well as Nestor, 

Deceive more slily than Ulysses could. 

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy. 

I can add colours to the chameleon, 

Change shaiies with Proteus, for advantages, 
And set the murd’rous Machiavel to school. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 

Tut ! were it further off, I ’ll pluck it down. 

[Exit 


Scene III. — France. A Room in the Palace. 

FlouriaL Enter Lewis the French King^ and 
Lady Bona, attended: the King takes Im 
state. Then enter Queen Margaret, Prince 
Edward, and the Karl of Oxford. 

K, Lew. [Risi7ig.\ Fair (Jtieen of England, 
woi-thy Margaret, 

Sit down with us : it ills befits thy state 

And birth, that thou shouldst stand, while 
Lewis doth sit. 

Q. Mar. No, mighty king of France ; now 
Margaret 

Must strike her sail, and learn awhile to serve, 

Where kings command. I was, I must con- 
fess. 

Great Albion’s queen in former golden days ; 

But now mischance hath trod my title down. 

And with dishonour laid me on the ground, 

Where I must take like seat unto my fortune, 

Afid to my humble seat confonn myself. n 
K Lew. Why, say, fair queen, whence 
springs this deep despair ? 

Q. Mar. From such a cause as fills mine 
eyes with tears, 

And stops my tongue, while heart is drown’d 
in cares. 

K. Lew. Whate’er it be, be thou still like 
thyself, 

And sit thee by our side : [seats her by him\ 
yield not thy neck 

To fortune’s yoke, but let thy dauntless mind 

Still ride in triumph over all mischance. 

Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief; 

It shall be eas’d, if France can yield relief, ao 
Q. Mar. Tliose gracious words revive my 
drooping thoughts, 

And giye my tongue-tied sorrows leave to 
speak. 
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Now, tlierefore, be it known to noble Lewis, 
That Henry, sole possessor of my love, 

Is of a king become a banish’d man, 

And forc’d to live in Scotland, a forlorn ; 
While proud ambitious Edward, Duke of 
York, 

Usurps the regal title, and the sea t 
Of England’s triie-anointed 1 aW 9 f 1 i:ing. 

This is the cause, that I, poor Margaret, 

With this my son, Prince Ed\yard, Heniy’s 

. heir, 

Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid ; 
And if thou fail us, all our hope is done. 
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help ; 
Our people and our peers ar*e both misled. 
Our treasure seiz’d, our soldiers put to flight. 
And, as thou seest, ourselves in heavy plight. 

K. Lew, Renowned queen, with patience 
calm the storm, 

While we bethink a means to break it off. 

Q, Mar, The more we stay, the stronger 
grows our foe. 40 

K, Lew, The more I stay, the more I’ll 
succour thee. 

Q, Mar, 0 1 4 >ut impatience waiteth on 
true sorrow : y 

And see where comes the breeder of my 

SOITOW. 

Lnter Warwick, attmhded, 

K, Lew, What ’s he, approacheth boldly to 
our presence 1 

Q, Mar, Our Earl of Warwick, Edward’s 
greatest friend. 

k, Lew, Welcome, brave Warwick. What 
brings thee to France 1 

\pe 8 cending frmn his state. Queen 
Margaret rises, 

Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to 
rise ; I 

For this is he that moves both wind and tide. 

War, From worthy Edward, King of 
Albion, 

My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 

I come, in kindness, and unfeigned love, 6i 
Fii'st, to do greetings to thy royal person ; 

And then, to crave a league of amity ; 

And lastly, to confirm that amity 

With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant 

That virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair sister. 

To England’s king in lawful marriage. 

Q. Mar, If that go forward, Henry’s hope 
is done. 

War, [To Bona.] And, gracious madam, in 
our king’s behalf, 

I am commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kiss your hand, and with my 
tongue ' 61 


To tell the jmssion of my sovereign’s heart ) 
Where fame, late entering at his heedful ears, 
Hath plac’d thy beauty’s image, and thy virtue# * 
Q, Man*, King Lewis, and Lady Bona, hear 
me speak, « 

Before you answer Warwick, His demand 
Springs not from Edward’s well-meant honest 
love. 

But frhm deceit, bred by necessity ; 

For how can tyrants safely govern home. 
Unless abroad they purchase great alliance % 79 
To prove him tyrant, this reason may suffice, 
That Henry liyeth still ; but were he dead, 
Yet here Prince Edwaixi stands. King Henry’s 
son. 

Look, therefore, Lewis, that by this league and 
marriage 

Thou draw not- on thy danger and dishonour; 
For though usurpeis isway the rule awhile. 

Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth 
wrongs. 

War, Injuriotis Margaret ! 

Friiwe. And why not queen % 

War, Because thy father Henry did usurp, 
And tliou no more art prince, thap she is 
queen. • * 00 

Oo^, Then Warwick disannuls great John 
of Gaunt, 

Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain; 
And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest ; 
And after that wise piince, Henry the Fifth, 
Who by his prowess conquered all France : 
From these our Henry lineally descends. 

War. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth 
discourse. 

You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath lost 
All that which Henry the Fifth had gotten 1 
Methinks, these peers of France should smile 
at that. M 

But for the rest, — ^you tell a pedigree 
Of threescore and two years ; a silly time 
To make prescription for a kingdom’s worth. 
Oaf, Why, Warwick; canst thou speak 
against thy liege, ^ 

Whom thou obeyedst thirty and six years, 

And not bewray thy treason with a blush I 
War, Can Oxford, that did ever fence the^ 
right. 

Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree t \ 
For shame) leave Henry, and caU Edward^ 
king. 106 

Oof. Call him my king, by whose injurip^v ; 
doom 

My elder brother, the Lord Aubrey 
Was done death) and more than so, : 
father, 

Even in the downfall of his mdlow’d yearj^i ;; 
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When nature brought him to the door of 
deatli ? 

No, Warwick, no ; while life upholds this arm, 
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 

• TTor. And I the house of York. 

^ K, Lew, Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, 
and Oxford, 

♦ Vouchsafe at our request to stand aside. 
While I use furtlier conference with Wai’wick.' 

Q, Mar, Heavens grant, that Warwick’s 
words bewitch him not ! 

[Retiring with the Prince and Oxford. 

K, Lew, Now, Warwick, tell me, even u]iK)n 
thy conscience, • 

Is Edward your true kingl for I were loath* 
To link with him tliat were not lawful chosen. 

War, Thereon I pawn my credit, and mine 
honour. 

K, Lew, But is he gi'acious In the people’s 
eye? 

War, The more, that Henry was unfortu- 
nate. 

K, Lew, Then further, all dissembling set 
aside, 

Tell me for truth the measure of his love 320 
Unto ou*J sister Bona. 

War, ** ” Such it seems, 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 
Myself have often heard him say, and swear, 
That this his love was an eternal plant, 
Whereof the root was fix’d in virtue’s ground. 
The leaves and fruit maintain’d with beauty’s 
sun, 

Exempt from envy, but not from disdain, 
Unless the Lady Bona quit his pain. 

K, Lew, Now, sister, let us hear your firm 
resolve. 

Bona, Your grant, or your dOnial, shall be 
mina — iso 

[To Warwick.] Yet I confess, that often ere 
this day. 

When I have heard your king’s desert re- 
counted, 

Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 

K, Lew, Then, Warwick, thus ; — our sister 
shall be Edward’s ; 

And now forthwith shall articles be drawn 
Touching the jointure that your king must 
make, 

Which with her dowry shall be counter- 
pois’d. — 

Uraw near, Qtieen Margaret, and be a witness, 
^hat Bona shall be wife to the English ki^. 

: fiince. To Edwai*d, but not to the Englii^ 
king. 140 

Q, Mwr. Deceitful Warwick ! it was thy 
device, 

Byr alliance to make void my suit : 


Before thy coming, Tjowis was Henry’s friend. 

R, Lew, And still is friend to him and 
Margaret : 

But if your title to the crown be weak. 

As may appear by Edward’s good success. 
Then ’t is but reason, that I be releas’d 
From giving aid which late 1 promised. ^ 

Yet shaU. V all kindness at my hand, 

That your estate requires, and mine can 
yield. 100 

War, Henry now^lives in Scotland, at his 
ease, 

Where having nothing, nothing can he lose. 
And as for you yourself, our quondam queen, 
You have a father able to maintain you. 

And better ’t wore you troubled him than 
Fnince. 

Q, Mar, Peace ! impudent and shameless 
Warwick, peace. 

Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings ; 

I will not hence, till with my talk and tears. 
Both full of truth, I make King Lewis behold 
Thy sly conveyance, and thy lord’s false love; 
For both of you are birds of selfsame feather. 

[A horn sounded within, 

K, Lew, Warwick, this some post to us, 
or thee. io» 

Enter a Mes8e7ige9\ 

Mess. My lord ambassador, these letters 
are for you. 

Sent from your brother. Marquess Mon- 
tague;— 

These from our king unto your majesty ; — 
And, madam, these for you ; from whom, I 
know not. 

[Tfieg all read their letters, 

I like it well, that our fair queen and 
mistress 

Smiles at her news, while Warwick fiwns at . 
his. 

Prince, Nay, mark how Lewis stamps 
he were nettled : 

I hope all ’s for the best. » iro 

K, Lew, Warwick, what are thy news ? and 
yours, fedr queen ? 

Q, Mar, Mine, such as fill my heart with 
unhop’d joys. 

War, Mine, full of sorrow and heart’s dis- 
content. 

K, Lew, What ! lias your king manied the 
Lady Grey, 

And now, to sooth your forgery and his. 

Sends me a paper to persuade me patience ? 

Is this the alliance that he seeks with Prance ? 
Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner ? 

Q, Mar, I told your majesty as much 
before: 


SOI 
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This proveth Edward’s love, aiid Warwick’i 
honesty. is 

War. King Lewis, I here protest, in sight 
of heaven. 

And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss, 
That I am clear from this misdeed of Ed- 
ward’s ; 

No more my king, for he 
But most himself, if he could see his shame. 
Did I forget, that by the house of York 
My father came untimely to his death ? 

Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece 1 
Did I impale him with the regal crown ? 

Did .1 put Heniy from his native right ] m 
And am I guerdon’d at the last with shame ? 
Shame on himself, for my desert is honour : 
And to repair my honour lost for him, 

I here renounce liim, and return to Henry. 
My noble queen, let former grudges pass, 

And henceforth I am thy true servitor. 

I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 

And replant Henry in his former state. 

Q. Jfar, Warwick, these words have turn’d 
my hate to love ; 

And I forgive a,j;^quite forget old faults, 200 
And joy that thou becom’st King Henry’s 
friend. 

War. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned 
friend, 

That if King Lewis T’’ouchsafe to furnish us 
With some few bands of chosen soldiers, 

I *11 undertake to land them on our coast, 

And force the tymnt from his seat by war. 
*Tis not his new-made bride shall succour 
him : 

And as for Clarence, as my letters tell me, 

He ’s very likely now to fall from him. 

For matching more for wanton lust than 
honour, 210 

* Or than for strength and safety of our country. 
Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bona be 
reveng’d, 

But by thy help to this distressed queen ? 

Q. Ma/r. Renowned prince, how shall poor 
Henry live, 

Unless thou rescue him from foul despair 1 
Bona. My quarrel, and this English queen’s, 
are one. 

War. And mine, fair Lady Bona, joins 
with yours. 

K. Jjew. And mine, with hers, and thine, 
and Margaret’s. 

Therefore, at last, I firmly am resolv’d. 

You shall have aid. 220 

Q. Mar, Let me give humble thanks for all 
at once. 

K. Lew. Then, England’s messenger, return 
in post; 

aoe 


And tell false Edward, thy supposed king, 
That Lewis of France is sending over masquers, 
To revel it with him and his new biide. 

Thou seest what’s past; go fear thy kinj 
withal. 

Bona. Tell him, in hope he’ll prove a. 
widower shortly, ^ 

I ’ll wear the willow garland for his sake. 

Q. Mar, Tell him, my moftming weeds are 
laid aside. 

And I am ready to put armour on. «> 

War, Tell him from me, that he hath done 
me wrong, 

And therefore 'I ’ll uncrown him ere ’t be 
long. 

There ’s thy reward : be gone. 

[Bscit Messenger, 
K, Lew. „ But, Warwick, thou, 

And Oxford, with five thousand men, 

Shall cross the seas, and bid false Edward 
battle : 

And, as occasion serves, this noble 4ueen 
And prince shall follow with a fresh supply. 
Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt ; 
What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ] s» 
War. This shall assure my consjkant liyalty ^ 
That if our queen and this young prince agree, 

I ’ll join mine eldest daughter, and my joy, 

To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands. 

Q, Mar, Yes, I agi‘ee, and thank you for 
your motion. 

Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous, 

Therefore delay not, give thy hand to War- 
wick ; 

And with thy hand thy faith irrevocable, 

That only Warwick’s daughter shall be thine. 
Prince, Yes, I accept her, for she well • 


deserves it ; 

And here, to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 

\He gives his hand to Warwick. 
'K, Lew, Why stay we now? These soldiers 
shall be levied, asi 

And thou, Lord Bourbon, our high admiral, 
Shalt waft them over with our royal fleet. — 
I long till Edward fall by war’s mischance, 
For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 

Sj^Ts&wnt all hit Warwick. 
War, I came from Edward as ambassador, 
But I return his sworn and mortal foe 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me, 
But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 
Had he none else to make a stale but me ? 10b 
Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow, * 
I was the chief that rais’d him to the crown, 
And I 'II be chief to bring him down again : 
Not that I pity Henry’s miseiy, 

But seek revenge on Edward’s mockery. 
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Scene I. — London. A Room in the Palace. 

Antor Glostbb, CtARENCE, Somerset, and 
Montagob. 

Glo, Now tell me, brotht r Clarence, what 
think you 

Of this new marriage with the Lady Gre 3 »' ? 

Hath not our brother made a worthy choice % 

Ch/r. Alas I you know, *t is far from hence 
to France : 

How could he stay till Warwick made return? 

Som, My lords, forbear this talk : here 
comes the king. 

Oh, And his well-chosen bride. 

Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I 
think 

Flcyiirish,,^ Enter King Edward, attended; 

Lady Grey, as Queen ; Pembroke, Staf- 
ford, and Hastings. 

K Edw. Now, brother of Clarence, how 
like you our choice. 

That you stand pensive as half malcontent 1 lo 

Clar. As well as Lewis of France, or the 
Earl of Warwick ; 

Which are so weak of courage, and in judg- 
ment, 

That they 11 take no offence at our abuse. 

K. Edw. Suppose they take offence without 
a cause, 

They are but Lewis and Warwick : I am 
Edward, 

Your king and Warwick’s, and must have my 
will. 

Gh 4 And you sliall have your will, because 
our l^g ; 

Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well, 

K. Edw. Yea, brother Eichard, are you 
offended too 1 

Glo. Not I : » 

No, God forbid, that I should wish them 
sever’d 

Whom God hath join’d together ; ay, and 
’t were pity. 

To sunder them that yoke so well together. 

K, Edw. Setting your scorns, and your 
mislike, aside. 

Tell me some reason why the Lady Grey 

l^ould not become my wife, and England’s 
queen. — 

And you too, Somerset, and Montague, 

Speak freely what you think. ^ 

Ctor. Then this is mine opinion, — ^that 
suing Lewis 


Becomes your enemy, for mocking him w 

About the marriage of the Lady Bona. 

Gh. And Warwick, doing what you gave 

Is now dishonoured by this new marriage, 

K. Edw. What, if both Lewis and Warwick 
be appeas’d 

By such invention as I can devise 1 

Mont. Yet to have join’d with France in 
such alliance, 

Would more have strengthen’d this our 
commonwealth 

’Gainst foreign storms, than any home-bred 
marriage. 

Hast. Why, knows not Montague, that of 
itself 

England is safe, if true within itself? 40 

Mont. Yes ; but the safer, when ’t is back’d 
with France. 

Hast ’T is better using France, than trust- 
ing France. 

Let us be back’d with Gliid, and with the 
seas. 

Which he hath given for fence impregnable, 

Aaid with their helps only defend ourselves ; 

In them and in ourselves our safety lies. 

Clar. For this one speech Lord Hastings 
well deserves 

To have the heir of the Lord Hungerford. 

K. Edw. Ay, what of that ? it was my will, 
and grant; 

And for this once my will shall stand for law. 

Gh. And yet, methinks, your grace hath 
not done well, si 

To give the heir and daughter of Lord Scales 

Unto the brother of your loving bride : 

She better would have fitted me, or Clarence ; 

But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Cla/r. Or else you would not have bestow’d 
the heir 

Of the Lord Bonville on your new wife’s son, 

And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere. 

K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a 
wife. 

That thou art malcontent? I will provide 
thee. » 

Ch/r. In choosing for yourself you show'd 
your judgment ; 

Which being shallow, you sh^l give me leave 

To play the broker in mine own behalf ; 

And to that end I shortly mind to leave you. 

JT. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward wiB 
be king. 

And not be tied unto his brother’g^wilL 
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Q. Eliz. My lords, before it pleased his 
majesty 

To raise my state to title of a queen, 

' Do me b\it right, and you must all confess 
That I was not ignoble of descent : 70 

And meaner than myself have had like fortune. 
But as this title honours nio and mine, 

So your dislikes, to wIkjiii irwmiMnfe pleasing, 
Do cloud my joys with danger and with 
sorrow. 

A. Edw, My love, forbear to fawn upon 
their frowns. 

What danger, or what sorrow can befall thee, 
So long as Edward is thy constant fnend, 

And their true sovereign, whom they must 
obey % 

Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee too, 
Unless they seek for hatred at my hands ; 
Which if they do, yet will 1 keep thee safe, 
And they shall feel the vengeance of my 
* wrath. 

Gh, [AsideJ] I hejir, yet say not much, but 
think the more. 

Ehiler a Messenger, 

K, Edw, NcSS^nessenger, what letters, or 
what npws, 

From France? 

Mess. My sovereign liege, no letters, and 
few words ; 

But such as I, without your special pardon. 
Dare not relate, 

A Edw. Go to, we pardon thee : therefore, 
in brief, 

Tell me their words as near as thou const 
guess them. w 

What answer makes King Lewis unto our 
letters ? 

Mess, At my depart these were his very 
words : — 

. ^ Go tell false Edward, thy supposed king, 
^iWtXiewis of France is sending over cuasquera, 
'To revel it with him and his new bride.” 

A Eduo. Is Lewis so brave? belike, he 
' thinks me Henry. 

But what said Lady Bona to my marriage? 

Mesa. These were her words, uttered , with 
mild disdain : 

“Tell him, in ho]>e ho 11 prove a widower 
shortly, 

111 wear the willow g^ijand for his sake.” loo 

K. Edw. I blame UPt her, she could say 
little less ; 

She had the wrong : but what said Henry's 
:,.^g[Uoea?. ■ . / .. .... ; v. . . 

JFor I have bpard^ that she was there in place. 

Tell him/’ quoth ehe, ^^my mourn. 

^ I 

m 
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And I am ready to put armour on.” 

K. Edw. Belike, she minds to play the 
Amazon. 

But what said Warwick to these injuries? ' 

Mess, He, more incens'd against your 
majesty 

Than all the rest, discharg’d me with these 
words : — 

"^‘Tell him from iiie, that he hath done me 
wrong, 

And therefore I'll uncrown him ere ’t be 
long.” 

K. Edw. Ha ! duist the traitor breathe out 
so proifd words ? 

Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn’d : 
They shall have wara, and pay for their pre- 
sumption. 

B^t say, is \y‘arwick friends with Margai-et j 

Mess. Ay, gracious sovereign ; they are so 
link’d in friendship, 

That young Prince Edward manies Warwick’s 
daughter. 

Clar. Belike, the elder ; Clarence will have 
the younger. 

Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast, 
For 1 will hence to Warwick’s other daughter ; 
That, though I want a kingdom, yet in 
maiTiage jn 

I may not ])rove inferior to yourself.— 

You, that love me and Warwick, follow ma 
[^Exit Clakence, and Somebset folhm. 

Glo. [Aside.] Not I ; 

My thoughts aim at a further mattet ; I 
Stay not for the love of Edward, but the 
crown. 

Ji. Edw. Clarence and Somerset both gone 
to AVarwick ! 

Yet am I arm’d against the worst, con happen, 
And haste is needful in this desperate case. — 
Pembroke, and Stafford, you, behalf m 
Go levy men, and make prepare for war ; 

They are already, or quickly will be landed : 
Myself in person will straight follow you. 

[Exeunt Pembroke arid Stafford. 
But, ore I go, Hastings, and Montague, 
Resolve my doubt. You twain, of aU the rest, 
Are near to Warwick by blood, and by 
alliance ; 

Tell me if you love Warwick more than, mo? ^ 
If it be so, then both depart to him^: . * . J 
I rather wish you foes ; than hollow friend^ ; 
But, if you xnmd to hold your true obediefti^. 
Give me. assurance with some fiaendly -vo^/;- 
That i may never have you in suspect. 

Mont. ^ God help Moi^tague, aa ^epros^ 
true! , ^v;-. X 

. Mast. And Hastings, as- ;; 

Edward’s cause I 
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JT. Edw, Now, brother Richard, will you 
stand by, us 1 

Gh* Ay, in despite of all that shall with- 
: stand you. 

^ K, Edw, Why so ; then am I sure of 
victory. 

Now therefore let us hence ; and lose no hour, 
Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. 

• [EoceunL 


ScEXB II. — A Plain in Warwickshire. 

Enter Warwick and Oxford with French and 
other Forces, 

War, Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes 
well : 

The common people by numbers swarm to us. 

Enter Clarence and Somerset. 

But see, where Somerset and Clarence come ! 
Sjieak suddenly, my lords, ai*e we all friends 1 

Clar, Fear not that, my lord. 

War, Tl\en, gentle Clarence, welcome unto 
Warwick : 

And welcome, Somerset. — I hold it cowardice, 
To rest mistrustful where a noble heart 
Hath pawned an open hand in sign of love ; 
Else might I think, that Clai^ence, Edward’s 
brother, lo 

Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings : 
But welcome, sweet Clarence ; my daughter 
shall be thine. 

And now what rests, but in night’s coverture. 
Thy brother being carelessly encamp’d. 

His soldiers huking in the towns about, 

And but attended by a simple guard. 

We may surprise and take him at our 
pleasure t 

Our scouts have found the adventure very 
easy : 

That as Ulysses? and stout Diomede, 

With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus’ 
tents, so 

And brought from thence the Thracian fatal 
steeds; 

So we, well cover’d with the night’s blacjc 
mantle, 

At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard, 
And sense himself ; I say not, slaughter him, 
^ 0^ X intend, but only to surprise him. — 

You; that will follow me to this attempt, 

; A{^liUid the name of Heniy with your leader. 

. \,^hey all cry Henry ! ” 
let ’s on our way in silent sort : 
!Fdr Warwick and his friends, God and Saint 
George 1 [Eoceunt, 

. \ : 


Scene III. — Edward’s Camp near Warwick. 

Enter certain Wdtchmen^ to guard the 
King’s Tent, 

1 Watch, Come on, my masters, each man 

take his stand : . 

The king by Jas io*"oet him down to sleep. 

2 Watch, What, will he not to bed 1 

1 Which, Why, no ; for he hath made a 

solemn vow. 

Never to lie and take his natural rest. 

Till Warwick or himself he quite suppress’d. 

2 Watch, To-morrow then, belike, shall be 
• the day, 

If Warwick be so near as men report. 

3 Watch, But say, I pray, what nobleman 

is that, 

Tliat with the king here I’esteth in his tent ? 

1 Watch, ’T is the Lord Hastings, the 

king’s chiefcst fiiend. ii 

3 Watch,* O i is it so ? But why commands 
the king, 

That his chief followei-s lodge in towns about 
him, 

While he himself keeps in th€f "cold field ? 

2 Watch, ’Tis the more houpur, because 

more dangerous. 

3 Watc/i, Ay, but give me worship and 

quietness ; 

I like it better than a dangerous honour. 

If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 

’T is to be doubted, lie would waken him. 

1 Watch, Unless our halberds did shut up 

his passage. jw 

2 Watch. Ay ; wherefore else guard we his 

royal tent, 

But to defend liis person from night-foes ^ 

E?iter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, 
Somerset, and Forces, 

War, This is liis tent; and see, where 
stand his guard. 

Courage, my masters ! honour now, or never 1 
But follow me, and Edward shall be ours. 

1 Watch. Who goes there ? 

2 Watch, Stay, or thoii diest. 

[Warwick, and the rest^ cry Wa^ 

wick ! Warwick ! ” and set upon the 
Guard ; who fly^ crying — “ Arni I 
Arm F Warwick, and the rest^ follow- 
ing them. 

Drums heating^ and trumpets sounding^ re^ 
enter Warwick, and the rest, bringing ths 
KiJSQout inhis gown, sitting in a chair: 
P^LOSTER and Hastings^ aoer the stage. 

Sorn What are they that fly there f 
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War, Richard, and Hastings : let them go ; 
hero ^s the duke. 

K. Edw, The duke ! why, Warwick, when 
we pai'ted last, 

Thou cairdst me king ! 

War, Ay, but the case is Jilter’d : ao 
When you dihfgrac’d me in my embassado, 
Then I degraded you fro w^ Ntinyduixig, 

And ootne now to create you Duke of York. 

' Alas ! how should you govern any kingdom, 
That know not how to use ambassadors, 

Nor how to be contented with one wife, 

Ner how to use your brotliei*s brotherly. 

Nor how to study for tlie people’s welfare, 
Nor how to shroud yourself from enemies ? 

K, Edw, Yea, brother of Clarence, ai*t thou 
hei’e too ? «> 

Nay, then I see that Edward needs must 
down. — 

Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance, 

Of thee thyself, and all thy complices, 

Edwaid will always bear himself as king : 
Though fortune’s malice overthrow my state, 
My uund exceeds the compass of her wheel. 
Wanr, Them for his mind, be Edward 
Euglaimf^ king : [Takes off his crovm. 
But Henry now shall wear the English crown, 
And be true king indeed ; thou but the 
shadow. — 

My Lord of Somerset, at my roquest, so 
See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey’d 
Unto my brother, Archbishop of York. 

When I have fought with Pembroke and his 
fellows, 

I ’ll follow you, and tell what answer 
Lewis, and the Lady Bona, send to him : — 
Now, for a while, farewell, good Duke of York. 
A”. Edw, What fates impose, that men 
must needs abhlc : 

It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

[Exit Kimj Edward, led out ; 

Somerset with 1dm, 
Oxf, What now remains, luy lords, for us 
to do, 

But march to London with our soldiers ? « 

War, Ay, that’s the first thing that we 
have to do ; • ^ 

'J'o frbe King Henry from imprisonment, 

And see him seated in the regal throne. 

[Exeunt, 

\ 

Scene IV. — London. A Room in the 
Palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers. 

Sio, Madam, what makes you in tliis 
sudden change % 


Q, Eliz, Why, brother Rivers, are you yet 
to learn, 

What late misfortune is bcfall’n King Ed- 
ward ? 

Riv, What ! loss of some pitch’d battle 
against Warwick? ‘ 

Q, Eliz, No, but the loss of his own royal 
person. ‘‘ 

Riv, Then is my sovereign slain ? 

Q, Eliz, Ay, alAiost slain, for he is taken 
prisoner ; 

Either betray’d by falsehood of his guard, 

Or by his foe surpAs’d at unawares : 

And, as I fui^lier have to uiideratand, w 
Is new committed to the Bishop of York, 

Fell Warwick’s brother, and by that our foe. 

Riv, These news, I must confess, are full 
of grief ; 

Yet, graciouS madam, bear it as you may : 
Warwick may lose, that now hath won the 
lay. 

Q, Eliz, Till then, fair hope must hinder 
life’s decay ; 

And I the mther wean me from despair, 

For love of Edward’s offspring in my womb : 
This is it that makes me bridle pa&sion, 

And bear with mildness my niMortune’s cross ; 
Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear,, si 
And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs, 
Lest with my sighs or teara I blast or drown 
King Edward’s fruit, true heir to the English 
crown. 

Riv, But, madam, where is Warwick then 
become ? 

Q, Eliz, I am informed, that he comes, 
towards London, 

To set the crown once more on Henry’s head. 
Guess thou the rest ; King Edwai’d’s friends* 
must down : 

But to prevent the tyrant’s violence, 

(For trust not him that liath once broken 
faith,) »> 

I ’ll hence forthwith unto the sanctuary, 

To save at least the heir of Edward’s right ; 
There shall I rest secure from force, and 
ftnud. 

Come, therofore ; let us fly while we may fly : 
If Warwick take us, we are sure to die. 


Scene V. — A Park near Middleham Oastie. 

in Yorkshire, 

* 

Gloster, Hastincjs, /Sir William 
Stanley, and otlwrs, 

Gh, N<Jw, my Lord Hastings, and Sir 
William Stanley, 
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LeavD oflF to wonder why I drew you hither, 
Into this chiefest thicket of the })ark. 

Thus stands the case. You know, our king, 
my brother, 

Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands 
He hath good usage and great liberty, 

And often, but attended with weak guard, 
Comes hunting this way to disport himself. 

I have advertised him by secret means, 

That if about this hour he make this way, lo 
Under the colour of his usual game, 

He shall here find his friends, with horse and 
men, 

To set him free from his captivity. 

Enter King Edward and a Uantsman, 

Hunt, This way, my lord, for this way lies 
the game. 

K. Edw. Nay, this way, man : see, where 
the huntsmen stand. — 

Now, brother of Gloster, Lord Hastings, and 
the rest. 

Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop’s 
deer? 

Glo, Brother, the time and case requireth 
hastet ^ 

Your horse stands ready at the park-comer. 

K Edw. But whither shall wo then ? 20 

Hast. To Lynn, my lord ; and ship from 
thence to Flanderi?. 

Glo. Well guess’d, believe me; for that 
was my meaning. 

K Edw, Stanley, I will re(|uite thy for- 
wardness. 

Glo. But wherefore stay we 1 ’t i.s no time 
to talk. 

K. Edw. Huntsman, what say’st thou? 
wilt thou go along ? 

HwnJt. Better do so, than tarry and be 
hang’d. 

Glo. Come then ; away ! let ’s have no more 
ado. 

K. Edw. Bishop, farewell ; shield thee from 
Warwick’s frown, 

And pray that I may repossess the crown. 

\Extunt. 


ScEKk VI. — A Room in the Tower. 

EnJter King Henry, ‘ Clarence, Warwick, 
I^MBRSET, you ' ll ^ Richmond, Oxford, 
Moktaque, L{mleng>nt of tJw Tower^ and 
AUmdania. 

JE! Hm. Master lieutenant, now that God 
‘ aiid friends 

Have shaken Edward from the regal seat, 


And turn’d my captive state to iib^y»j < 

Mv fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys, 

At our enlai’gement what are thy due fees ? 

Lieii. Subjects may challenge nothing o£ 
their sovereigns ; 

But if an humble prayer may prevail, 

I then crave pardon of your majesty. * ' 

. K. what, lieutenant? for well 

using me ? 

Nay, be thou sure, I’ll well requite thy 
kindness, 10 

For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure : 
Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds 
Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts. 
At last by notes of household hamony 
They quite forget their loss of liberty. — 

But, Warwick, after God, thou set’st me free. 
And chiefly therefore I thank God, and thee ; 
He wa.s the author, thou the instrument 
Therefore, that I may conquer fortune’s spite. 
By living low, where fortune cannot hurt 
me, » 

And that the people of this blessed land 
May not be punish’d with my thwarting 
stars, 

Warwick, although my head still wear the 
crown, 

I here resign my goveniment to thee. 

For thou ait fortunate in all thy deeds. 

War. Y'our grace hath still been fam’d for 
virtuous, 

And now may seem as wise as virtuous, 

By spying, and avoiding, fortune’s malice ; 

For few men rightly temper with the stars : 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your 
gi*ace, ao 

For choosing me when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No, Warwick, thou ait worthy of 
the sway. 

To whom the heavens in thy nativity 
Adjudg’d an olive branch, and laurel crown. 
As likely to be blest in peace, and war ; 

And, therefore, I yield thee my free consent. 

War. And I choose Clarence only for pro- 
tector. 

K. Hen. Warwick, and Clarence, give me 
both your hands. 

Now join your hands, and with your hands * 
your hearts, 

That no dissension hinder government : 4 o 

I make you both protectors of this land, 

While I myself will leatl a private life. 

And in devotion spend my latter dayE, 

To sin’s rebuke, and my Creator’s praise 

War. What answers Clarence to his sove- 
reign’s will ? 

Clar. ’Kat he consents, if Warwick yield 
consent; 
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For oa thy fortnz)^ I repose myself. 

War, Why thei^ though loath, yet must I 
be content 

We '11 yoke together, like a double shadow 
To Henry’s body, and supply his place ; ao 
I mean, in beanng weight of government, 
While ho. enjoys &e honour, and his ease. 
And^ Qlkrenoe, now tllehj it"^ inore than 
needful. 

Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a 
traitor. 

And all his lands and goods be confiscate. 

Clar. What elsel and that succession be 
determin’d. 

War. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want 
his part. 

JT, Ifen. But, with the finst of all your 
chief afiaii's. 

Let me entreat (for I command no more). 
That Margaret your queen, and my son 
Edward, «» 

Be sent for to return from France with 
speed : 

For, till I see them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of lil^rty is half eclips’d. 

ClcLT, It shall be done, my sovereign, with 
all speed. 

K. Hm, My Lord of Somerset, what youth 
is that, 

Of whom you seem to have so tender care ? 

Som. My liege, it is young Henry, Earl of 
Richmond. 

K. Hen, Come hither, England’s ho[)e. [Latfs 
his hand on his hecMlS\ If secret powers 
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts, 
Tliis pretty lad will prove our country’s bliss. 
His looks are full of |)eaceful majesty ; n 
His head by nature fram’d to wear a crown, 
His hand to wield a sceptre ; and himself 
Likely in time to bless a regal throne. 

Make much of him, my lords ; for this is he 
Must help you more than you are hurt- by me. 

Enter a Afessenyer, 

War, What news, my friend ? 

Mess* That Edward is escaped from your 
brother. 

And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy. 

War. Unsavoury news ! but how made he 
esca])e ? m 

Mess, He was convey’d by Richard Duke 
of Gloster, 

And the Lord HMtin^, who attended him 
In secrat ambush on tme forest side. 

And from the bishop’s huntsmen rescu’d him ; 
For hunting was his daily exercise. 

War. My brother was too careless of his 
charge. — 


But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide 
A salve for any sore that may betide. 

[Exeunt all hut Somerset, 

and Oxford. 

Smn. My loid, I like not of this flight of 
Edward’s ; 

For, doubtless, Burgund^r will yield him help, 
And we shall have more wars, before ’t be 
long. « 

As Henry’s late presaging prophecy 
Did glad my heai*t with hope of this young 
Richmond, 

So doth my ^heart misgive me, in these con* 
flicts 

What may befall him, to his harm and ours : 
Therefore, Lord Oxfoi-d, to prevent the worsts 
Forthwith we ’ll send him hence to Brittany, 
Till storms he jjast of civil enmity. 

Ox/. Ay, for if Edward I’epossess the 
crown, 

’T is like that Richmond with the rest shall 
down. '* 100 

Sani. It shall be so ; he shall to Brittany. 
Come therefore ; let ’s about it speedily. 

^ \ExefWi\l, 

Scene VII. — Befoi^e York. 

Enter King Edward, Gloster, Hastinos, 
a nd Forces. 

K. Edw. Now, bi’other Richard, Lord 
Hastings, and the rest, 

Yet thus far foi^tune maketh us amends, 

And says that once more I shall interchange 
My waned state for Henry’s regal crown. 

Well have we pass’d, and now repass’d the seas, 
And brought desired help from Burgundy : 
What then remains, we being tlius arriv’d 
From Ravenspiirg haven before the gates of 
York, 

But that we enter, as into our dukedom ? 

Glo. The gates made fast ! — Brother, I like 
not tliis ; lo 

For many men, that stumble at the threshold, 
Are well foretold that danger lurks within. 

K. Edw. Tush, man ! abodements must not 
now affright us : 

By fair or foul means we must enter in, 

For hither will our friends repair to us. 

Hast. My liege, I’ll knock once more to 
summon them. * 

Enter, on the walls, the Mayor of Torhf ^ 
and his Breth/rm. ' ' 

May. 'SHy lords, we were forewarned 
your coming. 
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And shut the gates for safety of oui'selves ; 
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

K. Edw, But, master mayor, if Henry be 
your king, 20 

Yet Edward, at the least, is Duke of York. 

May. True, my good lord ; I know you for 
no less. 

K. Edw, Why, and I challenge nothing 
but my dukedom, 

As being well content with that alone. 

Glo, [Aside,] But when the fox hath once 
got in his nose. 

He *11 soon find means to make the body 
follow. 

Hast, Why, master mayor, why stand you 
a doubt ? 

Open the gates : we are King Henry*s friends. 

May, Ay, say you so ? the gates shall then 
be ojien’d. [Exmmt from above, 

Glo. A wLse stout captain, and soon per- 
suaded ! »> 

Hast, The good old man would fain that 
all were well, 

So ’t were not ’long of him ; but, being enter’d, 
I doubt no-^ I, but we shall soon persuade 
Both him and 9.U Ins brothers unto reason. 

Re-enter tbs Maydr^ mid two Alcfermeny 
below, 

K Edw, So, master mayor : these gates 
must not be shut. 

But in the night, or in the time of war. 

What 1 fear not, man, but yield me up the 
keys, [Takes his keys. 

For Edward will defend the town, and 
thee. 

And all those friends that deign to* follow me. 

Ma/rch, Enter Montgomery and Forces, 

. Gh. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery, 
Our trusty friend, unless I be deceiv'd. 41 

K. Ed/w, Welcome, Sir John; but why 
come you in arms 1 

Mont. To help King Edward in his time 
of storm. 

As every , loyal subject ought to do. 

iT. Edw. Thanki, good Montgomery ; but 
we now foiget 

Our title to the crown, and only claim 
Our dukedom, till God please to send the 
rest. 

, MorU. Then fare you well, for I will hence 
again : * 

I came to served a king, and not a duke. — « 
Drummer, strike up, and let us march away.' 

Til maxch begun, 

. K* Edw. Nay, stay, Sir John, awhile ; and 
we’ll debate, 


By what safe means the crown may be 
recover’d. 

M<yi^. What talk you of debating? in few 
words, 

If you ’ll not here proclaim yourself our 
king, 

I ’ll leave ;^pu to your fortune, and be gone 
To keep theifi back tliat come to succour you. 
Why shall we fight, if you pretend no titled? 

Glo, Why, brother, wherefore stand you on 
nice ix)ints1 

K, Edw, When we grow stronger, then 
we *11 make our claim.. 

Till then, ’t is wisdom to conceal our mean- 
ing. «> 

Hast, Away with scrupulous wit! now 
aims must rule. 

Gh, And fearless minds climb soonest 
unto crowns. 

Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand : 
The bruit thereof will bring you many 
friends. 

K, Edw, Then be it as you will ; for ’t is 
my right. 

And Heniy but u8ui*ps the dia^trm. 

Mont, Ay, now my sovereign speaketh like 
himself. 

And now will I be Edward’s champion. 

Hast, Sound, trumpet 1 Edward sliall be 
here proclaim’d. — 

Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclama- 
tion. 70 

[Gives him a paper. Flourish, 

Sold, [Reads,] “ Edward the Fourtli, by 
the grace of God, King of England and 
Finance, and Loixl of Ireland, &c.” 

Mont. And whoso’er gainsays King Ed- 
ward’s right. 

By this I challenge him to single fight. 

[Throws down his gaurdlet. 

All, Long live Edward the Fourth I 

K, Edv\ Thanks, brave Monigomery, and 
thanks unto you all : 

If fortune serve me, I ’ll requite this kind- 
ness. 

Now, for this night, let ’s liarbour here in 
York, 

And when the morning sun shall raise his 
car » 

Above the border of this horizon, ’ 

We’ll forward towards Warwick, and his 
mates ; 

For, well I wot that Henry is no soldier.^ 
Ah, froward Clarence ! how evil it beseems 
thee, 

To flatter Henry, and forsake thy •brother I 
Yet, as we may, we’ll meet both thee and 
Warwick.- 
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Come on, brave soldiers : doubt not of the 
day ; 

And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene VIII. — Londoh. A tfobm in the . 

4 Palace. 

Flourish. Enter King Henry, Warwick, 

Clarence, Montague, Exeter, and 

Oxford. 

Wa/r. What counsel, lords 1 Edward from 
Belgia, 

With hasty Gormans, and blunt Hollanders, 
Hath pass’d in safety through the naiTOw 
seas, 

And with his troops doth march amain to 
London ; 

And many giddy people flock to him. 

^ K. He'll. Let ’s levy men, and beat him 
back again. 

Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out, 
Which, beinj 5 Ugiifler’d, rivers cannot quench. 

War. In ^^rwickshire I have tnie-heai*ted 
friends, 

Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war ; 
Those will I muster up: — and thou, son 
Claionce, 

Shalt stir up in Sufiblk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 
The knights and gentlemen to come with 
thee ; — 

Thou, brother Montage, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leicestershire, shalt 
find 

Men well inclin’d to hoar what thou com- 
mand’st : — 

And tliou, brave Oxford, wondrous well 
belov’d 

In Oxfordshire, shalt muster up thy friends. — 
My sovereign, with the loving citizens. 

Like to hie island girt in with the ocean, so 
OrcAodest Dian circled with her nymphs, 
Shall rest in London, till we come to him. — 
Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to 
reply.*— 

Farewell, my sovereign. 

K. Hm* Farewell, my Hector, and my 
Troy’s true hope. 

Chur. In sign of t^th, I kiss your highness’ 
hand. 

A. Hen. Well-minded., Clarence, be thou 
fortunate. 

Movd. Comfort, my lord;— -and so I take 
my leave. 

Oxf. [KUsing Henry’s /kind] And thus I 
seal my trutli, and bid adieu. 


K. Hen. Sweet Oxford, and my loving 
Montague, ao 

And all at once, once more a happy farewelL 

War. Farewell, sweet lords : let ’s meet at 
Coventry. 

[Exe\mt Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, 
and Montagus. 

K. Hen. Hero at the palace will I rest 
awhile. 

Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship ? 
Methinks, the power, that Edward hath in 
field, 

Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Exe. The doubt i§, that he will seduce the 
rest. 

K, Hen. That ’s not my fear ; my meed 
hath got me fame. 

I have not otopj)’d mine ears to their demands, 
Nor posted oft* their suits with slow delays 40 
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds, 
My mildness hath allay’d their swelling griefs^ 
My mercy dry’d their water-flowing tears ; 

I have not been desirous of their wealth, 

Nor much oppress’d them with great subsidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, thougl\ they much 
err’d. 

Then, why should they love Edward more 
than me 1 

No, Exeter, these graces challenge gi-ace : 

And, when the lion fawns upon the lamb, 

The lamb will never cease to follow him. w 
within : “ A Zancaster ! 
A Lancaster 

Exe. Hark, hark, my lord ! what shouts 
are these? 


Enter King Edward, Gloster, and Soldiers. 

K. Edw. Seize on the shame-fac’d Henry ! 
bear him hence, 

And once again proclaim us King of 
England. — 

You are the fount that makes small brooks 
to flow ; 

Now stops thy spring; my sea shall suck 
them dry, 

And swell so much the higher by their ebb. 

Hence with him to the Tower ! let him not 


[Exeunt some with Kmg Henry. 
And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our 
course, 

Where peremptory Warwick now remaina 
The sun shines hot, and, if Ve use delay, « 
Pold biting winter mars our hop’d-for hay. 

Glo. Away betimes, before his forces join, 
And take (the great-grown traitor unawai^ ; 
Brave warriors, march amain towards 
Coventry. 



Act V. 


KING HENBY VL— PART HI. 


SCJ^NB I. 


ACT V. 


Scbi:e I. — Coventry. 

Enter ^ itpon tlm toalle, Warwick, the Mayor 

of Coventry, two Messengers, and others. 

War. Where is the post mat came from 
valiant Oxford ? 

How far hence is thy lord, mine honest 
fellow ] 

1 Mess. By this at Dunsmore, marching 

hitherward. ^ 

War. How far off is oiir brother Mon- 
tague ? — 

Where is the post that came from Montague ? 

2 Mess. By this at Daintry, with a puiasaiit 

troop. 

Enter Sir John Somerville. 

War. Say, Somerville, what says my 
loving son ? 

And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence now? 

Soni. A^t Southam I did leave him with 
his forces, 

And do expect him here some two hours 
hence. [Erntn Iveard. 

War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his 
drum. 11 

Som. It is not his, my lord ; hei’e Southam 
lies : 

The drum your honour hears mai*cheth from 
Wai’wick. 

War. Who should that be? belike, un- 
look’d-for friends. 

Sow. They are at hand, and you shall 
quickly know. 

March. Flowrish. Enter King Edward, 

' Glosteb, and Forces. 

K. Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and 
sound a parle. 

•Glo. See, how the surly Wai-wick mans the 
wall. 

War. O unbid spite ! is sportful Edward 
come ? 

Where slept our scouts, or how are they 
seduc’d, 

That we could hear no news of his repair? ») 

K. Edw, Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope 
the city gates ? 

Speak gentle woMs, and humbly bend thy 
knee, 

Call Edward king, and at bis hands beg mercy, 

And he shall pa^on thee these outragea 

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy 
forces hence, 


j Confess who set thee up and pluck’d thee 
I down ? 


Call Wai;^kk patrqji, and be penitent. 

And thou shalt still remain the Duke of York. 

Glo. I tho^7 ^ht, at least, he would have 
said — the king, 

Or did he make the jest against his will ? » 

War. Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift? 

OU). Ay. by my faith, for a jx)or earl to 
give : 

I ’ll do thee service for so good a gift. 

War. ’Twas I, that gave the kingdom to 
thy brother. 

K. Edw. Why then, ’tis mine, if but by 
Warwick’s gift. 

War. Thou art no Atlas for so great a 
weight : 

And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again ; 

And Henry is my king, Warwick his subject. 

K. Edw. But Warwick’s king is Edward’s 


prisoner : ^ 

And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this ; 

What is the body, when the head is off? n 

Glo. Alas ! that Warwick had no more 
forecjist, 

But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten, 

The king was slily finger’d from the deck I 

You left poor Henry at the bishop’s palace, 

And, ten to one, you ’ll meet him in the 
Tower. 

K. Edw. ’T is even so : yet you are 
Warwick still. 

Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time ; kneel 
down, kneel down. 

Nay, when? strike now, or else the iron 
cools. 

War. I had rather chop this hand off at a 

blow, BO 

And with the other fling it at thy face, 

Than bear so low a sail to strike to thee. 

A. Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind 
and tide thy friend, 

This hand, fast wound about tliy coal-black 
hair. 

Shall, whiles thy head is warm, and new cut 
ofl; 

Write in the dust this sentence witli thy 
blood, — 

Wind-ohanging Warwick now can change 
no more.” 


Enter Oxford, with drtem and colours. 

War. O cheerful colours ! see, where 
Oxford comes. 


m 
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Odi^, Oxford, Oxfoid, for Lancaster ! 

[Oxford and his forces enter the dty, 
Glo, The gates are open, let us enter too. 

K, Edw. So other foes may set upon our* 
backs. 61 

Stand we iu good array ; for they, no doubt, 
Will issue out again, and bid us battle : 

If not, the city being but. of smaK^Cefence, 
We 11 quickly rouse the traitors in the same.' 
TTor. 0 ! welcome, Oxford, for we want 
thy help. 

Enter Montague, with drum and colours, 

‘ Mont, Montague, IVIoutague, for Lan- 
caster ! 

[He ami h is forces enter tlve city, 
Glo, Thou and tliy brother both shall buy 
this treason, 

Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 
K, Edw, The harder match’d, the greater 
victory : ro 

My mind presiigeth happy gain, and conquest. 

Enter Somerset, with drum ami colours. 
Som, Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster ! 

and his forces enter the city, 
Glo, Two of thy name, both Dukes of 
Somerset, 

Have sold their lives unto the house of York ; 
And thou slxalt be the third, if this sword hold. 


I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe ; , 
With resolution, wheresoe’er I meet thee, 

(As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad,) 

To plague thee for thy foul misleading me. 
And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee, 
And to my brother turn my blushing 
cheeks. — 

Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends ; loo 
And, Eichard, do not frown upon my faults, 
Eor I will henceforth be no more unconstant. 

K, Edw. Now welcome more, and ten 
times more belov’d, ; ' 

Than if thou never hadst deserv’d our hate. 

Gh, Welcome, good Clarence : this is 
brother-like. • * 

War, O passing traitor, peijur’d, and 
unjust ! 

K, Edw, What, Warwick, wilt thou ieaye 
the t^wn, and fight, 

Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears ? 

War. Alas ! I am not coop’d here for 
defence : 

I will away towards Barnet presently, iw 
And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar’st. 

K. Edv), Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and 
leads the way. — ( 

Lords, to the field! SainV George, and 
victory ! [March, Exeun/t, 


Enter Clarence, %oith drum and colours. 

War, And lo ! where George of Clarence 
sweeps along, 

Of force enough to bid his brotlier battle ; 
With whom an upright zeal to i*ight prevails. 
More than the nature of a brother’s love, — 
[Gloster and Clarence whisper. 
Come, Clarence, come ; thou wilt, if Warwick 
calls. 80 

Glar, Father of Warwick, know you what 
this means ? 

[Taking the red rose out of his hat. 
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee : 

I will not ruinate my father’s Jiouse, 

Who gave his blood to lime the stones 
tc^ether. 

And set up Lancaster. Why, trow’st thou, 
Warwick, 

That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt-unnatural, 
To bend the fatal instruments of war 
Against his brother, and his lawful king? 
Perhaps, thou will object my holy oath : 

To keep that oath, were more impiety so 
Than Jephtlia’s, when he sacrific’d his 
daughter. 

1 am so sorry for my trespass made. 

That to deserve well at my brother's hands. 


Scene II. — A Field of Battle near Barnet. 

Alarums and Excursions. EirUer King 
Edward, bringing in Warwick wounded, 

K, Edw. So, lie thou there : die thou, and 
die our fear ; 

For Warwick was a bug, that fear’d us all. — 
Now, Montague, sit fast : L seek for thee. 
That Warwick’s bones may keep thine 
company. [Exit, 

War, Ah! who is nigh? come to me, 
friend or foe. 

And tell me, who is victor, York, or 
. Warwick? 

Why ask I that ? my mangled body shows, 
My blood, my want of sti'ength, my sick 
heai*t shows, 

That I must yield my body to the earth, 

And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. m 
T hus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge, 
Whose arms gave shelter to the princely 
eagle, • , ; 

Und^r whose shade the ramping lion slept^j ; 
Whose top-branch overpeer’d Jove’s spreid- 
► ingtree, 

Ajid kept low shrubs from winter’s powerftil 
wind. 
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KING HENRY VL— PART UL 


Scene IV. 


These eyes, that now are dimmed with death’s 
black veil, 

Have 1)6611 as piercing as the midday sun, 

To search tho secret treasons of the world : , 

The wrinkles in my brows, now fill’d with 
blood, 

Were liken’d oft to kingly sepulchres ; 

Por who liv’d kiiig, but I could dig his 
gi'ave i 

And who durst smile when Warwick bent 
his brow ? 

ho, now my glory smear’d in dust and 
blood ! 

My parks, my walks, my raanois that I had, 

Even now forsake me; and, of all my 
lands, 

Is nothing left me, but my body’s length. 

Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth 
and dust ? 

And, live we how we can, yet die we must. 
Enter Oxford and Somerset. 

Som, Ah, Warwick, Warwick ! wert thou 
as we are, 

We might recover all our loss again. so 

The quee^i from France hath brought a 
puissaiit power ; 

Even now we heard the news. Ah, couldst 
thou fly ! 

War, Why, then I would not fly. — Ah, 
Montague ! 

If thou be there, sweet brother, take my 
hand, 

And with thy lips keep in my soul awhile. 

Thou lov’st me not; for, brother, if thou 
didst. 

Thy tears would wash this cgld congealed 
blood. 

That glues my lips, and will not let me speak. 

Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead. 

Som. Ah, Warwick ! Montague hath 
breath’d his last ; 40 

And to the latest gasp cried out for Warwick, 

And said — Commend ^ me to my valiant 
brother.” 

And more he-would have said ; and more he 


Scene III. — Another Part of the Field. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward wi triumph; 
with Clarence, Glostkr, and die rest, 

K. Edw. Thus far our fortune keeps an 
upward coui’se. 

And we j^^^gi'ac’d with wreaths of victory. 
But, in the midst of this bright-shining day, 

I spy a black, suspicious, threat’ning cloud. 
That will encounter with our glorious sun, 
Ere he attain his easeful western l)ed : 

I mean, my lords, those i)0wei*8, that the 
queen 

Hath rais’d in Gallia, have arnv’d our coast, 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

Clar. A little gale will soon disperse that 
cloud, 10 

And blow it to tho source from whence it 
came : 

Thy very beams will dry those vapouns up. 
For every cloud engenders not a storm. 

Olo. The queen is valu’d thirty thousand 
strong, 

And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her ; 

If she have time to breathe, l)r well-assur’d, 
Her faction will be full as strong as ours. 

K, Edw, We are advertis’d by our loving 
friends. 

That they do hold their coiu’se toward 
Tewksbury. 

We, having now the best at Barnet field, » 
Will thither straight, for willingness rids 
way; 

And, iis we march, our strength will be 
augmented 

In every county as we go along. — 

Strike up the drum! cry— Courage! and 
away. [Flourish, Exeunt 


Scene IV. — Plains near Tewksbury, 

March, Enter Queen Margaret, Prince 
I Edward, Somerset, Oxford, and Soldiers, 


Which sounded like a cannon in a vault. 
That mought not be distinguish’d ; but, at last, 
I well might hear, deliver’d with a groan, — 

“ O, farewell, Warwick 1 ” 

War, Sweet rest his soul ! — Fly, lords, and 
save yourselves ; 

y# Warwick bids you all farewell, to meet 
; . - in heaven. 

f. Away, away, to meet th 
^eat power! • 

[Exmnt^ hearmg Warwi 


Q, Mar, Great lords, wise men ne’er sit 
and wail their loss, 

But cheerly seek how to redress their harms. 
What though the mast be now blown ovei> 
boai^, 

The cable broke, the holding-anchor lost. 

And half our sailors swallow’d in the flood ; 
Yet Hves our pilot still ; is ’t meet that he 
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad, 
With tearful eyes add water, to the sea, 

And give more strength to that which ha^ 
too much ; 
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. KING HENRY VL—PART III. 


SCENK V. 


Whiles in his moan tlie ship splits on the rock 
Which industry and counige might have 
sav’d ? 1 

Ah, what a shame ! ah, what a fault were this 
Say, Warwick was our anchor ; what of that 
And Montague our topmast ; what of him 1 
Our slaughtered friends tacl^5,J what o1 
tliese ? 

Why, is not Oxford here another anchor. 
And Somerset another goodly mast 1 
The friends of France our shrouds and tack- 
lings ? 

And, though unskilful, why not Ned and I 
For once allow’d the skilful pilot’s charge ? a 
We will not from the helm, to sit and weep, 
But keep our course, though the rough wind 
say no, 

From shelves and rocks that threaten us with 
wrack. 

As good to chide the waves, as s]ieak them fair. 
And what is Edward but a mthless sea 1 
What Clarence but a quicksand of deceit ? 
And Richard but a ragged fatal rock ? 

All these the enemies to our poor bark. 

you can ; alas ! ’t is but a while : 
Tr^ on the sand ; why, there you quickly 
sink : ao 

Bestride the rock ; the tide will wash you off. 
Or else you famish ; that ’s a threefold death. 

V /This speak I, lords, to let you understand, 

. case some one of you would fly from us, 
That there’s no hop’d-for mercy with the 
brotheie, 

IforO with ruthless waves, with sands, 
and i-ocks. 

Why, courage, then ! what cannot be avoided, 
i > *T were childish weakness to lament, or fear. 
jPrince. Methinks, a woman of this valiant 
spiiit 

iShould, if a coward heard her s})eak these 
words, 40 

> bis breast with magnanimity, 

kim, naked, foil a man at arms, 
not this as doubting any here ; 

For, did I but suspect a fearful man, 
should have leave to go away betimes, 
Lest, in our need, he might infect another, 
And make him of like spiiit to himself. 

If any such be here, — as God forbid I — 

Let him depart before we need his help. 

Women and children of so high a 
courage, * » 

And warriora faint I why, ’t were perpetual 
shame. — 

0 brave young prince I thy fmous grand- 
father 

Both live again in thee : long may’st thou 
Jive, 


To bear liis image, and renew his glories ! 

So7/k And lie, that will not fight for such 
a hope 

Go liome to bed, and, like the owl by day, 

If he arise, be mock’d and wonder’d at. 

Q, Mar. Thanks, gentle Somei'set : — sweet 
Oxford, thanks. » 

Frince. And take his thanks, that yet hath 
nothing else. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at 
hand, ^ eo 

Ready to fight : therefore, be resolute, t 
1 thought no less : it is his policy 
To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he ’s deceived : we are in readi- 
ness. f 

Q. Mar. This cheers my heart to see your 
forwardness. 

Oxf. Here jiitch our battle ; hence we will 
not budge. 

Flourish arul March. Enter King Edward, 
Clarence, Gloster, arid Forces. 

K Edw. Brave followers, .yonefer stands 
the thorny wood, 

Which, by the heavens’ assistance and ‘^your 
strength, 

Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 

I need not add more fuel to your fire, 

For, well I wot, ye blaze to bum them out 
Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords ! 

Q. Mar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, 
what I should say, 

My tears gainsay ; for every word I speak, 

Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. 
TherefoiTi, no more but this : — Henry, your 
sovereign. 

Is prisoner to the foe ; his state usurp’d, 

His realm a slaughter-house, his subjects 
slain, 

His statutes cancell’d, and his treasure spent ; 
And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil. 
You fight in justice : then, in God’s name, 
lords, ’ ai 

Be valiant, and give signal to the fight 

[Exeunt both Armies 


Scene V. — Another Part of the Same. 

Alarums : Excursions : and afterwards a iBs- 
treat. Then enter King Edward, Clarrnoib, 
QtU>STi&VL^and Forces ; m^f^tessnMARGAjRR, 
Oxford, ayid Somerset, prisoners, 

K Edw. Now, here a period of tumultumiB 
broils. 
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Act V. 


KING HENRY VI-^PART HI. 


Scene V. 


Away with Oxford to Ham’s Castle stiuight : 

For Somerset, off with his guilty head. 

Go, bear them hence : I will not hear them 
speak. 

Oxf, For my part, I’ll not trouble thee 
with words. 

Som, Nor I; but stoop with patience to 
my foi*tune. 

[Exetmt Oxford arid Somerset, guxt/rded. 

Q, Mar, So pail; we sadly in this troublous 
world. 

To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 

K, Edw, Is piDclamation n^ade, that who 
finds Edward 

Shall have a high reward, and he his life 1 lo 

Glo, It is ; and lo, where youthful Edward 
comes 

Ent 0 r Soldiers, with Frvuce Edward. 

K, Edw. Bring forth the gallant : let us 
hear him speak. 

What 1 can so young a thorn begin to prick 1 

Edward, what satisfaction canst thou make, 

For baring arms, for stin-ing up my subjects, 

And all ^he trouble thou hast turn’d me to ? 

Prince, Sjx^ik like a subject, proud ambi- 
tious York. 

Suppose, that I am now my father’s mouth : 

Resign thy chair, and where I stand kneel 
thou, 

Whilst 1 propose the selfsame words to thee, 

Which,, traitpr, thou wouldst have me answer 
to. 21 

Q, Mar. Ah, that thy father had been so 
resolv’d ! 

Glo, That you might still have worn the 
petticoat, * 

And ne’er have stol’n the breech from Lan- 
caster. 

Prince. Let ^sop fable in a winter’s night ; 

His currish riddles sort not with this place. 

Gh. By Heaven, brat, I ’ll plague you for 
that word. 

Q. Mar, Ay, thou wast bom to be a plague 
to men. 

Gh. For God’s sake, take away this captive 
scold. 

Prince. Nay, take away this scolding crook- 
back, rather. » 

JT. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm 
your tongue. 

Chur. Untutor’d lad, thou ai*t too malapert. 

Prince. I ktfbw my duty ; you are all un- 
dutiful. 

Liadvious Edward, — and thou peijuFJ 
George, . 

A&d thou misshapen Dick, — I tell ye all, 
your better, traitor^ as ye are; 


And thou usurp’st my father’s right and mine. 

K. Edw. Take that, the likeness of this 
railer here. [Stabs him. 

Glo. Sprawl’st thou ? take that, to end thy 
agony. [Stabs him. 

Clar. ^nd there ’s for twitting me with 
Dednry. [Stabs him. 

Q, J/iin O, kill me too! 4i 

Glo. MaiTy, and shall. [Offers to kill her. 

K. Edw, Hold, Richard, nold ! for we have 
done too much. 

Gh. Why should she live, to fill the world 
with words? 

K. Edw. What ! doth she swoon use 
means for her recovery. 

Glo. Clarence, excuse me to the king, my 
brother. 

I’ll hence to London on a serious matter ; 

Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news. 

Glar. What? what? 

Glo. The Tower ! the Tower ! [Exit. 

' Q. Mar. O Ned I sweet Ned I speak to thy 
mother^ <6oy : w 

Canst thou not speak 1 — O traitors ! mur- 
derers 1 

They that stabb’d Caasar shed no blood at all. 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame, 

If this foul deed were by to equal it ; 

He was a man ; this, in respect, a child ; 

And men ne’er spend their fury on a child. 
What’s worse than murderer, tliat I may 
name it ? 

No, no ; my heart will buret, an if I speak ; 
And I will speak, that so my heart may 
buret. — 

Butchers and villains ! bloody cannibals I 
How sweet a ])lant have you untimely cropp’d 1 
You have no children, butchers ! if you had. 
The thought of them would have stirr’d up 
remoree : , 

But, if you ever chance to have a child. 

Look in his youth to have him ho cut off, 

As, deathsmen, you have rid this sweet young 
prince 1 

K. Edw. Away with her I go, bear hefr^ 
hence perforce. 

Q. Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, des- 
patch me here : 

Here sheathe thy sword, I ’ll pardon thee my 
death. w 

What I wilt thou not ? — then, Clarence, do it 
thou. 

Clar, By Heaven, I will not do thee so 
much ease. 

Q. Mar. Good Clarence, do; sweet Clarence, • 
do thou do it. 

Chur. Didst thou not heai' me swear 1 
would not do it ? 



Act y. 
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SCENtt VI, 


Q, Mm\ Ay, but thou usest to forsweai* 
thyself : 

*T was sin before, but now ^t is charity. 

What ! wilt thou not 1 Where is that deviPs 
butcher, 

Hard-fa vour’d Richard ? Richard, where art 
thou 1 

Thou art not here : lutfrder* is^^y alms- 
deed ; 

Petitioners for blood thou ne’er putt’st 
, back. » 

A. Edv), Away, 1 say 1 I charge ye, bear 
her hence. 

<2. Mar, So come to you, and yours, as to 
tliis prince ! \_ExU, 

K, Ed%o, Where ’« Richard gone ? 

Clar, To London, all in post ; and, as I 
guess, 

Td make a blooily supjKjr in the Tower. 

K, Edw. Ho ’.s sudden, if a thing comes in 
his head. 

Now march we hence : discharge the common 
sort 

With p»iy and thanks, and let’s away to 
Londoiv 

And see om’*^ntle queen how well she 
fares : ^ 

By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. ao 

[Exeunt. 


Scene VI. — London. A Room in the 
Tower. 

King Henby is discovered sitting mth a hook 
in his handy the Lieutenant attending. 
Enter Gloster. 

i Glo. Good day, my lord. What ! at your 
book so hard ? 

. JT* Men, Ay, my gooti lord : my lord, I 
should say rather; 

sin to flatter ; good was little better : 

Cbdd Gloster, and good devil, were alike, 

both preposterous ; therefore, not good 
lord. 

Glo. Sirrah, leave us to oui'selves : we rauit 
confer. [Eocit Lieutenant. 

K. Hen. So flies the reckless shepherd 
from the wolf ; 

So fli’st the harmless sheep doth yield hia 
fleece. 

And next his throat unto the butcher's 
knife. — 

What scene of death hath Roscius now to act 1 
Gh, Suspicion always haunts the gtiilty 
mind ; n 

The thief doth fear each bosh an officer. 


K, lien. The bird, that hath been limed in 
a bush, ^ 

With trembling win^ misdoubteth eveiy 
bush ; 

And I, the hapless male to oqe sweet bird, 
Have now the fatal object in my eye, 

Where my poor young was lim’d, was caught, 
and kill’d. 

Glo, Why, what a peevish fool was that of 
Ci*ete, 

That taught his son the office of a fowl ? 

And yet, for all his wings, the fool was 
drown’d. » 

K, Hen, I, Dsedalus ; my poor boy, Icarus ; 
Thy father, Minos, that denied our course; 
The sun, that sear’d the wings of my sweet 
boy, 

Thy brother l^dward ; and thyself, the sea, 
Whose envious gulf did swallow up his We. 
Ah \ kill me with thy weapon, not with 
words. 

My breast can better brook thy dagger’s 
point, 

Than can my ears that tragic history. 

But wherefore dost thou come is ’t for my 
life? t., ^ 

Glo. Think’st thou I am an executioner ? 

K. Hen. A persecutor, I am sure, thou 
art : 

If murdering innocents be executing. 

Why, then thou art an executioner. 

Gh, Thy son I kill’d for his presumption. 
K. Hen, Hadst thou been kill’d, wllen first 
thou didst presume, 

Thou hadst not liv’d to kill a son of mine. 
And thus I prophesy, — that many a thousand. 
Which now mistiiist no j)arcel of my fear, 
And many an old man’s sigh, and many a> 
widow’s, 

And many an orphan’s water-standing eye,— 
Men for their sons’, wives for their husbands’,. 
Orphans for their jmrents’ timeless death, --if- 
Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast 
born. 

The owl shriek’d at thy birth, an evil si^ ; 
The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time ; 
Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempest shook 
down trees ; . 

The raven rook’d her on the cliimpey’s top, 
And chattering pies in dismal disco^a 
sung. 

Thy mother felt more than a mothei^s pain, 
And yet brought forth less than a mother’s ' 
hope; - vr 

To wit, — au indigested and deformed luxnpit 
Not like the fruit of such a goodly tim 
Teeth hadst '^thou in thy head, when thotll 
wast bom, " , c 



Act V. 


KING HENRY VI— PART III 


Scene VII. 


To signify, thou earnest to bite the world : 
And, if the rest be tme which I have heard, 
I^ou cam’st — * 

Gh. I^li hear no more;— die, prophet, in 
thy speech : . Atm. 

> Por this, amongst the rest, was I ordain’d. 

JT. Hm, Ay, and for much more slaughter 
after this. 

O ! God forgive my sins, and pardon thee, w 

\pie8. 

Glo, What! will the aspiring blood of 
Lancaster 

Sink in the ground? I thought it would 
, have mounted. 

See, how my sword weeps for the poor king’s 
death 1 

0, may such purple tears be always shed 
Prom those that wish the downfall of our 

house 1 — 

If any spark of life be yet i-emainiiig, 

Down, down to hell; and say I sent thee 
thither ; him again. 

1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear. 
Indeed, ’t is tnie, that Henry told me of ; 

For I have often heard my mother say, ro 
I came iiftto the world with my legs forwaid. 
Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste, 
And seek their ruin that usurp’d our 

right ? 

The midwife wonder’d ; and tlie women 
cried, 

O, Jesus bless ns, he is born with teeth !” 
And so I was ; which plainly signified 
That I should snarl, and bite, and play the 
dog. 

Then, since the heavens liave shai)’<l my body 
so, 

Let hell make crook’d my min<l to answer it. 

I have no brother, I am like no brother ; 

And this word love, which greybeards call 
divine, 

Be resident in men like one another, 

Ahd not in me : I am myself alone. — 
Clarence, beware : thou keep’st mo from the 
light; 

But I will sort a pitchy day for thee ; 

For I will buz abroad such prophecies. 

That !pdwai*d shall be fearful of his life ; 

/And then, purge his fear. I’ll be thy 
death. 

King Henry, and the prince his son, aro 
gone : 

Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the 
rest; w 

Counting myself but bad, till I be best. — 

I’li throw thy body iu; another I'^om, 

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. 

. fAe hady. 


Scene VIL — The Same. A Room in the 

Palace. 

Ki/ng Edward is disco ceral sitting on his 
throne ; Quern ELiZABm'ii xoith itie ii^ant 
Prince^ Clarence, Gloster, Hastings, and 
othsTSy near him. 

K. Once more wo sit in Englar^d’s 

royal throne, * 

RC'purchas’d with the blood of enemies. 

What valiant foemen, like to autumn’s corn. 
Have we mow’d down, in tops of all their 
pride 1 

Three Dukes of Somei-set, threefold renown’d 
For liardy and undoubted champions ; 

Two Clifibrds, as the father and the son ; 

And two Northumberlands : two braver 
men 

Ne’er spurr’d their coursei’s at the trumpet’s 
sound ; 

With them, the two brave bears, Warwick 
and Montague, lo 

That in their chains fetter’d the kingly lion. 
And made the forest tremble when they 
roar’d. ^ t 

Thus have we swept suspicion fi’om our seat, ' 
And made our footstool of security. — 

Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my 
boy. — 

Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles, and 
myself. 

Have in our armours watch’d the wintei^’a 
night, 

Went all a-foot in .summer’s scalding heat, 
That thou might’st repossess the.) crown in 
peace ; 

And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain. 
Glo. [Aside.'] I’ll blast his harvest, if your 
head were laid ; n 

For yet 1 am not look’d on in the world. 

This shoulder was ordain’d so thick, to heave ; 
And heave it shall some weight, or break my 
back. — 

Work thou tlie way, — and tliou shalt execute. 
K. Edw. Clarence, and Gloster, love ray 
lovely queen. 

And kiss your princely nephew, brothers' 
both. 

Clar. The duty, that I owe unto your 
majesty, 

I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe. 

Q. Eliz. Thanks, noble Clarence, worthy 
brother, thanks. ao 

Glo. And, that I love the tree from whence 
thou sprang’st. 

Witness the loving kiss I give the fniit. — 
[Aside.] To say the truth, so Judas kiss’d his 
master. 



Act V. 


KING HENRY VL— PART III. 


Scene VIL 


And cried — All hail ! when as he meant — all And hither have they sent it for her ransom., 
harm. K, Edw. Away with her, and waft her 

K, Edw, Now am I seated as my soul hence to France. — a 

delights, And now what rests, but that we spei^d the time 

Having my country’s peace, and brothers' j With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shows, 
loves. j Such as befits the pleasure of *the court? 

♦ Clat. What will your gmce have done with Sound, drums and trumpets ! — farewell, sour 
Margaret ? ^ annoy ' 

Reignier, her father, to the King of France |*For here I hope, begins our lasting joy. 

Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jerusalem, [Exeuni, 
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Fbom the besieged Ardea all in post, 

Borne by the trustless wings ot false desire, 
Lust>breathed Tarquin leaves the Roman host, 
And to Collatium bears the lightless fire 
Which, in pale embers hid, lurks to aspire. 
And girdle with embracing flames the waist 
Of GoUatiiie’s fair love, Lucrece the chaste. 

Haply that name of chaste unhappily set 
This bateless edge on his keen appetite ; 
When Collatine unwisely did not' let lo 
To praise the clear unmatched red and white 
Which triumph'd in that sky of his delight ; 
Where mortal stars, as bright as heaven's 
beauties. 

With pure aspects did him peculiar duties. 

For he the^night before, in Tar([uiii’s tent, 
Unlock'd tne treasure of his happy state ; 
What priceless wealth the heavens had him lent 
In the possession of his beauteous mate : 
Beckoning his fortune at such high-proud rate, 
That kings might be espoused to more 
fame, ao 

But king nor peer to such a peerless dame. 

0 happiness enjoy'd but of a few' ! 

And, if possess’d, as soon decay'd and done. 
As is the morning's silver-melting dew 
Against the golden splendour of the sun ; 

An expir'd date, cancell'd ere well begun : 
Honour and beauty, in the owner's arms, 
Ate weakly fortress'd from a world of harms. 

Beauty iteelf doth of itself persuade 
The/eyes of men without an orator ; » 

What needeth then apologies be made 
Tp ^ forth that which is so singular 1 
Or ^hy is Collatine the publisher 
Of that rich jewel he should keep unknown 
. thievM ears, because it is his own? 

Per^nce his boast of Lucrece' sovereignty 
Suggested this proud issue of a king; 

For by our ears our hearts oft tainted be : 
PerdiancG that envy of so rich a thing, 
Braving compare, disdainfully did sting 40 

Hill high-pitch'd thoughts, that meaner men 
should vaunt « 

That golden hap which their superiors want 


But some untimely thought did instigate 
His all-too-timeless speed, if none of those : 

His honour, his affaii’s, his friends, his state. 
Neglected all, with swift intent he goes 
To quench the coal which in his liver glows, 

0 rash-false heat, wrapp’d in repentant cold. 
Thy hasty .spring stfll blasts, and ne’er 
grows old ! 

When at Collatium this false lord arriv'd, sa 
Well was he welcom'd by the Boman dame. 
Within whose face beauty and virtue striv'd 
Which of them both should underprop her 
fame : 

When virtue bragg'd, beauty would blush for 
shame ; 

When beauty boasted blushes, in despite 
Virtue would stain that or wi^ii silver white^ 

But beauty, in that white intituled, 

From Venus' doves doth challenge that fair 
field ; 

Then virtue claims from beauty beauty's red. 
Which virtue gave the golden age to gild «» 
Their silver cheeks, and call'd it then their 
shield ; 

Teaching them thus to use it in the fight, — 
When shame assail'd, the red should fence 
the white. 

This heraldry in Lucrece' face was seen, 

Argu'd by beauty's red, and virtue's white : 

Of either's colour was the other queen, 

Proving from world’s minority their right ; 

Yet their ambition makes them still te 
fight ; 

The sovereignty of either being so great, 

That oft they interchange each other'a 
seat, yo* - 

This silent war of lilies and of roses, 

Which Tarquin view'd in her fair face'si 
field, 

In their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses ; 
Where, lest between them both it should be* 
kill'd, ^ 

The coward captive vanquished doth yield ^ 

To those two armies, that would let hiim ^ 
go, 

Bather than triumph in so false a foe. 


.k«o 
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Now tliink 9 he^ that her husband’s shallow 
tongue — 

The uiggani prodigal that prais’d her so— 

In that high task hath clone her beauty 
wrong, 80 

Which far exceeds his harron skill to show : 

Therefore tliat pmise which Oollatine doth 
owe , 

Enchanted Tarquin answei-s with surmise, 
In silent wonder of still-gazing eyes. 

This earthly saint, adored by this devil, 

Little suspecteth the false worshipper ; 

For unstain’d thoughts do seldom dream on 
evil. 

Birds never lim’d no secret buslies fear : 

So guiltless she securely gives good cheer, 

And reverent welcome to her princely guest. 
Whose inward ill no outward liarm ex- 
press’d : n 


For then is Tarquin brought imto bis bed,;^ iir Vi 
Intending weariness with heavy apri]^t ; . S 
For after supper long he questions ’ -r ^ i 
With modest Lucrece, and wore out the 
Now leaden slumber with life’s strengtjk 4 o^ v 
figK , 

And every one to rest themselves betake,: 
Save thieves, and cares, and troubled 
that wake. • 

As one of which doth Taitjuin lie revolving 
The sundry dangers of liis will’s obtain^g/j^ 
Yet ever to oJ)tain his will i*esolving, ; , y * 
Though weak-built hopes peisuade 

abstaining : ' 

Despair to gain doth traffic oft for gaining 4 
And when gi*eat ti'easure is the meed nip- 
pos’d,f ' 

Though death be adjunct, there ’s no dWib 
suppos’d. 


For that he colour’d with his high estate, 
Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty ; 

That nothing in him seem’d inordinate, 

Save sometim^too much wonder of his eye, 
Which, havin^ll, all could not satisfy ; 

But, iK)orly rich, so waliteth in his store. 

That, cloy'd with much, he pineth still for 
more. 

But she, that never cop’d witli stranger eyes, 
Oould pick no meaning from their parling 
looks, 100 

Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies 
Writ in the glassy margoiits of such books : 
She touch’d no unknown baits, nor fear’d no 
hooks ; 

^gr could she moralise his wanton sight, 

; V- Mbt?o ; than his eyes were open’d to the 
light. * 

He eibries to her ears her husband’s fame, 
W^bn in the fields of fruitful Italy ; 

^Jlild decks with praises Collatine’s high name, 
Hadd glorious by his manly chiValry 
With DiPised arms and wreaths of victory : no 

Her joy with heav’d-up hand she doth 
express. 

And, wordl^ so greets heaven for his 
success. 


Tliose that much covet are with gain so fond, 
That what they have notj that which they 
possess, 

They scatter and unloose it from tl^pir bond, 
And so, by hoping more, they brave but less ; 
Or, gaining more, the ])rofit of excess 
Is but to surfeit, and such griefs sustain, 
That they prove bankrupt in tliis pooiMich 
I gain. lid 

Tlie aim of all is but to nuree the life 
I With honour, we.alth, and ease, in waning age j 
And in this aim there is such thwarting strif^ r'' 
That one for all, or all for one we gage j 
As life for honour in fell battle’s rage ; 

Honour for wealth ; and oft that wealtill 
loth cost 

The death of all, and all together lost. 

So that in venturing ill we leave to be > . ’ . 

The things we are for that which we expbct-^j 
And this ambitious foul infirmity, 

In having much, torments us with defect 
Of that we have : so then we do neglect , ] V 
Tlie thing we have; and, aD for 

wit, , ' , ■ 

Make something nothing, by augmentmi^ifeVj 


Far from the purpo^ of his coming thither, 

He makes excuses for his being there : 

No cloudy show of stormy blusteiing weather 
Doth yet in his fair wellun once apjiear ; 
sable Night, mother of dread and fear, 
Upon the world dim darkness dioth display, 
And in her vaulty prison stows the Day. [ 


Such hazard now must doting Tajrquin 
Pawning his honour to obtain his 
And for himself himself He must fpraake : 
Then where is truth, if there be no self t^lt 
Wlien shall he think to find a j 

When he himself himself cgnfoiin$> j^. 

To slanderous tongues, and wretehw^ 
days? V'. 
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^ the time the dead of nighty 
heavy sleep had clos’d up mortal eyes 

* jEfcf eojooi^rtable star did lend his light, 

, but owls’ and wolves’ death-boding 

* cries i 

'Sfow serves the season that they may surprise 
silly lambs; pure thoughts ai'o dead 
, ^ dnd still, 

v?)lile lust and murder walrr s to stain and 
' kill. 

And iiiOtv this lustful lord leap’d fi’om his 

Throwing his mantle rudely o’ci^his arm ; no 
Is inadly toss’d between desire and dread ; 

Th’ one sweetly flatters, th* other feareth 
harm ; 

But honest Fear, l)e witch’d with lust's foul 
' » charm, 

Both too-too oft betake him to retire, 
Beaten away by brain-sick rude Desire. 

' His falchion on a flint ho softly smiteth, 

That from the cold stone sparks of fire do 

Whereat a%axen toixh fcHliwitli he lighteth, 
Which must be lode-star to his lustful eye ; 
And to the flame thus speaks jidvisedly ; i^o 
As from this cold flint I enforc’d this fire. 
So Lucrece must 1 force to my desire.” 


Here pal^ with fear he doth premeditate 
The dangei^s of his loathsome eiitorj)ri&e, 

^id in his inward mind he doth debate 
What following soitow may on this arise : 
Then looking scornfully, he doth despise 
His naked armour of still-slaughter'd lust, 
And justly thus controls his thoughts 
unjust 


|*air forch, bum out thy light, and lend it 

• * pot m 

To dni^kep her whose light excelleth thine ; 
And 4^ unhallow’d thoughts, before you blot 
Wi<li your uncleanness that which is divine , 
pure incense to so pure a shrine . 

X^et fair humanity abhor the deed 

spots and stains love’s modest snow- 
white weed. 


0 shame to knighthood and to shining arms ! 
0 jpoul dishonour to my household’s gi-ave ! 

Q {pi|dotni act, including all foul harms I 

f ial man to be soft fancy’s slave ! aoo 

dour $till a tme respect should have ; 
pDiy digression is so vile, sodms^ 
will live engraven in my face. 

U 


" Yea, though I die, the scandal will survive, 
And be an eyesore in my golden coat I 
Borne loathsome dash the herald will opntrive. 
To cipher me how fondly I did dot» ; 

That my posterity, sham’d with the npte, 

Shall 001*86 my bones, and hold it for 
no sin 

To wiciMbftt I their father had not bin. sio 

What win I, if I gain the thing I seek 1 
A dream, a breath, a frotli of fleeting joy. 

Who buys a minute’s mirth to wail a week, 

Or sells eternity to get a toy 1 
For one sweet grape who will the vine destroy ? 
Or what fond beggar, but to touch the 
crown, 

Would with the sceptre straight be atmeken . 
down ? 

“ If Collatinus dream of my intent, 

Will he not wake, and in a desperate rage 
Post liither, this vile purpose to prevent ) xse, 
This siege that hath engii-t his marriage. 

This blur to youth, this 8on*ow to the sage, 
This dying virtue, this surviving sbamfv 
Whose crime will bear av‘ evev-dunng/ 
blame ? 

“ 0 ! what excuse can my invention make, 
When thou shalt charge me with so black a 
deed ? 

Will not my tongue be mute, my fmil joints v 
shake, 

Mine eyes forego tliqir light, my false hearts 
bleed 1 

The guilt being great, the fear doth (stilli 
exceed ; 

And extreme fear can neitlier fight nor lly^ 
But coward-like with trembling terro^jpij^ 

‘‘ Had Collatinus kill’d my son or aive,/* 

Or lain in ambush to betixiy my life, 

Or were he not my deal* friend, tips desire- 
Might have excuse to work upon his wife, 

As in revenge or quittal of such strife ; 

But as he is my kinsman, my dear friend, 
The shame and fault finds no excuse nor 
end. 

Shameful it is ; — ay, if tlie fact be known : 
Hateful it is ; — ^ere is no hate in loving : m 
I ’ll beg her love ; — but she is not her own : 

The worst is but denial, and reproving. 

My will is strong, past reason’s weak remov- 
ing* , 

Who fears a sentence, or an old man a 
saw, 

Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe.” 
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Thus, grac(>U?sS; holds l»p dispntutioii 
Twt'oii fi*oz(ui roiiscioiico and liot-lHiriiiug 
will, 

And with good thoughts niakos dispensation, 
ITrging tin* worsoi* sense for \aiitage still ; 
Wliieh in a moment doth eontdnnd and kill 
All pun; (‘H‘eets, and tlotli so tar prueisah 
'fliat wliat is \il(‘ sl^ws virtuous 

d(‘ed. 

(.Juoth he : ‘‘ SIk^ took me kimlly hy (he hand, 
And gazM for tidings in my eag(‘r eyes, 
h\‘aring soim* hanl n(‘ws from (la* warliki; 
hand, 

Wlu're h<‘r lafloved (hllatinus lies. 

(), how Jier tear did Juak(‘ lu'r colour rise I 
First retl as ros(‘s that on lawn we lay, 
Then wliiti; as lawn, the roses look away. 

‘Ami Imw lu'i* hand, in my 

hck'd, -v> 

For<;’d it to ti’e.mhh*. with her loyal feai* ! 
\\’hicli struck Inn* sail, and then it faster 
rockM, 

("ntil ]a;r husband’s W(;lfare slie did hear; 
V^duu’eat slie 1?it.il<‘d with so sw(;et a <*heer, 
That had Narcissus s(*en Inn* as she stiHMl, 
H(‘lf-lov(; liad never drown’d liim in the 
tlood. 

Why limit 1 tln*n for colour or exeuses ' 

All orators are dumb wlieii h(*autv pleadeth : 
Poor WTetches havt^ jaunorse in jioor ahus(\s : 
Love thrives not in the lieart that shadows 
dreadcth : --m 

Alfeetiim is my (captain, and Ik* h^adi'lli ; 

Ami when Ids gaudy banner is disphu 'd, 
Tiu* coward tiglits, and will not he dismay'd. 

Then, childisii fear, avaunt ! debating, dit* ! 
Respect and ri'a-son, vvait on wrinkled ag(* ! 

My Jieart shall never eonntm’inand inim* 
(‘ye : ' 

8ad pause and dec*]) i'(‘gard best^ian tlK‘ sage : 
Aly part is youth, and heats t]i(‘se from tim 
stage. 

D(.;sire iiiy pilot is, ]»eauty my ]»rize ; 

TJien, W'lio fears sinking wlnre such 
treasure lies 't ” -..ni 

As corn o’ergrown by weeils, so heedful tear 
.Is almost cliok’d by unresist(*d lust. 

Aw’ay lie st(;alH with open list(‘ning ear. 

Full of foul liopc;, and full of foml mistrust; 
l>oUi w hich, as sc^rvitors to tin* unjust, 

So ci'oss him wdtli their (Opposite pm suasion, 
Tliut now^ he vows a league, ?iud now in- 
vasion. 


Within Iris thought lier heavi^Mily ^iinUigO r 
And in the .stdfsame seat sits (Jol latino : ,v 

That eye wJiich looks on Jier confounds TiiS’ - 
w'its ; *'■ . 

Thai eye w hich him beholds, ius ii^ore diyino, >’ 
Unto a view .so false will not incline ; ^ 

Rut with a [mn; ajipeal .seeks to the hear^, 
WTiich, once eorrujited, takes the worser 
part; 

Ami tlierein ]i(‘artens up his servile })owcr.s, j 
WTio, ilattt*r’4l hy Ilnur h‘ader's joirund show%* 
»^tulf u]) his lust, as niiniiti‘S till up hours; 

And as tlu'ir captain, so th(*ir pri<l(i dotli grow, 
leaving mon; slavi.di tribute tiian they owx;. 
i>y reprobate* d4*sir(.* thus madly led, i**) 
Tin; Roman lord niarclieth to Liicrece’ lied. 

Idle lo(;ks lie.wism her chamber and Lis will, 
Fai;Ii one ly him enforc’d, r(‘tir(;s his ward ; 

R*ut as tln;y open tln‘y all rate liis ill, 

WTiicli driv(‘.s the er(;e])iiig tliief to some 
r<‘ganl 

The tliresiiold grat{‘S tin; door to liave him 
lieard ; 

Niglit- wandering wcmsi'Is shriek, to see him 
I there ; 

I TIn»y fright him, yet in* still ]m]-su(;s liis 
fi'ar, 

.As (‘aeh unwdlling portal yields liim wuiy, 
ddu’ough little vents and crannies of the [dace 
The wind wars with Ids torch, to make him 
stay, 311 

.\ml blows tin* smok<* of it into Ids face, 
Fxtinguisld ng his comhici in this (^ase ; 

Rut Ills hot ln*a!-(:, Avhicli foml desire^ doth 
s(X>rch, 

JTitfs forth another wind that tir(‘S the 
torcli : 

And Iieing lighted, ])y tlie light he spi(‘s 
Lncretia’s glovt*, wdiereiji ln;r inuxlle sticks : 
lie takes it from the rushes wliere it lies, 

Ami griping it, tin; ii(‘edle Ids linger [irioks; 

As wlio should say, “This glovi; to wanton 
tricks n-jj 

Is not inur’d ; rctiii'U again in haste ; 

TIiou .s(‘est our mistress’ ornam(;nts are 
cliaste.” 

Rut all tlie.se poor forhiddings could not stay 
him ; 

He in the worst sense constinies their denial: 
TJie doors, the wind, tlie glove, that did 
delay him, 

He takcis for aecidtmtal things of trial, 

Or as those bars which stop the hourly dial, 



LlTCiJKCVE. 


"'.f a iing’x'in" stay his cnuiVie dotli let, j 
7 . V every mimite i)fiys the hour Jiis debt. 

so/^ quoth Iio ; “these lots attend tlie 
time, 

" Like^ little fi^oscs that soinetiine threat tlic ! 
^spring, 

.. Tp a niorc^ rejoicing to th(‘ ])rinu% 

Arid give the sni'aped birds cause to 

sing. 

Pain pays the ineornc of each ])r(*eious thing ; 1 
* IIug(^ irx^ks, liigii winds, strong pirates, 
sl)elv('s and sands, 

TJie nuTcliant fears, ere rich at home In* 
lands." 

!Now is he eoiiK* unto the chamber-door. 

That shuts him from tin*, lieavcu of his • 
thought. 

Which with a yielding lalcli, and with no 
]nor(% . 

Tlath ba]*»'’d Jiim from (lie blessed thing he | 

SOllgllt. :ao 

So from Jiimself impiety Jiath w rought, , 

That for his ]U’cy to ]>ray In* doth b<‘gin. 

As if the heavens should count euaiiee his ■ 
sin. I 

But in the niMst of his nnfruitfnl [)rayer, i 

ira-ving soiicit(.‘d tlu' cbM iial ])ow(‘r i 

Tliat his foul thoughts }night compass his * 
fair fair, , 

And they w'ould stand auspicious to tin* liour, I 
Even ther(^ lie starts : -qindh In*, “ I must ' 
<h'tlower ; ! 

TJie powei-s t<i Avhom i pray abhor this fa.et, I 
IIow can they then assist me in the act 1 I 


Into the elianib<‘i- wickedly he stalks, 

And gazeth on In r y(‘t unstained bed. 

Tlni euHains being close, about In*, walks, 
Bolling his greexly eyt^balls in his head : 

By their high tn*asoii is Ids heart misled ; 
Wliieh gives the w^atchwa»rd to his hand 
full soon, aro 

1\) d . " tin* e.b ad that hides thc! silv’er 
nuxm. 

I^ook, as the fair and fi(‘rv-point(*d sun. 
Bushing from forth a trloud, b(*r(‘avcs oin* 
sight ; 

Kvcii s«), the curtain <lr;nvn, his ey(‘s b(>guii 
'i V) Aviiik, being bliinUxi witli a gr(*a,t(‘r light : 
Whctln*}* it is that she i*(‘lleets so bright. 

That <l;i/zletlL them, or els(^ some sliann* 

SU})pOS(* 

But blind they are, and keep themselves 
encIos(Ml. 

t) i had they in tliat darksonu*- pi ison died, 
Then had they s('(*n tin* j)ei iod of their ill : 
'riieiL Ckdlatiiie again, by Lncreee’ sid<*, 

In his cl(*/ir bed might have i'r*i)Os<‘d still : 

JhU. they must op(', this blcs.-.ed league to kill, 
•And iioly thoughted bneici'e (.o tJieir sight 
aMust s<‘ll liei* joy, her life, In'r wr)rl(rs 
delight. 

Her lily hand hei* rosy elieek li(*s under, 

< \»zeidng the jdllow of a lawful kiss ; 

W’lio, therefon* angry. s(*ems tojiart. in snndei', 
SAVelling on (‘ithe?* side, to wa,nt his Idiss ; 
Between whose; hills h<‘r In'ad entomb(‘d is : 
When*, like a virt uous monnm(‘nt, sin* lies. 
To be admii'M of lewd iiuhallowM t‘yes. 


Then Love and Fortuun be my gods, my 
guide ! ::.M 

My will is back’d with >‘(*S()lutiou : 

Thoughts are but dreams, till their <*tlcets be 
trit*d ; 

The blackest sin is ch*{irM with al)Solution : 

Against love’s lire f<*ar’s frost hath dissolutitm. 
The ey(* of ln*aven is out, and misty night 
(k>vers tlie sliame tJiat follows sw'cet 
delight." 

This said, his guilty hand ])luck’d up tin*, latch, 

Ainl with his knt*e the door lie opens wide*. 

Tlie dove sleeps fast that this nightowl w’ill 
eateli : . t*-' i 

Tl)us treason works ere tT*aitors be espied. 

Who sees the lurking serj)eut st(*ps aside ; 

But sh(‘, souikI slee]jing, fe.aring no sucl 
thing, 

Lies at the mercy of his mortal sting. 


j Wilhout the b(‘d her oilier fair hand Avas, 

I On the gn‘cu c()\ crh*t ; whosi* perfect wdiite 
SliOAv’d lik(* an April daisy on tin*, grass, 

: With jieai-ly SAveat, resembling dew" of Jiight. 
Her eyes, like marigolds, laid sheath’d their 
liglit, _ 

And eauoph*d in darkness sweetly lay, 

Till they might o]>ou to adorn ila^ day. 

Her liair, like golden ilir(*ads, play’d Avitli her 
breath ; 

() modi'st Avautons ! Avanton modi'sty I 
Sliowdng lib^’s ti-iumph in tla* map of death. 
Ami death’s dim look in life's mortality ; 

Each in ln*r sleep tln*mselv(*s so beautify, 

As if betAV(H*n them (wain there wen* no 
sti-ife. 

But tlnit life liv’d in death, and death in 
life. 
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Her breasts, like ivory* globes circled with blue, 
A pair of maiden worlds unconquered, 

Save of their lord no bearing yoke they 
knew, 

And him by oath they truly honoured. 4ii 
These woiids in Tarquin new ambition bred 
Who, like a foul usu^r, went about 
From this fair throne "to heave^fte owner 
out. ' 

What could he see, but mightily he noted 1 
What did he note, but strongly he desir’d 1 
What he beheld, on tliat he firmly doted, 

And in his will his wilful eye he tir’d. 

With more than admiration he admir’d 
Ifer azure veins, her alabjister .skin, 

Her coral lips, her snow'-white dimjdcd 
chin. 4: 

As the grim lion fawneth o’er his prey, 
iSharp hunger by the conquest satisfied, 

So o’er this sleeping soul doth Taixpiin stay, 
His nige of lust by gazing qualified ; 

.^Slack’d, not suppress’d ; for standing by her 
side, 

His eye, whibh late this mutiny rcstmins, 
Unto a greater uproar tempts his veins : 

And they, like straggling slaves for pillage 
fighting, 

' Obdurate va.s8als, fell exploits effecting, 

In bloody death and ravishment delighting, 
Nor children’s tears, nor mothers’ gimns 
respecting, «n 

.Swell in their pride, the onset still ox^xictiug: 
Anon his beating heart, alarum striking, 
Gives the hot charge, and bids them do 
their liking. 

His drumming heart cheers up his burning eye. 
His eye commends the leading to his hand ; 

' .His hand, as proud of such a dignity, 

, Smoking with pride, march’d on to mgke his 
stand 

CGn her bare breast, the heart of all her land, 
Whose ranks of blue veins, as his hand 
did scale, m 

Left their round turrets destitute and pale. 

They, .mustering to the quiet cabinet 
W'here their dear governess and lady lies, 

Ho tell her she is dreadfully beset. 

And fright her with confusion of their cries : 
She, much amaz’d, breaks ope her lock’d-up 
eyes, 

Who, peeping forth this tumult to behold, 
Are by his flaming torch dimm’d and 
coutroird. 


Imagine lier as one in dead of 
From foi*th dull sleep by di*eadfiil 
waking, , 

That thinks she hath beheld some 

sprite, ; ^ 

Whose grini aspect set every joint 
What terror ’t is ! but she, in woi’ser t^kingl' 
From sleep disturbed," *heedfully dothtview^ 
The sight which makes supposed 
true. 

Wrapp’d and confounded in a thousand feai^. 
Like to a new-kill’d bird she trembling Hes ; 
She dares hot look; yet, winking, there 
appears 

Quick-shifting anticks, ugly in her eyes : 

Such shadows are the weak brain’s foigeides f 
Who, angry that the eyes fly from their 
lights, 401 

In darkness daunts them with more 
dreadful sights. 

His hand, that yet remains upon her breast, 
(Rude ram to batter such an ivoiy wall,) • 
May feel her heart (poor citizen !) distress’d, ' 
Wounding itself to death, rise up and fall, 
Beating her bulk, that his Jmnd .shakes 
withal. 

This moves in him more rage, and lesser 

pity> 

To make the breach, and enter this sweet 
city. 

First, nko a trumpet, doth his tongue begin 
’fo sound a parley to his heartless foe ; 471 

Who o’er the white sheet peera her whiter 
chin, 

The reason of this msh alarm to know, 

Which he by dumb demeanour seeks to shbie 5 ’ 
But she with vehement prayers urgeth still, 
Under 'what colour he commits this ill. 

r 

Thus he replies : “’Tlie colour in thy face, 

That even for anger makes the lily pale,. 

And the red rose blush at her own disgrace, 
Shall plead for me, and tell my loving tal© .; , ^ 
Under that colour am I come to scale m ' 
Thy never-conquer’d fort : the fault is thine, 
For those thine eyes betray thee unto mine, ' 

' Thus I forestall thee, if thou mean to chide 
Thy beauty hath ensnar'd thee to this night>,. 
Where thou with patience must my will abi<^ 
My will, that marks thee for my eart&^s. 
delight, 

Which I to conquer sought with all toy 
But .as roproof end reason beat it dea^ ' 

, By thy bright beauty. was it newly 


924 



LUORECE. 




see* 'what crosses my attemjit will bring ; 

I know what thorns the gi-owing rose defends ; 
1 |tj^ili| the honey guarded with a sting : 

; " this, beforehand, counsel comprehends ; 
But will is deaf, and heara no heedful friends : 
' 5 'O^ly he hath an eye to gaze on beauty, 

: ^ Ana dotes on \Yhat he looks, 'gfdnst law or 
duty. 

*** I have debated, even in my soul, 

, "What wrong, what shame, what sorrow I 
shall breed ; 

But nothing can afiection^s course control, soo 
Or stop the headlong finy of his speed. 

1 know repentant tears ensue the deed, 
Reproach, disdain, and deadly enmity ; 

Yet strive I to embrace mine infamy.” 

This said, he shakes aloft Ids Roman blade, 
Which, like a falcon towering in the skies 
Ooucheth. tlie fowl below with his wings* 
shade, 

Whose crooked beak threats, if he mount he 
dies : 

So unde^ his insulting falchion lies 

Harmless ' Lucretia, marking wliat he tells 
With trembling fear, as fowl hear falcon’s 
bells. &I1 

** Lucrece,’^ quoth lie, “ this night I must 
enjoy thee : 

If thou deny, then force must work iny 
way, 

yor in thy bed I purpose to destroy thee : 

> That done, some worthless slave of thine I ’ll 
slay, 

To kill thine honour with thy life’s decay ; 
And in thy dead arms do I mean to place 
him, 

^ Swearing I slew him, seeing thee embrace 
» him. 

•‘So thy surviving husband shall remain 
j,The scomful mark of every open eye ; . lao 

Thy kinsmen hang their heads at this disdain, 
Thy issue bluiT’d with nameless bastardy : 
/And thou, the author of their obloquy, 

’ Shalt have thy trespass cited up in rhymes, 
t And sung by children in succeeding times. 

^' But if thou yield, I rest thy secret friend 
. The fault unknoivn is as a thought unacted ; 

' A.Httie harm, done to a groat good end, 

,I?or lawful policy remains enacted. 

jpoisonous simple sometimes 19 compacted 
^ ^ a'ptire compound ; being so applied, mi 
' I 3 & venom in effect is 


“ Then for thy husband and thy children’s sake, 
Tender my suit : bequeath not to their lot 
The shame that from them no device can take, 
The blemish that will never be forgot ; 

Worse than a slavish wijie, or birth-hour’s blot : 
,.i??or marks descried in men’s nativity 
Are, pasture’s fai^’ts, not their own infamy.’^ 

Here with a cockatrice’ dead-killing eye wo 
He rouseth up himself, and makes a pause ; 
While she, the picture of pui'e piety, 

Like a white hind under the gripe’s sharp 
claws, 

Pleads in a wilderness, where are no laws, 

To the rough beast that knows no gentle 
right, 

Nor aught obeys but his foul appetite. 

But when a black-fac’d cloud the world doth 
threat 

In his dim mist tlie aspiring mountains hiding, 
From earth’s dark womb some gentle gust 
doth get, 

Which blows these pitchy vapoum fwirh their 
biding, ' wo 

Hindering their present fall by this dividing t 
So his unhallowed haste her words delays, 
And mood}" Pluto winks, while Orijheiis 
plays. 

Yet, foul night-waking cat, he doth but dally. 
While in his hold-fast foot the weak mouse 
paiiteth : 

Her sad behaviour feeds his vulture folly, 

A swallowing gulf that even in plenty 
wanteth. 

His ear her jirayera admits, but his heart 
granteth 

No iienetrable entrance to her plaining : 
Tears Iiarden lust, though marble wear with 
raining. m 

Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fix’d 
In the remorseless wrinkles of his face ; 

Her modest eloquence with sighs is mix’d, 
Which to her oratory adds more grace. 

She puts the period often from his place ; 

And ’midst the sentence so her accent 
breaks, 

That twice she doth begin, ere once sho 
speaks.' 

She conjures him by high almighty Jove, 

By knighthood, gentry, and sweet friendship’s - 
« oath, 

By her untimely tears, her husband’s love, wo 
By holy human law, and common troth, 

By heaven and earth, and all the power of both, 
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That to his borrow’d bed he make retire, 
And stoop to honour, not to foul desire. 

Quoth she : “ Reward not hospitality 
With such black payment as thou Jiast pre- 
tended ; 

Mud not the fountain ^*at gave^feiink to 
thee j 

Mar not the thing that cannot be amended ; 
End thy ill aim before thy shoot be ended : 
He is no woodman tlhst doth Ixnid his 
bow SN> 

To strike a i)Oor unseasonable doe. 

My husband is thy frieml, for his sake spare 
me ; 

Thyself art' mighty, for tliine own sake leave 
me ; 

Myself a weakling, do not then ensnare me ; 
Thou look’st not like deceit, do not deceive 
me : 

My sighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence to 
heave thee. 

If ever mmi were mov’d with Avoman's 
moans, ^ 

Be moved with my tears, my sighs, my 
groans. 

“All which togethci', like a troubled ocean. 
Beat at thy rocky and Aviack-thrcateiiing 
heart, .‘W I 

To soften it with their continual motion ; 

For stones dis.solvM to water do convert. i 
(J, if no harder than a stone thou art, 

Melt at my teai’s au<l be conqmssiouate ! j 
Soft }>ity enters at an iron gate. | 

j 

“ In Tarquin’s likene.ss I did entertain thee ; j 
Hast thou put on his shape to do him shame ? j 
To all the host of lieavam [ complain me, 

Thou wrongest his honour, wound’st his 
princely name : 

TIiou art not what tJiou seem’st ; and if the 
same, «oii 

Thou seem’st not what thou art, a god, a | 
king; 

For kings like gods should govern every- 
thing. 

“ How will thy .shame be seeded in thine 

When thus thy vices bud before thy spring? 

If in thy hope thou dar’st do such outrage, 
What dar’st thou not, when once thou art a 
king ? * 

O, be remernW’d ! no outrageous thing 
From vassal actors can be wip’d away ; 

Then kings’ misdeeds cannot be hid in clay. 


“ Tliis deed will make thee only lov’d for fear ; 
But happy monarchs still are fear’d for love z 
With foul offeiidei’s thou perforce must bear, 
When they in tliee the like offences prove : 

If but for fear of this, thy will remove ; 

For princes are the glass, the school, tho 
lK)ok, «. 

Where subjects’ eyes do learn, do read, do 
look. 

“ And Avilt thou bo the school whei'© Lust 
shall learn ? 

Must he in the/3 read lectures of such shame t 
Wilt thou bo glass, wherein it shall discern 
Authority for siii, Avarrant for blame, oao 
To privilege dishonour in thy name ? 

Thou baok’st reproach against long-lrdng 
laud, 

And mak’st fair reputation but a bawd. 

“ Hast thou command ? by him that gave it 
tlice. 

From a juire heart command tliy rebel will ; 
DraAv not thy sword to guard iniquity, 

For it was hmt thee all that brood to kill. 

Thy ]n*inccly ollice how canst Hum luliil, 

When, pattern’d by thy fault, foul 8iu may 
say, 

He learn’d to sin, and thou didst teach the 
Avay ? 08i> 

“ Think l>ut how vile a spectacle it wpra, 

To vicAV thy present trespass in another. 

Men’s faults do seldom to themselves appear ; 
Their own transgressions partially they 
smother : 

This guilt would seem death-Avortliy in thy 
brother. 

O, how are they Avrapp’d in with infamies, 

That from their own liiisdeeds askance, 
their eyes ! 

“ To thee, to thee, my heav’d-up hands appeal, 
Not to seducing lust, thy rash relier ; 

I sue for exil’d majesty’s repeal ; «o 

]..et him return, and flattering thoughts retire : 
His true respect will pnson false desire, 

And Avipe the dim mist from thy doting 
eyne, 

That tiiou shalt see thy state, and pity mine.” 

“ Have done,” quoth he : “ my uncontrolled 
tide 

Turns not, but swells the higher by this let. 
Small lights are soon blown out, huge firei» 
abide, 

And with the wind in greater fury fret : 

The petty sti-eams, that pay a daily debt 
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To their salt sovereign with their fresh 
falls’ haste, cw 

Add to his flow, but alter not his taste.” 

“ Thou art,” qurth she, a sea, a sovereign 
king ; 

And, lo 1 tliere falls into thy boundless flood 
, Rlack lust, dishonour, shame, misgoverning, 
Who seek to stain the ocean of thy blood. 

If air these petty ills shall change thy good, 
Thy sea within a puddle’s womb is hears’d, 
And not tlie jmddle in thy sea dispers’d. 

** So shall these slaves be king, and thou their 
slave ; 

Thou nobly base, they basely dignified ; euo 
Thou their fair life, and they thy fouler gi-ave ; 
Thou loathed in their shame, ^hey in thy 
pride : 

The lesser thing should not the greater liidc ; 
The cedar stoo2)s not to the base shrub’s 
foot, I 

But low shrubs wither at the cedar’s root. | 

^‘So let thy thoughts, low vassals to thy 
state - 

No more,” quoth lie ; by Heaven, I will 
not hear thee : I 

Yield to my love ; if not, enforced hat(% 
Instead of love’s coy touch, shall rudely tear 
thee ; 

Tliat done, desjntefully I mean to bear theo«ro 
Unto the base bed of some rascal groom, 

To be thy jmrtner in this shameful doom.’^ 

This said, ho sets his foot iqx)n the light, 

' For light and lust are deadly enemies : 

Shame folded up in blind concealing night. 
When most unseen, then most doth tyrannise. 
The wolf hath sens’d his iirey, the poor lamb 
cries ; • 

Till with her own white fleece her voice 
controll’d 

Entombs her oiitciy in her lijis’ sweet fold : 

For with the nightly linen that she wcara m 
He pens her piteous clamours in her head, 
CooUng his hot face in the chastest tears 
That ever modest eyes with sorrow shed. 

O, ihat prone lust should stain so pui’e a bed 1 
The spots whereof could weejiing purify, 

Her tears should drop on them perpetually. 

But she hath lost a dearer thing than life, 

And hath won what he would lose again ; 
This forced league doth force a further strife ; 
^ia mbmentary joy breeds months of pain : 
hot desire convei'ts to cold disdain. wi 


Pure Chastity is rifled of her store, 

And Lust, the thief, far jioorer than before. 

Lookf as the full-fed hound, or gorged hawk, 
Unapt for tendei' smell, or speedy flight, 
Make slow jiursuit, or altogether balk 
Tlio prey ’^diereiii bj nature they delight ; 

So surfeit-taking Tarquin fares this night ; 
His taste delicious, in digestion souring, 
Devours his will, that liv’d by foul devour- 
ing. 

O deeper sin than bottomless conceit 
(Jan (!OTnj)reliend in still imagination ! 
Drunken Desire must vomit his receijit. 

Ere he can see his own abomination. 

While Lust is in his pride, no exclamation 
Can curb his heat, or rein his rash desire, 
Tjll, like a jade. Self-will himself doth tin?. 

And then, with lank and lean discolour’d 
cheek, 

With heavy eye, knit brow', and strengthless 
pace, 

Feeble Desire, all recreant, poor, and meek, 
Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his case : 711 
’file flesh being proud, Desire doth light with 
Crace, 

For there it revels ; and when that decays, 
The guilty rebel for remission prays. 

So fares it with this faultful loixl of Rome, 
Who this accomi>lishment so hotly chas’d ; 
For now against himself he sounds this 
doom, — 

That through the length of times he stands 
disgi’ac’d ; 

Besides, his soul’s fair temjfle is defac’d ; 719 

To whose weak ruins muster troops of cares, 
To ask the sjiotted princess how she faros. 

She says, her subjects with foul insurreciioii 
Have batter’d down her consecrsited wall, 

And by their mortal fault brought in subjec- 
tion 

Her immortality, and made her thrall 
To living death, and jjain peqietual : 

Which in her prescience she controlled still, 
But her foresight could not forestall their 
will. 

Even in this thought through the dark night 
ho stealeth 

A captive victor that hath lost in gain ; r'w 
Beaiing away the wound that nothing healeth, 
The scar that will desjnte of cure remain ; 
Leaving his spoil pei'plex’d in gi^eater pain. 
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Hho beau's the load of lust he left behind, 
And he the burden of u guilty mind. 

He, like a thievish dog, eret^ps sadly tllliice, 
She like a wearied lariil) lies panting there ; 
He scowls, and hates himself for his oflence, 
She desperate with he\‘ nails hei*&sh doth 
tear ; 

He faintly Hies, swefitiiig with guilty fear, 740 
She stays, exclaiming on the direful night; 
Ho runs, and chides liis vanisli’d, loath'd 
delight. 

Ho thence departs a hcnivy couvertite. 

She there ixmiains a ho[)eh* 8 s casUway ; 

He in his speed looks for the morning light, 
She prays she never may behold the day ; 
‘^For day,” quoth she, “night’s scapes doth 
open lay, 

And my true eyes have never ]>ractisM how 
To cloak offences with a enmning brow. 

“ They think not but that every cyt*. can see 
The same (Jisgrace which they themselves 
behofd,' 

And therefore would they still in darkness 
ho, 

To have their unseen sin remain untold ; 

For they their guilt with weeping will unfold. 
And gi’ave, like water that doth cat in steel, 
Ut)on my cheeks what liel[)lesK shame I fetd.” 

Here she exclaims against r(‘pose and ri'st, 
And bids her eyes hereafter still be blind. 

She wakes her heart by beating on Jier breast, 
And bids it leap from tlumce wdiere it may 
fintl 7 ti(} 

Some purer chest to close so pure a mind. 
Frantic with grief, thus breathes she fortli 
her spite 

Against the nnseen secrecy of night : 

“ O comfort-killing Night, iraag(j of hell ! 

Dim register and notary of shame ! 

Black stage for tragedies and murdei's fell • 
Vast sin-concealing chaos ! nurse of blame ! 
Blind muffled baw'd ! dark harbour for defame! 
Grim cave of death, whispering conspirator 
With close-tongu’d treason and the ravisher! ^ 

‘‘ O hateful, vaporous, and foggy Night ! rn 
Since thou art guilty of my ciirel(\ss crime, 
Muster thy mists to meet the eastern light, 
Make war against proportion’d course of 
time : 

Or if thou wilt permit the sun to climb 
His wonted height, yet ere he go to bod, 
ICnit poisonous cloudis about his golden head. 


“With rotten damps ravisli the morning air ; 
I^et their exhal’d unwholesome breaths make* 
sick 

The life of purity, the supreme fair, 

Ere he ari*ivc his weary noontide prick ; 

And Jet thy misty vapours march so thick, 
Tliatin their smoky ranks his smother’d light 
May set at noon, and make perpetual night* 

“ Wore Tarcpiin Night, as he is but Night’a 
chil 

The silver-shining queen he would distain ; 
Her twinkling handmaids too, by him defil’d. 
Through Night’s black bosom should not peep 
again : 

So should 1 have co-partners in my i>aiii ; 
And fellowship in woe doth woe asouage. 
As palmers’ chat makes short their pilgrim- 
age. 7 !)i 

“ Where now I have no one to blush wdth me. 
To cross their arms, and hang their heads, 
with mine, 

To mask tluur brows, and hide their infamy ; 
But I alone alone must sit and pine. 

Seasoning the eaith with sl^ewers of silver 
bi^no ; 

Mingling my talk with tears, rny grief with 
groans. 

Poor wasting monuments of lasting moans* 

’ O Night, thon furnace of foul-reeki;ig smoke, 
Let not the jealous Day behold tliat face ivn 
Which underneath thy black all-hiding cloak 
Jiiiniodestly lies martyr’d with disgrace : 

Keep still ])08session of thy gloomy place, 

That all the faults wliich in thy reign are 
jnade 

May likewise be sepulchred in thy sliade. 

“ Make me not object to the tell-tale Day ! 
The light will show, character’d in my brow, 
TJic stmy of sweet cliastity’s decay, 

The im}>ious breach of holy wedlock vow : 
Yea, the illiterate, that know not how sio 
To cipher what is writ in learned books, 
Will quote my loathsome trespass in my 
looks, 

“ The imrse, to still her chihl, will tell my. 
story, 

And f)dght her crying babe with Tarqnin’d 
name : 

Tlie orator, to deck his oratory, 

Will couple my reproach to Tarquin’s shame ; 
Feast-finding minstrels, tuning my defame, 
Will tie the hearers to attend each line, 
How Tarquiii wronged me, I Oollatine* ' 
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^ Let my good name, that seiisoiosa reputation 
For Collatiiie’s dear love be kept unspotted : 
If that be made a theme for disqmtation, h 23 
The brandies of another root are rotted, 

And undeserv’d ^•eproadi to him allotted, 
That is as clear from this attaint of mine, 
As 1 ere this was pure to Collatine. 

** 0 unseen shame I invisible disgrace ! 

O unfelt sore ! crest- wounding, private scar ! 
Reproach is stamp’d in Collatiiius’ face, 

And Tarquin's eye may rciad the mot afar, kw 
H ow he ill peace is wounded, not in war. 
Alas, how many bear such shameful blows, 
Which not themsedves, but ho that gives 
them knows. 

If, Collatine, thine honour lay in mo, 

From me by strong assault it is bereft. 
jVIy honey lost, and 1, adrone-liko bee, 

Have no perfection of my summer left, 

JBut ixibb’d and ransack’d by injurious theft : 
In tliy weak hive a wandering wasp hath 
crept, 

An<l suck’d the liom^y which thy chaste bee 
kept. 

Yet am I guilty of thy honour’s wrack ; — 
Yet for thy honour did 1 entertain him ; 
Ooming from thee, I could not put him back, 
For it had lieeii dishonour to disdain him ; 
Besides, of weai*iness ho did complain him. 
And talk’d of virtue : — O uidook’d-for evil. 
When virtue is profan’d in such a devil ! 

Why should the worm intriuh^ the maiden 
bud, 

Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows’ nests ? 
'Or toads infect fair founts with venom mud ? 
Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breasts ? «5i 

Or kings be breakers of their own behests ? 
Bat no perfection is so absolute, 

That some impurity doth not ]jollute. 

^^The aged man that cofiers-up his gold, 

Is plagu’d with cramps, and gouts, and pain- 
ful fits. 

And scaixje hath eyes his treasure to behold, 
But like still-pining Tantalus he sits. 

And useless barns the harN cst of his wits ; 
Having no other pleasure of his gain, 

But torment that it cannot cure his pain. 

So then he hath it, when he cannot use it, 
And leaves it to be master’d by his young ; 
Who in their pride do presently ^buse it : 
Their father was too weak, and they too strong, 
To ^old their cursed-blessed fortune long. 


Tlie sweets we wish for turn to loathed 
soul’s, 

Even in the moment that we call them oura. 

“ Unruly blasts wait on the tender spring; 

Unwholesome weeils take root w ith precious 
flowers ; ^ ko 

The adder hisses where tlui sweet bil’ds 
sing; 

What virtue breeds, iniquity devours : 

W^e have no good that wtj can say is ours, 

But ill-annexed Opportunity 

Or kills his life, or else his quality. 

“O Op[)ortunity ! thy guilt is great . 

’T is tliou that exccut’st the traitoj'’s treason ; 

Thou sett’st tlio wolf whcr63 ho the Jamb may 

. ; 

Whoever plots the sin, thou point’st the sea- 
son : 

T is thou tlr.it spurii’st at right, at law, at 
reason ; 

And in thy shady cell, where none may 
spy him. 

Bits Sin to seize the souls tlrt wander by 
him. 

“ Thou mak’st tlie vestal violate her oath 

Thou blow’st the fire, when temperaiico is 
thaw’d ; 

Thou smother’stljonesty, thou muvih'r’st troth; 

TJiou foul abettor 1 thou notorious bawd ! 

^Jliou plantest scandal, and displaccth laud ; 

Thou nivisher, thou traitor, thou false 
thief, 

Thy honey turns to gall, thy joy to grief 1 

“ lily seci’et plefisure turns to open shame, «>.) 

Thy private feasting to a jiublic fast. 

Thy smoothing titles ti; a ragged name, 

Thy sugar’ll tongue to bitter w^ormwood 
taste : 

Tliy violent vanities can never last. 

How comes it then, vile Opportunity, 

Being so bad, such numbers seek for tlicc 1 

When wilt thou be the humble suppliant’s 
friend, 

And bring him where liis suit may be ob- 
tain’d ? 

Wlieu wilt thou sort an hour great strifes to 
end. 

Or free that soul which wretchedness hath 
chain’d ? 

Give physic to the sick, ease to the pain’d ? 

The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry out 
for thee, 

But they ne’er meet with Opportunity, 
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“ The 4 mtient dies while the pliysician slee|)s ; 
The orpliaii pines while the oppressor feeds ; 
Justice is feasting while the widow wet^ps ; 
Advice is sporting whil(^ infection breeds : 
Thou graiit’st no time for cliaritablti deeds : 
Wrath, envy, treason, rape, and murder’s 
rages, 

Thy heinous horn’s wait on them as their, 
pages. 

When Truth and Virtue have to do with thee 
A thousand crosses keep tliom from thy aid : 
They buy thy help ; but Sin ne’cn* gives a fee ; 
He gratis conies, and thou art well-: 4 )pay’d 
As well to hear as grant what he hatli said. 
My Oollatiue would (dso liavo come to iiu*. 
When Tarquiii did ; but he was stay’d by 
thee. 

Guilty thou art of murder and of theft ; 
Guilty of p(iijury and subornation ; 

Guilty of trcivson, forgery, and shift ; 

Guilty of incest, tliat abomination : 

An accessary by thine inclination 

To all sins^jist, and all that are to come, 
From the creation to the general doom. 


To spoil antiquities of hammer’d steel, «6i 

And turn the giddy round of Fortune’s 
wJieel : 

“To show tlic bedlam dfuightera of her 
daughter, 

To make the child a man, the man a child, 

To slay the tiger that doth live by slaughter,. 
To tame the unicorn and lion wild, 

To mock the subtle, in themselves beguil’d, 

To cheer the ploughman with increaseful 
crops, 

And waste huge stones with little water- 
drops. 

“Why work’st tlioii mischief in thy pilgrim^ 
age, wio 

Unless thoiijpouldst return to make amends t 
Oiic poor retiring minute in an age 
Would purchase thee a thousand tliousand 
friends, 

Lending him wit, that to bad debtors lends : 

O, this dread night, wouldst thou one hour 
come back, 

1 could j)rovent tins storm, and shun thy 
wrack ! * r. ' 


“ ]\tisshapeu Time, co|>csinate of ugly Night, 
Swift-subtle post, carrier of grisly care, 

Eater of youth, false slave to false delight, 
Biisc watch of woes, sin’s iKick-horse, virtue’s 
snare ; 

TIiou nui’sest all, and murder’st all that are. 
O, hear me? then, injurious, shifting Time ! kv) 
Be guilty of my death, since of my crime. 

“ Why hath thy servant, Op[)ortu!iity, 
Betray’d the hours thou gav’st me to repose ? 
Cancell’d my fortunes, and enchained mo 
To endless date of never-ending woes i 
Time’s office is to line the hate of foes ; 

To cat up errors hy opinion bred, 

Not spend tlio d<)wry of a lawful bed. 

“ Time’s glory is to calm contending kings. 
To unmask falsehood, and bring trutli to light, 
To stamp the seal of time in aged things, 

To wake the mom, and sentinel the night, 

To wrong the wronger till h(i render right, 
To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours, 
And smear with dust their glittering golden 
towers : 

“ To fill with worm-holes stately monuments, 
To feed oblivion with decay of things, 

To blot old books, and alter their contents, 

To pluck the quills from ancient ravens’ wings, 
To dry the old oak’s sap, and cherish springs, 


“ Thou ceaseless lackey to eternity. 

With some mischance cross Tanpiin in hia 
, flight : 

Devise extremes beyond extremity, 

^J’o make him ciiiso this cursed ^ crimeful 
night : 970 

Let ghastly shadows his lewd eyes affright, 

And the dire thought of his committed 
evil 

Shape every bush a hideous shapeless deviL 

“ Disturb his hours of rest with restlesa 
trances, 

Afllict liiin in his bed with bedrid groans ; 

Let there bechance him pitiful mischances, 

To make him moan, but pity not his moons ; 
Stone him with harden’d hearts, harder than 
stones ; 

^ And let mild women to him lose their 
mildness, 

Wilder to him than tigers in their wild- 
ness. 990 

“ Let him have time to tear his curled hair, 
Let him have time against himself to mve. 
Let him have time of time’rf help to despairi 
Let him have time to live a loathed slave, 

Let him have time a beggar’s orts to crave, 

And time to see one that by alms . doth 
live 

Disdain to him disdained scraps to give» " 
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“ Let him have time to see Jiis friends his 
foes, 

. And merry fools to mock at him resort ; 

Let him have time to mark liow slow' time 
.goes t*9o 

In time of soiTow, and how swift and short 
His time of folly, and liis time of sport : 

And ever let his luirecalling crime 
Have time to wail the .oiising of his time/ 

O Time, thou tutor both to good and bad. 
Teach mo to curse him that thou taught'st this 
ill ! 

At his own shadow let the thibf run mad, 
Himself himself seek every hour to kill ! 

.8uch wretched hands such wretched blood 
should spill ; 

For who so base would such an office have 
As slanderous deatli’s-mau to so base a 
slave i HOI 

^‘ •The baser is he, coming from a king. 

To shame his hope wdth deeds degenerate : 
The mightier man, the mightier is the thing 
That makes him honour’d, or begets him 
luito 

For greatest scandal waits on greatest state. 
The moon being clouded presently is miss’d, 
But little stars may hide them when they 
list. 

The crow may bathe his coal-black wdiigs in 
mire, 

And unperceiv’d fly with tln^ filth away ; loio 
But if the like the snow-white swan desire. 
The shiin njHm his silver down will stay. 

Poor grooms are sightless night, kings glorious 
day. 

Gnats are unnoted wheresoe’er thciy fly, 
ButiBagles gaz’d upon with every eye. 

Out, idle words ! servants to shallow fools, 
XThprotitablo sounds, weak arbitrators 1 
Busy yourselves in skill-contending schools ; 
Debate where leisure serves with dull debaters; 
To trembling •clients be you mediators ; hod 
F or me, I force not argument a straw% 

Since that my case is past the help of 
law. 

In vain I rail at Opportunity, 

At Time, at Tarquin, and iinclieerful Night ; 
In vain I cavil with mine infamy, 

In vain I spurn at my confirm’d despite ; 

This helpless smoke of words doth me no 
right. 

The remedy indeed to do mo ^ood, 

Is to let forth my foul-deflled blood. 


Poor hand, why (puvcr’st thou at this de- 
cree 1 1000 ' 

Honour thyself to rid me of this shame ;; , 
For if I die, my honour li\'es in thee, 

But if 1 live, tiiou liv’st in my defame : 

Since thou couldst not defend thy loyal dame, 
And wast afear’d to scratch her wicked 
toe, 

Kill both thyself and her for yielding so.” 

This said, from her be-tumbled couch she 
starteth. 

To find some desperate instrument of death ; 
But this no-slaiighter-hoiLse no tool iinpartoth. 
To make more vent for jiassage of Iier breath ; 
Which, thronging through her lijis, so vaii- 
isheth 

As smoke from /Ftna, that in air consumes. 
Or tlint which from discharged caiiuon 
fumes. 

In vain,” quoth she, I live, and seek in 
vain 

Some hap[)y mean to end a hapless life : 

I fear’d by Tarquiu’s falchion }o be slain, 

Yet for the selfsame purposJ^ seek a knife; 
But when I fear’d, 1 wius a loyal wife. 

So am I now : — O no ! that cannot bt<*; iw» 
Of that true type hath Tarquin rifled me. 

O ! that is gone, for which I sought to 
live, 

And therefore now I need not fear to die. 

To clear this spot by death, at least I give 
A badge of fame to slander’s livery ; 

A dying life to living infamy. 

Poor heljiless help, the treasure stol'n away. 
To bum the guiltless casket where it lay ! 

“Well, well, dear Ccllatine, thou shalt not 
know 

The stained taste of violated troth ; 

I will not wrong thy tme aftection so, jooo 
T o flatter thee witl\,an infringed oath; 

This bastard graff shall never come to growth : 
He shall not boast, who did thy stock pol- 
lute, 

That thou art doting father of his fmit. 

“Nor shall ho smile at thee in secret thought, 
Nor hijUgh with his comptuiions at thy state ; 
But thou shalt know thy interest was not 
bought 

Basely with gold, but stol’n from forth thy 
gate. 

For me, I am the mistress of my fate, low 
Aid with my trespass never will dispense, * 
Till life to death acquit my forc’d offence. 
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“ 1 will not poison thee with, my attjunt, 

Nor fold my fanlt in cleanly-coin’d excuses ; 
My sable ground of sin I will not paint, 

To hide the truth of this false night^s abuses : 
My tongue shall utter all; mine eyes, like 
sluices, , 

As from a mountain-.sprjj]tg that feeds a dale, 
Shall gush pure streams to purge my impure 
tale.” 

By this, lamenting Philomel h;id ended 
The well-tun\l warble of her nightly sorrow, 
And solemn night with slow-sad gait de- 
scended 

To ugly hell ; when, lo ! the blushing morrow 
Lends light to all fair <^yes that light will 
bori'ow : 

But cloudy Lucrc(*c shainOvS hei*self to see. 
And therefore still in night would cloisierM 
be. 

Bevoaling day through every cranny spies. 
And seems to point her out where she sits 
weeping ; 

To whom she sobbing speaks : ** O eye of eyes ! 
Why nry’st thoii 'iihrough my window '{ h^avo 
"^Myiu-eping; 

jSIock with thy tickling beams eyes that arc 
sleeping : kw 

Brand not my forehead with thy piercing 
light. 

For day hath no\ight to do what ’s done by 
night.” 

Thus cavils she with everything she secs : 
True grief is fond and testy as a child, 

Who wayward once, his mood with nought 
agrees : 

<)ld woes, not infant sorrows, bear them mild ; 
Oontinuance tames the one ; the other wild, 
Like au xinpractis’d swimmer plunging still. 
With too much labour drowns for want of 
skill. 

»So she, deep-drcnclied in n^sca of care, noo 
Holds disputation with each thing she views, 
And to herself all sorrow doth coinjxare ; 

No object but h(*T pjxssinn s strength renews, 
And as one shifts, anoth(*r straight eiLsues : 
Sometime her gi*ief is dumb, and hath no 
words ; 

Sometime ’tis mad, and too much talk 
affords. 

The little birds that tune their moniing s joy 
Make her moans mad with their sweet melcKly : 
For mirth doth search the bottom of annoy ; 
Sad souls are slain in merry company ; iiio 
Grief best is pleased witli grief’s society : 


True sorrow then is feelingly suffic’d, 

When with like semblance it is symn 
pathis’d. 

’T is double death to di’own iiirken of shore ;; 
He ten times pines that pines Ixdioldiug: 
food ; 

To see the salve doth make the wound ache^ 
more ; 

Great grief grieves most at that would do it 
gooil ; 

Dce]> woes roll forwfud like a gentle flood, 
Who, being stopp’d, the bouuding banks; 
o’erflows ; 

Grief dallied with nor law nor limit knows.. 

“ You mocking birds,” quoth she, your tunes. 

entombs ni*u 

Within your hollow'-swelliiig feather’d bi-f^jists,. 
And in my hearing be you mute and dumb !- 
I My I’ostless disconl loves no stoi>s nor 
' rests ; 

A wofiil hostess brooks not meny guests. — 
Belish your nimble notes to pleasing ears ; 
Distress lik(\s dumps, when time is kept 
w ith toiirs. r 

(.^oine, Philomel, iliat sing’st of ravislinientj. 
IVIake tliy sad grove in iny dishcveird hair: 
As the dank t^-irth weeps at thy languish- 
ment, uii.H 

So I at cadi sad strain will strain a tej^r, 

And with deep groans the dia))ason bear ; 

For burdeii-wisc I ’ll hum on Tarcpiin still, 
While thou on Tereus descanPst better 
skill. 

“ And whiles against a thorn thou l>ear’st thy 
part, 

To keej» thy sharp woes waking, wretened J„ 
To imitate thee well, against my heart 
Will flx a .sharp knife, to affright mine eye. 
Who, if it wink, shall thereon fall and die. 
These means, tis frets upon an instrument,. 
Shall tune our heart strings to true Ian- 
gnlshment. ‘ U4r 

“ And for, poor bird, thou sing’st not in the 
lay. 

As shaming any eye should thee behold. 

Some dark-deep desert, seated fi*om the way. 
That knows not parching heat nor freezingr 
cold, ‘ 

Will we find out ; and there we will unfold 
To creatures stem sad tunes, to change* 
their ^inds : 

Since men prove beast<s, let beasts bear 
gentle minds.” 
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'As the poor frighted deer, that stands at gaze, 
Wildly determining which way to fly, iifio 
Or one encompassed with a winding maze, 
That cannot tread the way out readily ; 

So with herself ?s she in mutiny. 

To live or die wliieh of the twain were 
better. 

When life is shamM, and death reproach’s 
[lebtor. 

‘^To kill myself,” quoth she, ‘Silaek I what 
were it, 

But with my body my poor souj’s ])ollutioii i 
They that lose half, with greater patience Ixuir 

it, 

Than they whose whole is swallow’d in con- 
fusion. 

Tliat mother tries a merciless ctYiclusion, iws'* 
W^lio, liaviiig two sw^eet babes, w'hen death 
t}ik(\s one, 

‘Will slay the other, and nurse to none. 

My body or my soul, w'hich was the <leai’er, 
'When the one piirt^, tlie other made divine '( 
Whose love of either to myself ^vas near(T, 
When both v'( re kept for heaven and Oolla- 
tine ‘i 

Ah nie ! the bark pajl'd from the lofty pine, 
His leaves will wdther, and his saj) decay ; 
8o must my soul, her bark being peel’d 
away. 

^‘Hor house is sack’d, her (piiet interruptexl, 
Her mansion batter’d by the enemy ; nn 
Her sjicred temple sjK)tted, spoil’d, corrupted, 
Grossly engirt with daring infamy : 

Then let it not be call’d impiety, 

If in this blemish’d foi-t I make some hole, 
Through which I may convey this troubled 
smil. 

Yet die I will not, till my Collatine 
Have heard the Ciiuse of my untimely death, 
That he may vow', in that sad hour of mine, 
Revenge on him that mmle mo stop my 
breath. 

My stained blood to Tarquin I ’ll bequeath, 
Which by him tainted shall for him be spent. 
And as his due Avrit in my testament. 

“ My honour I ’ll be(|ueath unto the knife 
That wounds iny body so dishonoured. 

’T is honour to deprive dishonour’d life ; 

The one will live, the other being dead : 

So of shame’s ashes shall my fame be bred ; 

' For ill my death I murder shanysfu I scorn : 
My shame so dead, mine honour is new”- 
born. ‘ iioo 


Dear lord of that dear jewel I have lost, 
Wliat legacy shall I bequeath to thee 1 
My resolution, love, shall be thy boast. 

By whose example thou reveng’d may’st be. 
How Tarquin must be us’d, read it in me : 
Myself, thy friend, will kill mys(df, thy foe. 
And for niy sake serve thou false Tarejuin so. 

“ This brief abridgment of my will J make : — 
My soul and body to the skies ami ground ; 
My resolution, husband, do thou take ; iiw? 
Mine honour b(^ the knife’s that makes my 
wound ; 

My shame l>c his that did my fame eoufound ; 
And all my fame that lives disbursed he 
To those that live, and think no shame of 
me. 

‘‘Thou, Collatine, shalt overseen tliis will ; 
How was I overseen that thou slialt see it f 
My Idood shall wash the slander of mine ill ; 
My life’s foul de<xl, my life’s fair end shall freo 
it. 

Faint not, faint heart, but stoutly say, “ 80 
be it:” , ^ 

Yield to my hand; my hand shall conquer 
thee : 

Thou dead, both die, and both shall victorK 
be.” 

This plot of death when sadly she had laid, 
And wip’d the brinish pearl from her bright 
eyes, 

AVith untun’d tongue she hoarsely calls her 
maid, 

Whose swift obedience to her mistre.ss hies ; 
For fleet-wing’d duty with thought’s feathen's 
flies. 

Poor Lucrece’ cheeks unto lier maid seem 
so, 

As winter meads when sun doth melt their 
snow. 

Her mistress she doth give demure good- 
morrow, 

With soft-slow^ tongue, true mark of nuxlesty, 
And sorts a sad look to her lady’s sorrow, 1124 
For why her face wore sorrow's livery ; 

But durst not ask of Ijer audaciously 

Why her two suns were cloud-eclipsed so. 
Nor why her fair cheeks over-wash’d with 
w^oe. 

But as the earth doth weep, the sun being set, 
Eacli flower moisten ’<1 like a inciting eye, 
Even so the maid with swellingdrops ’gan wet 
Her circled evne, enforc’d by syinjKithy 
Of tliose fair suns set in her mistress’ sky, lasa 
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Who in a salt-wav*d ocean r|uencli their 
light, 

Which makes the maid weep like tlio dv\sry 
night. 

A pretty while these ])retty ei*e.'itiires stand, 
Like ivory conduits coratedsterns tilling : 

One justly weeps, tlic other takes in hand 
No cause but com])any of her dr()[)s spilling : 
Their gentle sex to weep are often willing, 

Grieving tlicniselvcs to guess at others* 
smarts, 

And then they drown their eyes, or break 
their hearts ; 

For men have marble, women wax(‘n minds, 
And therefore are they form’d as marble 
will ; 

The weak oppi'ess’d, the impression of strange 
kinds 

Is form’ll in them bv force, bv fraud, or 
skill; 

Then call them not the authors of their ill, 

No more than wax shall be accounted evil. 

Wherein f^Jamp’d the semblance of a 
ilevil. 

Their smootlincss, like a goodly champaign 
plain. 

Lays open all the little w orms that creep ; 

In men, as in a rough-grown grove, I’eniain 
Cave-keeping evils that obscurely sleep. jav) 
Through crystal walls each little mote will 
I>eep : 

Though men can cover crimes with bold 
stem looks, 

Poor women’s faces are their ow n faults* 
books. 

No man inveigh against the wdtliei ’d tlower, 
But chide rough winter that the flow er hath 
kill’d : 

Not that devour’d, but that which <lotli devour, 
Is worthy blame. O ! let it not be hild 
For women^s faults, that they are so fulflll’d 

With men’s abuses : those j)roud lords, to 
blame, 

Make weak-made women tenants to their 
shame. rj«u 

The precedent whereof in Lucrcce \ iew', 
Assail’d by night, with circumstances strong 
Of present death, and shame that might 
ensue 

By that her death, to do her husband wrong : 
Such danger to resistance did belong, 

That dying fear through all her body spread ; 

And who cannot abuse a body dead i 


By this, mild patience bid fair Lucrece speak 
To the j)oor counterfeit of her complaining ; 

“ My girl,” cpiotli she, on what occasion 
break wo 

Those tears Afom thee, that dewn thy cheeks 
are raining'! 

If thou dost weep for grief of my sustaining, 
Know, gentle wench, it small avails my 
mood : 

If tears could help, mine own would do me 
good. 

But tfdl me, girl, when w^ent ” (and there she 
stay’d 

Till after a dee]> groan) — “ Tarquin from 
hence ?” 

“ Madam, ere I was up,” replied the maid ; 
“The more totblaiue my sluggard negligence : 
Yet with the fault I thus far can disimnse, — 
Myself was stirring ere tlie break of day, law 
And, ere I rose, was Tarquin gone away,, ‘ 

“ But, lady, if your maid may be so bold, 

She won 1(1 reijucst to know’^ your heaviness.” 
“ O, peace!” quoth J.<ucrece : “if it ^hould bo 
told. 

The repetition cannot make it less ; 

For more it is than I can well express : 

And that deep toiture may be call’d a hell, 
When more is felt than one hath power to 
tell. 

“ Go, get me hither jiaper, ink, and pen, — 
Yet save that labour, for I have them here, isw 
What should T say? — Oni^of my husband’s men 
Bill thou bo ready by-and-by, to bear 
A letter to my lord, my love, my dear : 

Bid him witli speed prepare to carry it ; 
The cause craves haste, and it will soon be 
writ.” 

Her maid is gone, and she j)repares to write, 
Firat hovering o’er the paper with her quill. 
Conceit and grief an eager combat, fight ; 
What wib sots down is blotted straight with 
will ; 

This is too curious-good, this blunt and ill ; law 
Much like a press of people at a door \ 
Throng her inventions, which shall go before. 

At last she thus begins : “ Thou worthy lord 
Of that unworthy wife that greeteth thee, 
Health to thy person I next, vouchsafe t’ afford 
(If ever, love, thy Lucrece thou wilt see) 
Some pi'Osent speed to come and visit mo.’ 

So I comiaeud me from our house in grief : 
My woes are tedious, though my wor^ are 
brief.” 
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Here folds she up the tenor of her woe, 1310 
Her certain sorrow writ uncertainly. 

By this shoit schedule Collatine may know 
Her grief, but not her grief’s true quality : 
She dares not thereof nmktj discovery, 

Lest he should hold it her own gross abuse, 
Ere she with bbod had stain’d her stain’d 
excuse. 

Besides, the life and feeling of her passion 
She hoards, to spend when he is by to hear her ; 
When sighs and groans and tears may grace 
the fashion ^ 

Of her disgrace, the better so to clear her mai 
From that suspicion which tlie world might 
beai* her. 

To shun this blot, slic would not blot tlic 
letter 

With words, till action might become tlaun 
better. 

To see sad sights move more than hear them 
told ; 

For then the eye interprets to the ear 
^Fhe heavy motion that it doth behold, 

When every part a part of woe doth bear : 

T* is but a })art of sorrow that wo hear ; 

Deep sounds make lesser noise than shallow 
fords. 

And sorrow ebbs, being blown witli wind 
of words. 

Her letter now is seal’d, and on it wi*it, 

At Ardea to my lord, with more than haste.” 
The post attends, and sh(' delivers it. 
Charging the sour-fac'd groom to hie as fast 
As lagging fowls befoi'e the noi’thcrn blast : 
Speed more than speed but dull and slow- 
she deems : 

Extremity still urgeth such extremes. 

The homely villain courtesies to her low ; 
And, blushing on her, with a steadfast eye 
Receives the scroll, without or yea or no, i.w 
And forth with bashful innocence doth liie : 
But they whose guilt within their bosoms lie 
Imagine every eye beholds their blame ; 
For Liicrece thought he blush’d to see her 
shame : 

When, silly groom ! God wot, it was defect 
Of spirit, life, and bold audacity. 

Such harmless creatures have a true respect 
Tb talk in deeds* while others saucily 
iPromise more speed, but do it leisurely : 

Even so this pattern of the woini-out age isso 
Pawn’d honest looks, but laid no words to 
gage. 


His kindled duty kindled her mistrust, 

That two rod fires in b(jth their faces blaz’d ; 
She thought he blush’d, as knowing Tarquin’s 
lust, 

And, blushing with him, wistly on him gaz’d ; 
Her earnest eye did mak(^ him more amaz’d : 
The more she sa^tt the blood his cheeks re- 
plenish. 

The more she thought ho spied in her some 
blemish. 

But long she thinks till lie return again, 

And yet the duteous vassal scarce is gone. i:k«) 
The weary time she cannot entertain, 

For now ’t is stale to sigh, to w(^cp, and groan : 
Ho woe liath wearied woe, moan tircxl moan, 
That she her plaints a little wl)ile doth stay, 
Pausing foi' means tomouriisome newer way. 

At last she (tails to mind where hangs apiece 
Of skilful painting, made for Priam’s Troy ; 
Before the which is drawn the power of Greece, 
For Helen’s rape the city to destroy,- lv/.) 
Threat’ning clond-kis.sing llion with annoy ; 
Which the conceited })aintei*drew so proud, 
As heaven, it seem’d, to kiss the turrets 
bow’d. 

A thousand laimmiablo objects tlicre, 

In scorn of nature, art gave lifeless life. 

Many a dry drop seem’d a weeping tear, 

Shed for the slaughter’d husband by the wife : 
The re»l blood reek’d, to show the painter’s 
strife ; 

Aik^ dying eyes gleam'd forth their ashy 
lights, 

Like dying coals burnt out in tedious nights. 

There might you see tlie labouring pioneer i3m> 
Begrim’d with sweat, jukI smeared all with 
dust ; 

And from the tow(n’s of Troy there w^ould 
appear 

Tlie very eyes of men through loo))-liol(^s thrust, 
Gazing upon the Greeks with little Just : 

Hueh sweet observance in this work wtis had, 
Thatoncmight see those far-olf eyes look sad, 

Tn great commanders gi*ace and majesty 
You might behold, triumphing in their faces ; 
In youth quick bearing and dexterity ; 

And here and there the painter interlaces ts«o 
Pale cowanls, raarehing on with trembling 
}>aces : 

Which heartless peasants did so well re- 
semble, 

Tliat one would swear he saw them quake 
and tremble. 
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In Ajax and UlyHses, O, what art 
Of physiopfuomy might one l)ehold ! 

The face of cither cipher’d cither’s heart ; 
Their face their iminnera most expressly told : 
In Ajax’ eyes blunt rage and rigour roll’d ; 
But the mild glance tliat sly Ulysses lent 
Show’d deep regard <i<piid smiliiign^govern- 
‘ nicnt. ’ 

There pleadijig might you see gi'avc Nestor 
stand, 

As ’t were encouraging the Greeks to tight ; 

. Making such sober action with his ]ian<h 
That it begiur<l attention, charm’d the sight. 
In sf)oech, it seemed, his beard, all silver white, 
Wagg’d up and down, and from his lips 
did fly 

Thin wimiing breatli, which purl’d up to 
the sky. 

About him wore a press of gaping faces, 
Which seem’d to swallow up his sound advice ; 
All jointly listening, hut with several graces, 
As if some mermaiil did their cars entice : nu 
Some high, s(Krr<(^low, the painter was so nice. 
The scalps of many, almost hid heinnd, 

To jump up higher seem’d, to mock the 
mind. 

Here one man’s hand lean’<l on another’s head, 
Ilis nose btdng shadow’d by his neighbour’sear ; 
Here one, b(dng throng’d, la^ars back, all 
boll’n and red ; 

Another, sniotlier’d, seems to pelt ami swear ; 
And in their rage such signs of rage tljey bear, 
As, but for loss of Nestor's golden words, iw 
It seem’d they would debate with angry 
swords. 

For much imaginary work was there ; 

Conceit deceitful, so comi)act, so kind. 

That for Achilles’ image st(X)d his sfK*ar, 
Grip’d in an armed hand ; himself boliind 
Was left unseen, save to the eye of lAind. 

A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head, 

♦Stood for the whole to be imagined. 

And from the walls of strong-besieged Troy 
When their brave hope, Ijold H(Jctor, march’d 
to field, 1430 

Stood many Trojan mothers, sharing joy 
To see their youthful sons bright weapons 
wield ; 

And to their hope they such odd action yield, 
Tliat thi*ough their light joy seemed to 
apfiear / 

{Like blight things stain’d) a kind of heavy 
fear. 


‘ir 

And from the strond of Dardan, where they 
fought, 

To Simois’ reedy banks the red blood ran, 
Whose waves to imitate the battle sought 
With swelling ridges ; and their ranks began 
To bi-eak upon the galled shore, and than 1440 
Retire again, till meeting greater ranks 
They join, and shoot their foam at Simois’ 
banks. 

To this well-painted piece is Lucrece come, 

To find a face where all distre.ss is stell’d. 
Many she see.% where cares liave carved some, 
But none wJiere all distress and dolour dwell’d. 
Till she despaiiiiig Hecuba tielxeld, 

Staring on Priam’s wounds with her old eyes, 
Wliic^h bleeding under Pyrrhus’ proud toot 
lies, t 

[n her the painter had anatornis’tl i4fto 

Time’s ruin, l>eauty’s wrack, and grim care’s 
reign 

H(t cheeks with chaps and wrinkles were 
disguis’d ; 

Of what she was no stuiiblance did Yornain ; 
Her blue blood chang’d to black in every vein, 
Wanting the spring that those shrunk pipes 
had fed, 

Sliow’d life imprison’d in a body dead. 

On this sad shadow Lu(;rcce spends her eyes. 
And shapes her sorrow to the boldanu^’s woes, 
Who nothing wants to answer her but cries, 
And bitter words to ])an her cruel foes : i46o 
The painter was no god to lend her those ; 
And therefore Lucrece swears he did li6r 
wrong, 

To give her so much grief, and not a tongue. 

“Poor instalment,” quote she, “without a 
sound, 

T ’ll tune thy woes with my lamenting tongue, 
And drop sweet balm in Priam’s painted 
wound, 

And rail on Pyridius that hath done him 
wrong, 

And with my tears quench Troy, that burns 
so long, 

And with my knife scratch out the angry 
eyes 

Of all the Greeks tliat are thine enemies, nro 

“ Show me the strumpet that* began this stir, 
That with my nails her beauty I may tear; 
Thy- heat of lust, fon\l Paris, did incur ' ^ 

Tliis load of wrath that biiming Troy doth 
bear : ; 

Thine eye kindled the fire that b.umetb here j 
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And here, in Troy, for trespass of thine eye. 
The sire, the son, the dame, and daughter, 
die. 

Why should the private pleasure of some 
one 

Become the public plague of many moe ^ 

Let sin, alone committed, li ht alone lu 
Upon his head that hath transgressed so ; 

Let guiltless souls be freed from guilty woe. 
For one’s offeneoj why should so man}- fall, 
To plague a private sin in generaH 

Lo ! liere weeps Hecuba, Jiere Priam dies, 
Here manly Hector faints, liere Troilus 
►Wounds, 

Here friend by friend in bloody (dianncl lies. 
And friend to fritmd gives unad . ised wounds, 
And one man’s lust these many lives con- 
founds : 

^ ^^ad <loting Priam check'd Ins son’s desire, 
Troy had l)een bright with fame, and not 
with fire.” 1191 

Here feelingly she weeps Troy’s painted woes ; 
For sorrow, lilv(‘ a heavy-hanging bell, 
Once^set on ringing, with his own winght goes ; 
Then little strength rings out tlie doleful knell : 
So Lucrece, set a-work, sad tales dotli tell 
To pencill’d pensiveness and eoloui*’d sor- 
row ; 

She lends them words, and she their looks 
doth borrow. 

8he throws her eyes a)>ont the painting round, 
And who she finds forlorn she doth lament : i:4k» 
At last she sees a wretched image bound, 
That piteous looks to Phrygian shepherds lent ; 
His face, though full of cai'es, yet show^'d 
content. « 

Onward to Troy with tin? blunt swains he 
goes, 

So mild, that Patienoe seem’d to scorn his 
woes. 

In him the painter labour’d with liis skill 
To hide deceit, and give the harmless show 
An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing still, 
A brow unbent that seem’d to welcome w<k*, ; 
Cheeks neither red nor pale, but mingled so mo 
That blushing red no guilty instance gJive, 
Nor ashy pale* the fear that false hearts have. 

But, like a constant and confirmed devil, 

He Entertain’d a shoAv so seeming-just, 

And therein so ensconc’d his secret evil, 

That jealousy itself could not mistrust 
False-creeping craft and perjury should thrust 


Into so bright a day sucli hlack-fac’d storms, 

Or blot with hell-born sin such saint-like 
forms. 

The well-skill’d workman this mild image 
drew loan 

For perj’U’M Sinoii, \V.oso enchanting story 
The credulous old Priam afttn' slew ; 

Wliose words like wild-fire burnt the shining 
glory 

Of rich-built Ilion, that the skies were sorry, 

And little stars shot from their fixed 
places, 

When their glass fell wherein they view’d 
their faces. 

This pictun? she advisedly )>enis’d, 

And chid the painter for his wondrous skill, 
Haying, some shape in Sinoii’s was abus'd ; 

So fair a form lodg’d not a mind so ill : mno 

And still on Jiim she gaz’d, and gazing 
still, 

Such signs of truth in liis plain face she 
spied, 

That she concludes the pic^,JU‘o was bcHeiL 

“ It cannot be,” quoth she, tliat so much 
guile ” — 

HJie would have said — can lurk in such a 
^ look 

But Tarquiu’s shape came in her mind the 
while, 

And from lier tongue “ can lurk ” from can- 
not ” took ; 

‘‘It cannot bo” slie in that sense forsook, 

And turn’d it thus : “It cannot be, I fiiid, 

But such a face should bear a wicked 
mind : 1540 

“ For even as subtle Sinon here is painted, 

Ho sober-sad, so weary, and so mild, 

(As if with grief or travail he had fainted,) 

To me came Tarquin armed ; so beguil’d 
With outward honesty, but yet defil’d 

With inward vice : as Priam him did 
cherish, 

So did I 'J^irquin ; so iny I’roy (hd perish. 

Look, look, how listening Piiam wets his 
eyes, 

To sec those borrow’d tears tliat Hinon sheds ! 
Priam, why art thou old, and yet not wise i 
For every tear ho fails a Trojan bleed.s : 

His eye drops fire, no water tlumco proceeds ; 

Those round clear pearls of his, that move 
thy pity, 

Are balls of quenchless fire to burn thy 
city. 
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Such devils steal effects from lightless hell ; At last lie takes her by the bloodless hand, 
For Sinoii iu his fire doth quake with cold, And thus begins : “ What uncouth ill event 
And in that cold hot-buniing fire doth <lwell ; Hath thee befall’n, that thou dost trembling 
These contraries such unity do hold, stand ? 

Only to flatter fools, and make them bold: Sweet lo^'e, what spite hath thy fair colour 

So Priam’s trust false Sinon’s tears doth spent ? jaoa 

flatter, 4^ j-vio Why art thou thus attir’d in discontent ? 

That he fiiitls means to burn liis Troy with Unmask, dear dear, this moody heaviness, 
water.” And tell thy grief, that we may give re- 

dress.’' 

Here, all enrag’d, such })a.s.sion her as-sails, 

That patience is quite beaten from her bretust. Three times with sighs slie gives her sorrow 
She tears the senseless Sinou witli her nails, tire, 

Comparing him to that unhajjpy guest onct? she can discharge one word of woe : 

Whose deed hath made herself herself detest : At length address’d' to answer his desire, 

At last she smilingly with this gives o’er ; She modestly prepares to let them know 
“Fool! fool!” quoth she, “his wounds Her honour is ta’dn prisoner by the foe ; 
will not be sore.” While OoJlatine and his consorted loi*ds 


Thus ebbs and flows the current of her sorrow, 
And time doth weary time with her com- 
plaining. 1570 

She looks for night, and then she longs for 
morrow, 

And both thinks too long with her re- 
mainin^L 

Short time seems long in sorrow’’s sharp sus- 
taining : 

Though woe be heavy, yet it seldom sleeps ; 
And tliey that watch see time how slow it 
creeps. 

Which all this time hath overslipp’d her 
thought, 

That she witli painted images liath spmt, 
Being from the feeling of her own grief 
brought 

By deep surmise of others’ detriment ; 
liosing lier woes in shows of discontent. 

It easeth some, thougli none it ever cur’d. 
To think their dolour others have endur’d. 

But now the mindful messenger, come back, 
Brings home his lord and other company; 
Who finds his Lucrece clad in mourning black; 
And round about her t<*-ar-distained eye 
Blue 011*0168 stream’d, like rainbows in the sky : 
These water-galls in her <lim element 
Foretell new storms to those already spent. 

Which when her sad-beholding husband saw, 
Amazedly in her sad face he stares : iwi 

Her eyes, though sod in tears, look’d red and 
raw; 

Her lively colour kill’d with deadly cares. 

He hath no power to ask her how she fiires ; 
Both stood like old acquaintance in a trance, 
Met far from home, wondering each other’s 
chance. 


^ With sad attention long to hear her woixls. 

And now this pale swan iu her watery nest im 
Begins the sad dirge of her certain ending. 

“ Few words,” quoth she, “ shall fit the tres- 
pass best, 

Wlnu'e no excuse can give the fault amending : 
Jn mo moo woes than words* are now de- 
pending ; 

And my laments would be drawn oUt too 
long, 

To tell them all with one poor tired tongue, 

• Then be this all the task it hath to say : 
Dear husband, iu the interest of thy bed 
A stranger came, and on that pillow lay i68f» 
Whiu'o thou wast wont to rest thy weary 
liead 

And what wrong else may be imagined 
By foul enfoi’cernent might be done to ine, 
From that, alas ! thy Lucrece is not free. 

♦ 

‘ For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight. 
With shining falchion in my chamber came 
A creeping creature, with a flaming light, 
And softly cried : ‘Awake, thou Roman 
dame. 

And entertain my love ; else lasting shame 
On thee and thine this night I will inflict, 
If thou my love’s desire do contradict, law 

“‘For some hard-favour’d groom of thine/ 
quoth he, 

‘ Unless thou yoke thy liking to my will, 

I ’ll murder straight, and then I ’ll slaughter 
thee, ■ 

And swear I found you whei^.you did fulfil 
The loathsome act of lust, and so did. kill 
The lechei*s in their deed : this act will be 
3 fy fame, and thy perpetual infamy/ 



LUCRECE. 


With this I did begin to start and cry, 

And then against ray heart he set his* sword. 
Swearing, unless I took all patiently, j64l 
I should not live to speak another word ; 

. So should my shame still rest upon record, 
And never he forgot in mighty Home 
The adulterate death of Lucrece and her 
groom. 

Mine enemy was strong, my poor self weak, 
And far the weaker with so strong a fear : 
My bloody judge for)>ado my tongue to 
speak ; 

No rightful plea might plead for justice there : 
His scarlet lust came evidence to sweai* ior*** 
That my poor beauty had purloinM his 
eyes ; 

And when the judge is rohh’d the prisoner 
dies. 

! teach me how to make mine own excuse, 
Or, “at the least, this refuge let me find : 
Though my gross blood be staiuM with this 
abuse, 

Immaculate and spotless is my mind ; 

That was not forc’d ; that never was inclin'd 
To accessary yieldings, but still pure 
Doth in her poisou\l closet yet endure.” 

Lo ! here the hopeless iner(^hant of this loss, 
With head declin’d, and voice damm’d up 
with woe, looi 

With sad-set eyes, and wretched arms across. 
From lips new-waxen pale begins to blow* 

The grief away, that stops his answer so : 
But, wretched as he is, he strives in vain ; 
What he breathes out, his breath drinks up 
again. 

As through an arch the violent rearing tide 
Outruns the eye that doth behold his haste, 

. Yet in the eddy boundetli in his pride 
Back to the strait that forc’d him on so 
fast, i«ro 

In rage sent out, recall’d in rage, being past : 
Even so his sighs, Ids sorrows, make a saw. 
To push grief on, and back the . same grief 
draw. 

Which speechless woe of liis poor she at- 
tendeth, 

And his untimely frenzy thus awaketh : 
*<Dear lord, thy'sorrow to my sorrow lendeth 
Another power ; no flood by raining slaketh. 
My woe too sensible thy passion maketh 
More feeling-painful : let it th\?n suffice 
To drown one woe, one pair of weeping 
eyes. * 


j '‘And for my sake, when I might charm thee 
so. 

For she that was thy Lucrece, now attend me : 
Be suddenly revenged on my foe, 

Thine, mine, Ids own : suppose thou dost 
defend me 

From wliat is ])ast : ^he help that thou shalt 
lend me 

Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die ; 
For sparing justice feeds iniquity. 

“ But ere I name him, you, fair lords,” quoth 
she 

(S])eakmg to those that came with Oollatiue), 
“ Shall ])light your honoumble faiths to me, 
W^ith swift pursuit to vengo this wrong of 
mine ; 

For ’t is a meritonous fair design, 

To chase iiijustice with i*e vengeful arms : 
Knights, by their oaths, should right i)Oor 
ladies* harms.” 

At this request, with noble disposition 
Each prcvsent lord began to ])romise aid, 

As bound in knighthood to her.im])osition, 
Longing to hear the hateful ioe bewray’d ; 
But she, tliat yet lier sad task hath not 
said, 

The protestation stops, “ O ! speak,” quoth 
she, uix* 

“ How may this forced stain be wip’d from 
me { 

“ What is the quality of mine ofience, 

Being constrain’d with dreadful circumstance? 
May iny pure mind with the foul act dispense, 
My low-declined honour to advance ? 

May any terms acquit me from this chance ? 
The poison’d fountain clears itself again ; 
And why not 1 from this compelled stain?” 

With this, they all at once began to say, 

Her body’s stain her mind untainted deal’s ; 
While with a joyless smile she turns away im 
The face, that map which dee]) iin})ression 
bears 

Of hard misfortune, carv’d in it with tears. 

“ No, no,” quoth she ; “ no dame, hei’eafter 

By my excuse shall claim excuse s givmg. 

Hero with a sigh, as if her heai*t would break, 
She throws foi*th Tarquin’s name : “ He, he,” 
she says, 

But more than “ he ” her poor tongue could 
not speak ; 

Till after many accents and delays, 

Untimely breathings, sick and short assays^ 
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She utters this: “He, he, fair lords, ’th 
he, 172 

' That guides this hand to give this wouik 
to moJ* 

Even liere she sheathed in lier harmless 
breast v* 

A harmful knife, that thence her soul un- 
sheathed : 

Tluit blow dill bail it from the deep unrest 
Of that polluted prison where it breathed ; 
Her contrite sighs unto the; clouds bequeathed 
Her winged spright, and through lier 
wounds doth fly 

Life’s lasting date from cancell’d destiny. 

Stone-still astonish’d with this deadly 
deed, i-j 

Stoo<l Collatiue and all his lordly crew ; 

Till Lucrece’ father, that beholds Jier bleed, 
Himself on her self-slaughter’d body threw : 
And from the jmrple fountain llrutus drew 
The murderous knife, and, as it left the 
place, 

Her blooflj iri poor revenge, held it in 
chase ; 

And bubbling from her breast, it <loth 
divide 

Tn two slow rivers, that the crinisoii bloo<l 
Circles her body in on every side. 

Who like a late«sacked island vastly stood, irm 
Bare and unpeopled, in this fearful flood. 

Some of her blood still pure and red re- 
main’d. 

And some look’d black, and that false 
Tanpiin stain’d. 

About the mourning and congealed face 
Of that black blood a watery rigol goes, 

Wliich seems to weep \ipon the tainted 
place : 

And ever since, as jntying Lucrece’ woes, 
Corrupted blood soim; w^atery token shows ; 
And blood untainted still doth red abide, 
Blushing at that wliich is so putrified. itm 

“ Daughter, dear daughttir !” old Lucretius 
cries, 

“That life was mine, which thou hast hei*e 
depriv’d. 

If in the child the father’s image lies, 

Where sliall I live, now Lucrece is unliv’d ? 
Thou wast not to this end from me deriv’d. 

If children pre-decease progenitoi’s, 

We are their offspring, and they none of 

ours. 

S40 


“ Poor broken glass, I often did Viehold 
In thy sweet semblance my old age new-born; 
But now that fair fi'esh mirror, dim and old, 
Shows me a bare-hon’d death by time out- 
worn. ,, , JTOh 

O ! from tliy cheeks my image thou hast tom. 
And shiver’d all the beauty of niy glass. 
That I no more can see what once I was. 

“ O time ! cease thou thy course, and last no 
longer, 

If they surcease to be that should survive. 
Shall rotten deatli make conquest of tho 
stronger, 

And leave the faltering feeble souls alive ] 

The old bees die, the young possess their hive : 
Then live, sw'eet Ijirtcco ; live again, and 
see ^ 1770 

Thy father die, and not thy father thee ! ” 

By tliis starts Collatiue as from a dream, • 
And bids Lucretius give his sorrow place ; 
And tlien in key -cold Lucrece’ bleeding 
stream 

Ho falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face„ 
And counterfeits tf) die wdth a space ; 

Till manly shame bids him possess his 
breath, 

And live to bo revengeil on her death. 

The deep vexation of liis inward soul irro 
Hath serv’d a dumb arrest u])on his tongue; 
Who, mad that sorrow' shouhl his use control. 
Or keej> him from heart-(;aKing words so long, 
Begins to talk ; but through liis lips do 
throng 

Weak w^ords so thick, come in his poor 
heart’s aid, 

That no man could distinguish what he said. 

Yet sometime “ Tarquin ” was pronounced 
plain, 

But through his teeth, as if tho name he tore. 
This windy tempest, till it blow up rain, 

Held back his sorrow’s tide to make it more ; 
At last it rains, and busy winds give o’er : 179^ 
Then son and father weep with equal strife. 
Who should weep most, for daughter or for 
wife. 

The one doth call her liis, the other liis, 

Yet neither may possess the claim they lay. 
The fatlier says : “ Hhe ’s mine.” “ O ! mine 
she is,” 

Replies her Imsband, “ do not take away. 

My sorrow’s interest ;; Jet no mourner say 
He weeps for her, for she w'as only mine. 
And only must be wail’d by Collatiue.’^ 
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0 !** quoth Lucretius, ** I did give that 
life, 1 

Which she too early and too late hath spill'd.” 
Woe, woe 1” quoth Collatine, “ she was my 
wife, 

I ow’d her, and ’tis mine that slie hath 
killU’^ 

‘^My daughter” and ‘^My vifo ” with da- 
moure fill’d 

The dispers'd air, who, holding Lucrcco’ life, 
AnswerM their cries, *^My daughter” and 
“ My wife.” 

Brutus, who pluck’d the knife from Lucrcce’ 
side, 

Seeing such emulation in their woe. 

Began to clothe liis wit in stat(i and |)ridc% 
Burying in Luerece’ wound his felly’s show. 
He with the Romans was esteemed so u^ji 
A s silly-jeering idiots are with kings, 

For sportive words, and uttering foolish 
things : 

But now ho throws that shallow hahit by, 
Wherein dt^ep policy did him disguise. 

And arm’d his Ibng-hid wits advisedly, 

To check the t<ws in Oollatinus* eyes. 

Thou wronged lord of Rome,” quoth he, 

‘ arise 

Ijet iny unsounded self, suppos’d a fool, i^<i9 
Now set thy long-experienc’d wit to school. 

“ Wh}^ Collatine, is woe the cure for woe? 

Do wounds help wounds, or grief help gide- 
vous deeds ? 

Is it revenge to give thyself a blow. 

For his foul act by whom thy fair wife bleeds? 
Such childish humour from weak minds pro- 
ceeds ; 

Thy wrctche<l wife mistook the matter so, 
To slay herself, that should have slain her 
foe. 


** Courageous Roman, do not steep thy heart 
In such relenting dew of lamentations, 

But kneel with me, and help to bear thy 
part, 

To rouse our Roman gods with invocations, 
That they will suffer these ahominations, 
Since Rome hersel(| in them doth stand 
disgiuc’d, 

By our strong arms from forth her fair 
streets cluts’d. 

“ Now, by the Capitol that wo adore, 

And by tliis chaste blood so unjustly stain’d. 
By heaven’s fair sun that broe<ls the fat carth’« 
store, 

By all our couiiiry rights in Rome main- 
tain’d. 

And by chaste Lucrcce’ soul, tliat late com- 
plain’d 

Her wrongs to us, and by this bloody 
knife, imo 

We will revenge*, the death of this true? 
wife.” 

This said, lie struck his hand upoLi his breast,, 
And kiss’d the fatal knife to end his vow ; 
And to his prot(*htation urg’d the rest, 

Who, wondering at liim, did Jus words allow : 
Then jointly to the ground tludr knees they 
bow ; 

And that doc]i vow which Brutus made- 
before. 

He doth again repeat, and that they swore.. 

When they liad sworn to this advised doom. 
They did conclude to bear dead Lucreee 
thence ; ihso 

To show her bUieding body tliorongh Rome, 
And .so to publish Tarquin’s foul offence : 
Which being done with speedy diligence, 

The Romans plausibly ditl give consent 
To Tarquin’s cverla-sting banishment. 
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THE TAMING OF THE SHRE¥. 


V • — 

DUAMATIS PEESONJ:. 


A Lord, 

Christopher Sly, a Tinhr. j Venom in 
IlosteaSy VagCy VldyerSy Hunts- \ fhe Indue- 
men, and Servants, J tio)i. 


bXkllo,} ^ 

OuR'ns^^ I Petmehio. 

A Pedant, 


Bianca^^^^ toBaptiata, 


Widow, 


Baptista, a rich Gentleman of hid no. 

VINCENTIO, an old GentUnnan of Pisa, 

Lucentio, Son to Yincentio, 

Petruchio, a Gentleman of Verono, 

Gremio, ) Li i n* Tailor, Haherdasher, and Servants attending 

HoKTENSto, I ^ Baptista and Vetrmhw. 

SCENE, — Sometimes in Padua, ami sometimes in Petruciiio's House in the Country, 


INDUCTIOlSr. 


Scene I. — Before an Ale-house on a Heath. 

Enter Hostess and Sly. 

Shj, I ’ll pheese you, in faith. 

Host, A pair of stocks, you rogue ! 

Sly, Y’ aro a baggage : the Slys are no 
rogues; look in the chronicles, we came in 
with Richard Compieror. Therefore, pancas 
pallabris ; let the world slide. Sessa I 
Host, You will not pay for the glasses you 
have burst ? 

Sly, No, not a denier. Go by. Saint 
Jeronimy : go to thy cold bed, and warm 
thee. 12 

Iloat, I know my remedy : I must go fetch 
the thirdborough. [Exit, 

Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I 'll 
answer him by law. I ’ll not budge an inch, 
boy : let him come, and kindly. 

[JAes down on the ground, and falls asleep. 

Wind Horns, Enter a Lord from hunting, 
with Huntsmen and Servants, 

Lord, Huntsman, I charge thee, tender 
well my hounds ; 

Brach Merriman, the poor cur is emboss'd, 
And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd 
brach. 20 

Saw'st thou not, boy, how Silver made it 
good 

At the hedge-comer, in the coldest fault? 

I would not lose the dog for twenty pound. 


1 Hun, Why, Belmaii is as good as he, 
my lord ; 

He cric<l upon it at the merest loss, 

And twice to-day pick’d out the dullest scent : 
Trust me, I take him for the better dog. 
Lord, Thou ait a fool : if Echo were as 
fleet, 

I would cstiiem him wortli a dozen sucL 
But sup them w^ell, and look unto them all : » 
To-morrow I intend to hunt again. 

1 liun, I will, my lord. 

Lord, What ’s here ? one dead, or dnmk ? 
See, doth he breathe ? 

2 Hun, He breathes, my loi’d. Were he 

not warm’d with ale, 

This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly. 
Lord, 0 monstrous beast ! how like a swine 
he lies ! » 

Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine 
image ! 

Sirs, I will practise on this dninkcn man. 
What think you, if he were convey’d to bed, 
Wrapp’d in sweet clothes, rings put ujiGn his 
fingers, 40 

A most delicious banciuet by his bed, 

And bravo attendants near him when he 
wakes, 

Would not the beggar then forget himself ? 

1 Hun, Believe me, lord, I think he can- 

not choose. 

2 Hun, *lt would seem strange unto^hhh 

when he wak’d. * 
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Lord, Even as a flattering dream, or worth- 
less fancy. 

Then take him up, and manage well the jest. 
Gariy him gently to my fairest chamber, 

And hang it rrmnd with all ny wanton pic- 
tures ; 

Balm his foul head with warm distilled watei-s, 
And burn sweet wood to make the lodging 
sweet. 

Procure me music ready when he wakes, 

To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound ; 

And if he chance to speak, be ready straight, 
And, with a low submissive reycrcuicc?, 

Say, What is it your honour will command T 
Let one attend him with a silver bfusin. 

Full of rose-water, and bestrewM with ilowei-s ; 
Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper. 
And say, “ Will ’t please yoiP* lordship cool 
your hands V' 

Some one bo ready with a costly suit, 

And ask him what apparel he will wear ; 
Aftother tell him of his hounds and horses, 
And that his lady mourns at his disease. 
Persuade him, that he hath been lunatic ; 
And, when ho says ho is — , say, that he 
d reams, 

For he is nothing but a mighty lord. 

This do, and do it kindly, gentle sirs : 

It will be pastime passing excellent, 

If it be husbandcKl with modesty. r<» 

1 Ilun, My lord, 1 warrant you, W(' will 
play our part. 

As he shall think, by our true diligence. 

He is no less than wliat we say he is. 

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with 
him. 

And eneli one to his office wdien lie wakes. — 
'U honiG out. A trum2)et so'imds. 
Sirrah, go sec what trumpet 't is that sounds : — 

[Exit Servant. 

Belike, some noble gentleman, tliat means, 
Tmvelling some journey, to repose him here. — 

lie-euter Servant. 

How now 1 who is it ] 

Serv, . An it please your honour. 
Players that offer service to your lordship, w 
Lord^ Bid them come near. 

Enter Players. 

Now, fellows, you are welcome. 
Players. Wo thank your honoui’. 

Lord. Do you intend to stay with me to- 
night ? 

A Play. So please your lordship to accept 
our duty. 

- Lord. With all my heart — Tfiis fellow I 
remember, 


Since once he play’d a farmer’s eldest son : — 
’T was wlierc you woo’d the gentlewoman so 
well. 

I have forgot your name ; but, sure, that part 
Was aptly htted, and naturally perform’d. • 

A Play. 1 think, ’t was Soto that your 
.honour mcan.% ' do 

Loi'd. ’T is very true : thou tlidst it excel- 
lent. 

Well, you are come to me in lia])py time. 

The rather for I have some s[>ort in hand, 
Wherein your cunning can assist me much. 
There is a lord will hear you play to-night ; 
Blit I am doubtful of your modesties, 

T^st, over-eying of his odd behaviour, 

(For yet his honour never heard a play,) 

You break into some meny fiassioii. 

And so offend him ; for 1 tell you, sirs, loo 
If you should smile lie grows impatient. 

A Play. Fear not, my loi\l ; we can contain 
ourselves, 

Were he the veriest aiitick in the wwld. 

Lord. Go, sirrali, take them to the buttery, 
And give them friendly welcome every one ; 
Let them w’ant nothing tluit my house 
affords. — 

[Exeunt Servant and Players. 
[To a Servant.^ Sirrah, go you to Barthol’mew 
my page, 

And see^ him dress’d in all suits like a lady : 
That done, conduct him to the drunkard’s 
chamber ; 

And call him madam, do him obeisance, no 
Tell him from me, as he wdll win my love. 

He b(‘ar himself wdth honourable action, 

Such as he hatli observ’d in noble ladies 
Unto their lords by them accomplished : 

Such duty to the drunkard let liim do, 

With soft low tongue, and lowly courtesy ; 
And say, “ What is’t your honour will com- 
mand. 

Wherein your lady, and your humble wife. 
May show her duty, and make known her 
love]” 

And then, with kind embracements, tempting 
kisses, 

And with declining head into his bosom, 

Bid him shed tears, as being overjoy’d 
To see her noble lord restor’d to health, 

Who, for this seven yeai-s, hath esteemed him 
No better than a poor and loatlisome beggar. 
And if the boy hath not a woman’s gift, 

To rain a shower of commanded tears, 

An onion will do well for such a shift, 

Which, in a napkin being close convey’d, 

Shall in despite enforce a watery eye. m 
See this despatch’d with all the haste thou 
canst : 
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Anon 1 11 give thee more instructions. 

^Exit Servant, 

I know, tlie boy will well usurp tlio grace, 
Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman : 

I long to hear him call the drunkard husband. 
And how my men will stay th<‘msolvcs from 
laughter, 

When they do homage 'to this siinple'})easant. 
1 11 in to counsel them : hajdy, my presence 
May well abate the over-nnnrv spleen, iw 
Which otherwise would grow into extremes. 

\Eicennt, 


Scene II. — A Bod-cliMmb(‘r in tlie Lord's 
House. 

Sly is discovered ui a rich nUjht-gown, with 
AttendarUs : some icilh oppart^f^ others with 
basiUf ewet\ and other appnrfenaiwes. Enter 
Lord, dressed like a se remit. 

Sly. For God’s sake, a pot of small ale ! 

.1 Serv, Will ’t please your lordship drink a 
cup o^ sack ] 

2 Serv, Will’t please your luuiour taste of 

these couserve.s I 

3 Serv, What raiment will your honour 

wear to-day ? 

Sly, I am Ohristophero Sly ; call not me 
lionour, nor lordship : I neVr drank sack in 
iny life ; and if you give me any conserves, 
give me conserves of b(*ef. Ne’er ask me 
what raiment 1 11 wear, for ! have no more 
dotiblets than backs, no more stockings than 
legs, nor no more s)io(3s than fe(^t ; nay, .some- 
time, more feet than shoe.s, or such .shoes as 
my toes look through the o\*er leather. 12 

Lord, Heaven cease this idle humour in 
your honour ! 

O, that a mighty man, of such descent, 

Of such possession.s, and so high esteem, 
Should bo infu.sed witli .so foul a .spirit ! 

Sly, What 1 would you make me mad 1 
Am not I Christophei’ Sly, old Sly’s son, of 
Burton Heiith, by birth a pedlar, by educa- 
tion a card-maker, by transmutation a bear- 
lierd, and now by pre.s(‘nt luofessiou a tinker? 
Ask Marian Haeket, tla? fat alc-wife of 
Wincot, if she know me not ; if she say I 
am not fourteen pence oji the scoio for sheer 
ale, score me up for the lyingest knave in 
Christendom. What ! I am not bestraught. 

TT ? ’ ^ 

Here .s — 

1 Serv, 0 ! this it is that makes your lady 
mourn. 

% Serv, O ! this it is that makes your 
servants droop. 


Lord, 'iicnce comes it that your kindred 
shuns your house, 

As beaten hence by your strange lunacy, 

O noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth ; w 
Call home thy ancient thoughts from banish- 
ment. 

And banish hence these abject lowly dreams. 
Look how thy servants do attend on thee, 
Eiich in liis office ready at thy beck : 

Wilt thou have mnsic l hark ? Apollo plays, 

[^Afusic, 

And twenty caged nightingales do sing; 

Or wilt* thoiT' sleep ? we ’ll have thee to a 
couch ' 

Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed 
Oil purpose trimm’d ii}) for Semiraniis. 

Say thou wilt walk, we will bestrew the 
ground : 40 

Or wilt thou Vide, tby lionses .shall be trapp’d, 
Their hariic.ss studded all witli gold and pearl. 
Dost thou love hawking i thou lia.st hawks 
‘ will soai 

Above the moining lark: or wilt thou liunt? 
Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer 
them, 

And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow eaith. 

1 Serv, Say thou wilt course, thy gi’ey- 

hounds are as swift 

As breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 

2 Serv, Dost thou love pictures ? we will 

felcli tliee straiglit 

Adonis painted by a nmiiing brook, no 

And Oytherea all in sedg(?s liid, 

Which .seem to move and wanton with her 
breath, 

Even as the waving sedges play with wind. 
Lord. We ’ll show thee lo as she was a 
maid, 

And liow slio was beguiled and surpris’d. 

As li\ely painted as the deed wa.s done. 

3 Ser?j. Or Daphne roaming tlirough a 

thorny wood, 

Scnitcliing her legs, that one .shall swear she 
bleed.s ; 

And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep, m 
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 
Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a 
lord : 

Thou hast a lady, far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waning age. 

1 ^SVm And, till tlie tears tliat sJie hath 
shed for thee, 

Like envious floods, o’erran Jier lovely face, 
She was the faii*est creature in the world ; 
And yet she is inferior to none. 

Sly. Am I a lord ? and have I such a lady ? 
Or do I drr^am ? or have I dream’d till now ? 

I do pot sleep ; I see, I hear, I speak ; » 
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I smell sweet savours, and I feel sofiJ'things. — 
Upon my life, I am a lord indeed, 

And not a tinker, nor Christopl^^r Sly. — 
Well, bring onr lady hither to our sight ; 

And once again, a pot o’ the smallest ale. 

2 Serv, Will’t please your mightiness to 

K wash your hands 1 

[Servants presmit a ewer^ ^nsin^ and napAin. 
O, how we joy to see your wit restor’d ! 

O, that once more you knew but what you 
are 

These fifteen years you hav(j been in a dream, 
Or, when you wak’d, so wtk’d as if you 
slept. * 

*S7y. These fifteen yeans ! by my fay, a 
goodly nap. 

But did I never speak of all that time 1 

1 S€7'v, O ! yes, my lord, but very itlle 
words ; — 

For though you lay here in tlii.s goodly (‘ham- 
? her. 

Yet would you say, ye were beaten out of 
door. 

And rail upon the hostess of the house. 

And say you Avould })resent her at the leet, 
Because brought stone jugs and no seal'd 
quarts. 

Sometimes you w’ould (;all out for Cicely 
Hacket. 

Sly. Ay, the woman’s maid of the liouse. 

3 Sen\ Wliy, sir, you know no liouse, nor 
no such maid, 

Nor no' such men, as you have reckon’d up, — 
As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turf, and H(*nry Pimpernel 1, 

And twenty more such names and men as 
these. 

Which never were, nor no man ever saw. 

Sly. Now, Lord lye thanked for my good 
amends ! 

All. Amen. 

Sly. I thank thee ; thou shalt not lose by it. 

Enter live Page^ as a Lady, ifufh Attendmits. 

Page. How fares my noble lord ? loo 

Sly. MaiTy, I fare w’ell, for liere is cheer 
enough. 

Where is my wife ? 

Page. Here, noble lord : what is thy will 
with her ? 

Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call mo 
husband ? 

My men should call me lord : I am your 
goodman. 


Page. My husband and my lord, hiy lord 
and husband ; 

I am your wife in all oWlience. 

Sly. I know it well. — What must I call her? 

Lord. Madam. 

Sly. Al’ce madam, or Joan madam ? no 

Lord. Madam, and nothing else: so lords 
^■call ladies. 

Sly. Madam wife, they say that I have 
dream’d 

And slept above some fifteen year or more. 

Page. Ay, and the time seems thirty unto 
me. 

Being all this time abandon’d from your bed. 

Sly. ’T is much. — Servants, leave me and 
her alone. — 

Madam, undress you, and come now to bed. 

Page. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of 
you 

I'o pardon me yet for a night or two ; 

Or if not so, until the sun be set : 120 

For your physicians have ex]>ressly cliarg’d, 

In peril to incur your former malady. 

That I should yet absent me from your bed. 

I hope this reason stands for my excuse. 

Sly. Ay, it stands so, that 1 may hardly 
tarry so long; but 1 would be loth to fall 
into my dreams again : I will t]ierefoiH3 tany, 
in <lcspite of the fiesh and tlie blood. 

Enter a Servaitt. 

Serv. Your honour’s playei's, liearing your 
amendment. 

Are come to play a })lejisant comedy ; nv 
For so your doctors hold it veiy meet, 

Seeing too much sadness liatli oongc^al’d your 
blood. 

And melancholy is the nurse of frenzy : 
Therefore, they thought it good you hear a 
play, 

And frame your mind to mirth and merriment. 
Which bars a thousand harms, and lengthens 
life. 

Sly. Marry, I will; let them jilay it. Is* 
not a commouty a Christmas gambol, or a 
tumbling-trick 1 

Page. No, my good lord : it is more jileas- 
iiig stuff. 

Sly. What, household stufi'? 

Page. It is a kind of history. 

Sly. Well, we’ll sce’t. Come, madam 
wife, sit by my side, 

And let the world slip : we shall ne'er be 
younger. [Tli^y dovm. 
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Scene I. — Padua. A Public Place. 

JEnUr Lucentio and Tkanio. 

Lite. Traiiio, since for\he ^^reat desii^ 1 had 
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts, 

I am arriv'd for fruitful Lombardy, 

The pleasant garden of gi^eat Italy ; 

And, by my father's love and leave, am 
arm’d 

With his good will, and thy good company, 
My trusty servant, well apiuov’d in all ; 
Here let us breathe, and haply institute 
A course of learning, and ingenious studies. 
Pisa, 1‘enowned for grave citizens, lo 

Gave me my being, and my father first, 

A merchant of great traffic through the world, 
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii. 

Vinoentio's son, brought up in Florence, 

^It shall become, to serve jdl hopes conceiv'd, 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And therefore^ Tranio, for the time I study, 
Virtue, and that part of philosophy • 
Will I apply, that treats of happiness 
By virtue specially to be achiev’d. 20 

Tell me thy mind ; for 1 have Pisfi left, 

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 
A shallow plash, to. plunge him in the deep, 
And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst. 

Trail. Mi perdonatey gentle master mine, 

I am in all afiected as yourself, 

Glad that you thus continue your resolve. 

To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy. 

Only, good master, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this moral discipline, 30 
Let ’s be no stoics, nor no stocks, I pray ; 

Or so devote to Aristotle’s checks, 

As Ovid be an outcast quite abjur’d. 

Balk ](^c with acquaintance that you have, 
And practise rhetoric in your common talk : 
Music and poesy use to quicken you. 

The mathematics, and the metaphysics. 

Fall to them, as you find your stonnich serves 
you. 

No profit grows, where is no pleasure ta’en. — 
In brief, sir, study what you most affect. 40 
Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou 
advise. 

If, Biondello, thou wert come ashore, 

We could at once put us in readiness, 

And take a lodging fit to entertain 
Such friends as time in Padua shall beget. 

But stay awhile : what company is this ? 

TrOf. Master, some show, to welcome us to 
town. 


i i-bi/erBAPTisTAjKATHAHiNA, Bianca, Gremio, 
i and Hortensio. LucentIo and Tranio 
‘ stand aside. 

Bap. Gentlemen, importune mo no further, 
For how I firmly am resolv’d you know ; 

That is, not to bestow my youngest daiighter, 

I Before I have a husband for the elder. « 
If either of yor. botli love Kathaiiiia, 

Because I know you well, and lovo you well, 
I^eave shall you have to court her at your 
pleasure. 

Ore. \^j:i 8 ide.^ To cart her rather ; she's too 
rough for me. — 

Thei’o, there, Hortensio, wdll yon any wife ? 

Kath. [To Bap.] 1 pray you, sir, is it your 
will 

To make a stale of me amongst these mates ? 

Hor. Mates, maid! how mean you that] 
no mates for you. 

Unless you were of gentler, milder mould. 00 

Kath. I' faith, sir, you shall neveu need to 
fear : 

I wis, it is not half way to her heart ; 

But if it were, doubt not her care should be 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd stool, 
And paint your face, and use yon like a fool. * 

Jlor. From all such devils, good Lord, de- 
liver us 1 

Ore. And mo too, good Lord ! 

'Tra. Hush, master ! here is some good 
pastime toward : 

That wench is stark mad, or wonderful fro- 
ward. 

Lac. But in the other \s silence do I see 70 
Maid's mild behaviour and sobriety. 

Peace, Tranio ! 

Tra. Well said, master : mum ! and gaze 
your fill 

Ba2}. Gentlemen, that I may soon make 
good 

What I have said, — Bianca, get you in : 

And let it not displease thee, good Bianca, 

For I will love thee ne’er the les^ my girL • 

Kam. A pretty j)eat ! it is best 
Put finger in the eye, — an she knew why, 

Bian. Sister, content you in my disoon* 
tent, — 

Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe : 

My books, and instruments, sliall be my com* 
pany, 

On them to look, and practise by myself. 

Luc. Hark, Tranio! thou may’st ; 
Minerva sjr)eak. 
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Hot. Signior Baptista, will yoxf l)e so 
strange 

Sorry am I, that our good will efft^cts 
Bianca’s grief. 

Gre, Why, will yon mew her np, 

Signior Baptista, tor this fiend of hell, 

And make her bear the iKjnance of her 
tongue ? 

Bap, Gentlemen, content ye; I am re- 
solv’d. 00 

Go in, Bianca Bianca. 

And for I know, she taketli most delight 
In music, instruments, and poetr/. 
Schoolmasters will I keep withiif my llou.se, 
Fit to instruct her youth. — If you, HorUaisio, 
Or Signior Gremio, you, know any .such, 
Prefer them liithcr ; for to cunning men 
I will be very kind, ami liberal 
To mine own children in good brlnging-iip ; 
And so farewell. Katharina, you may .stay, 
Feu* I have more to commune witli Bianca, kw 
• " 

Kath, Wliy, and I trust, I may go too ; 
may I not ? 

What ! shall 1 be appointed liours, us though, 
belike, , 

I know not wliat to take, and wliat to leave ? 

• Ha! \K,rit. 

Gre, You may go to the devirs dam : your 
gifts are so good, here ’s none will liold you. — 
Their love is not so great, Horl(m.sio, but we 
may blow our nails together, and fast it fairly 
out : our* cake ’s dough on both sides. Fare- 
well : — ^yet, for the love 1 hear iny sweet 
Bianca, if I can by any means light on a fit 
man to teach her that wherein slio delights, I 
will wisli him to lier fatlier. iij 

llor. So will I, Signior Gremio : but a 
word, I pray. Though the nature of our 
quarrel yet never brook'd parlo, know now, 
upon advice, it touchetli us both, — that wo 
may yet again have access to our fair mistress, 
iand be happy rivals in Bianca's love,— to | 
labour and effect one thing specially. 

Gre, What’s that, 1 pniy ? 

Hor, Marry, sir, to get a husband for her 
sister. rjo 

Gre, A husband ! a devil. ^ 

Hor, I say, a husband. 

Gre, I say, a devil. Think'st thou, Hor- 1 
tensio, though her father be veiy rich, any | 
m^n is so very a fool to be niarricd to liell 1 
Hor, Tusli, Gi»emio ! though it pass your 
patience and mine, to endure her loud alarums, 

' why,, man, there be good fellows in the world, 
ajj a man could light on them, would take her 
%ith all faults, and money enough! • 

; Gre, I cannot tell; but I had as lief take 


I her dowry with this condition, — to be whipped 
I at the high-cross every morning. 

llor. 'Faith, as yon say, there 's small choice 
in rotten apples. But, come ; since this boi* in 
law makes ii.s friends, it .shall Ix^ so far forth 
fiiendly maintained, till bylielping Baptista's 
eldest daughter V) ^ husband, we set his 
youngest free for a husband, and then have 
to 't ^resh. — Sweet Bianca I — Happy man bo 
his dole ! He that runs fastest gets tlui ling. 
How say you, Signior (4remio I mi 

Gre. I am agreed : and ‘would I had given 
him the Ix'st hor.se in Padua to begin his 
>V(xnng, that would thoroughly woo her, wed 
her, and bed her, and lid the house of her. 
Come on. [IJxeunt Gremio and lloiri ENsio. 
Tra, [^Advaming.^ 1 pray, sir, tell me, is it 
'possible, 

That love should of a sudden take such hold % 
Lnc. 0 Tranio ! till I found it to be true, 

I nev(?r thought it possible, or likely ; 

But .see ! while idly I stood looking on, 

I found the effect of love in idleness ; 

And now in plainness do confess to thee, — 
Thou art to mo as .secret, and as dear. 

As Anna to the Qi\een of Ca;»thage wa.s, — 
Tranio, 1 burn, I pine ; I ])eri.sh, Tranio, 

If r achieve not this young modest girl. 
Counsel me, Tranio, for 1 know thou canst : 
j Assist nu*, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Masbn*, it Is no time to chide you 
now 

Affection is not rated from the lieaH: iw 

If love liave touch'd you, nought remains but 
so,- 

Bedhne te mptnin, quam mimmo, 

Luc. Craiuercies, lad; go forward; this 
contents ; 

TJie rest will comfort, for thy counsel's .sound. 
Tra. Master, you look'd so longly on the 
maid, 

Perhaps you mark'd not what 's the pith of all. 
JjHv. O ! yes, 1 saw sweet beauty in lua* 
fa(3e, 

Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 

That made gi’eat Jove to humhle him to her 
hand, 

When with his knees he kiss'd the (hetan 
strand. 

Tea. Saw you no more ! mark’d you not, 
how her sister 

Began to scold, and raise np such a storm, 
That mortal eai-s might hardly endure the din? 

Luc. Tranio, I s«iw her coral lips to move, 
And with her bit^ath she did perfume the air : 
Sacred, tind sweet, was all I saw in her. 

Tra, Nay, then, 't is time to stir him from 
his trance. — 


ai7 
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I pray, awake, sir : if you love the maid, 
Bend thoughts and wits to achieve lier. Thus 
it stands : 

Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd, leo 
Tliat, till the father rid his hands of her, 
Master, your love must live a maid at home ; 
And therefore has ho closely mow’d her up, 
Because she will notKfe annov’<l with suitors. 

Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father ’s he ! 
But art thou not advis’d, lie took some care 
To get Iier cunning school mas tot's to instruct 
her 1 

Tra. Ay, marry am I, sir; and now ’t is 
plotted. 

I have it, ^Vanio. 

Tra. Master, for my hand, 

Both our inventions meet and jump in one. i»» 
Luc. Tell me thine first. 

Tra. You will be schoolmaster, 

And undertake the teaching of the maid : 
That ’s 3n>ur device. 

L%ic. It is ; may it be donel 

Tra. Not possible ; for who shall bear your 
2)art, 

And be in padua. liere, Vincentio’s sou ; 
Keep house, apd ply his book, welcome his 
friends, 

Visit his countr^aacn, and baiupiet them ? 

Luc. JJa^ta, content thee ; for T have it full. 
We have not yet been seen in any house, 

Nor can we be distinguished by our faces, 200 
For man or master : then, it follows thus : — 
Thou shalt be master, Tranio, in my stead, 
Keej? house, and port, ami servants, as I 
should. 

I will some other be ; some Florentine, 

8()nie Neapolitan, or meaner man of Pisa. 

'T is hatch’d, and shall be so: — Tranio, at once 
Uncase thee, take my colour’d hat and cloak : 
When Biondello comes, he waits on thee ; 

But I will charm him first to keep his tongue. 
Tra. So had 3’ou need. 210 

[Tliei/ exchange habits. 
In brief, sir, sith it your ideasure is. 

And 1 am tied to be obedient 
( For so your father charg’d me at our i>arting ; 

“ Be serviceable to my son,” quoth he. 
Although, I tliink, ’t was in another sense), 

I am content to be Lucentio, 

Because so well I love Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loves, 
And let me be a slave, to achieve that maid 
Whose sudden sight hath thrall’d my wounded 
eye. m 

Enter Biondello. 

Here comes the rogue. — Sin*ah, where have 
you been 1 


Bion. Where have I beoni Nay, how 
now 1 where are you ] 

Master, has my fellow Tmnio stoFn your 
clothes. 

Or you stol’ii his, or both ? pray, what’s the 
news 

Luc. Sirrah, come hither : ’t is no time to 
jest. 

And therefore frame your manners to the time. 
Your fellow Tranio hero, to save my life, 

Puts my apparel and my countenance on, 
And I for my escai)e have {)ut on his ; 

For in a quexrcl, since 1 came ashore, aao 
I kill’d a mdn, and fear I was descried 
Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes, 
While I make way from hence to save my life. 
You understand me ? 

Biou. I, sir! ne’er a whit. 

Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth : 
Tranio is chang’d into Lucentio. 

Jiion. The Wtter for him ; ’would I wiere 
so too ! 

7 Va. 80 could I, ’faith, boy, to have the 
next wish aftcu', 

That Lucentio indeed had Baptista’s youngest 
daughter. . > 

But, sirrah, not for my sake, but your 
imis tor’s, I advise • »40 

You use your manners discreetly in all kind 
of companies : 

When I am alone, wh^^, then I am Tranio ; 
But in all places else, your master, Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio, let ’s go. — 

One thing more rests, that thyself execute; 

To make ojie among these wooere : if thou ask 
me why, 

»Siiilicoth, my reasons aro both good and 
weighty. \Exeunt. 

1 tierv. My lord, you nod ; you do not 
mind the play. 

Bhj. Yes, by 8aint Anne, do I. A good 
matter, surely : comes there any more of it ? sso 

Vage. My lord, ’t is but begun. 

Ely. ’T is a very excellent piece of work, 
madam lady ; ’would ’t were done 1 


Scene XL — ^The Same, Before HortensiO’S 
House. 

Enter Petruchio aW Qrumio. 

Pet. Verona, for a while I take my Ifavei , 
To see my friends in Padua ; but, of all, 

My best beloved and approved friend^ 
Hort^sio ; and, 1 tvow, this is his house.*— 
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Here, sin^ah Grumio ! knock, I say. ^ 

Oru, Knock, sir ! whom should I knock ? 
is there any man has rebused your worsliip % 
l^et. Villain, I say, knock me here soundly. 
Gru, Knock you hei*e, sir I why, sir, what 
am I, sir, that I should knock you here, sir ? lo 
Pet Villain, f say, knock me at this gate ; 
And rap me well, oi I ’ll knock your knave’s 
imte. 

Gru, My master is grown (juarrelsome. — I 
should knock you first, 

And then 1 know after who comes by the 
worst. 

Pet, Will it not be t ^ 

’Faith, sirrah, an you *11 not knock, I’ll wring 
it : 

I ’ll try how you can .so/, fa, and sing it. 

[//<e u^riwjs OuuMio by the ears. 
Gm, Help, masters, Jiolp ! iuy master is 
mad. 

^Pet, Now, knock when 7 bid you : sirrah 
villain ! 

Enter Hoktensio. 

Hor, How now 7 what 's the. matter 1 — My 
old friend, Grumio, and my good friend Pe- 
truchio ! — H6w do you all at Verona 7 i’-* 

Pe*, Signior Hortensio, ooiiie you to part 
the fray ? 

Con tutto ll core ben tromto, iuay I say. 

Uor, Alla nostra cam ben cenaio ; molto 
hwiorato slynior nn<> J^efraehla, 

Rise, Grumio, rise ; wt* will compound this 
quarrel. 

Gru, Nay, ’t is no matter, sir, what he 
’leges in Latin. If this be not a lawful cause 
“for me to leave his ser vice, — l()ok you, sir, — 
he bid me knock him, and rap him soundly, 
eir : well, was it lit for a servant to use ins 
master so ; being, ])erhaps, (for aught I see) 
two-and-thirty, — a ])ip out t 
Whoni, ’would to God, I Jiarl well knock’d at 
fii*st. 

Then had not Gmmio come by the worst. 

Pet, A senseless villain !~ < 7 ood Hortensio, 
I bade the rascal knock ui)on your gate, 

And could not get him for my heart to do it. 

Gru, Knock at the gate i — O heavens ! 
Spake you not these words plain, — “ Sftmli, 
knock me liere, 4o 

Rap me liere, knock me well, and knock me 
soundly ? ” 

.And come you no,w with' knocking at the gate 7 
Pet Sirrah, be gone, oi* talk not, I Jidvise 
you. 

J/or* Petruchio, pitumce : I am Grumio’s 
pledge. » 

Why, this’ a heavy chance ’twixt him and you, 


Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio. 
And tell me now, sweet friend, what happy 
gale 

Blows you to Padua, here, from old Verona ? 
Pet, Such wind as scatters young men 
throiigh the world, 

To seek their fortunes further tlian at home, m 
W here mail experien grows. But, in a few, 
Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with me : 
Antonio, my father, is dccoiis’d, 

And I liavo tlirust myself into this maze, 
Haply to wive, and thrive, as best 1 may. 
Crowns in my purse I have?, and goods at 
home, 

Ami so am come abroad to see the world. 
Hor. Petruchio, shall I then come roundly 
to thee, 

I And w'isli thee to a slncwd ill-fa vour’d wife 1 
Thou ’dst thank me but a little for my 
counsel ; wi 

And yet 1 ’ll promise tlun? she shall be rich, 
And very rich : — but thou ’rt too much my 
friend, 

' And I ’ll not wish thee to her. 

I*et. Signior Hortensio, ’twixt such friends 
as we 

Few words suffice; and therefore, if thou 
know 

One rich enough to be Potruchio’s wife 
(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance), 
Be sh^ as foul as was Florentius’ love, 

As old as Sibyl, and as curst and shi'ewd 
As Socrates’.. Xiinthippe, or a worse : 70 

She movies me not, or not removes, at least, 
Affection’s edge in me, — were slie as rough 
As are the swelling Adriatic seas : 

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua; 

If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

Gru. Nay, look you, sir, lie tells you flatly 
wljat his mind is : why, give him gold enough 
and marry him to a puppet, or an aglet-baby ; 
or an old trot with ne’er a tooth in her head, 
though .she have as many diseases as two- 
and-fifty horses : why, nothing comes amiss, 
so money comes withal. 

Hor, Petruchio, since we arc step])’d thus 
far in, 

I will continue that I broach’d in jest. 

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and young, and beau- 
teous, 

Brouglitup as best becomes a gentlewoman : 
Her only fault, and that is faults enough, 

Is, that she is intolerable curst. 

And shrewd, and froward ; so beyond all 
measure, 

Tliat, wei’e my state far worser than it is, ^ 
I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 
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Pet Hortensio, peace! tlion kiiow'st not 
gold’s effect. — 

' Tell me her father’s name, and ’t is enough ; 
For I will board her, though she chide as loud 
As thunder, whexi tlie clouds in autumn cmck. 

Ilor, Her father is Baptistix Minola, 

An affable and courteous gentlcaiian ; 

Her name is Kathariita Minola. «• 
Renown’d in Padua for her scolding tongue. . 
Pet I know her father, though I know not 
her, wjo 

And he knew my deceased father well. 

I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I sfie her ; 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at tliis first encounter, 
Unless you will accompany me tliither. 

Grit, i pray, you, sir, let him go while the 
humour lasts. O’ my word, an she knew him 
as well as T do, she would think scolding 
would do little good upon him. She may, 
perha[)s, call him half a score knaves, or so ; 
why, that ’s nothing : an lie l)cgin once, he ’ll 
rail ill his rope-tricks. 1 ’ll tell you what, 
sir, — an she stand him but a little, lu? will 
throw a fig\ire in her face, and so disffgiiro 
her with it, thafe she shall have no more eye.*? 
to see withal than a cat. You know him 
not, sir. 

Ifor, Tarry, Petruchio, I must go with 
thee. 

For in Baptista’s keep my treasure is : 

He hath the jewel of my life in hold. 

His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca, 

And her withholds from me, and other more 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love ; j 2 i 
Supposing it a thing impossible, 

For those defects I liavo before rehears’d. 

That ever Katharina will be woo’d : 

Therefore this order hath Baptista ta’en. 

That none shall have acee.ss unto Bianca, 

Till Katharine the cui*st have got a husband. 

Gni, Katharine the curst ! 

A title for a maid of all titles the worst. 

Jlor. Now shall my friend Petruchio do me 
grace, lao 

And offer me, di.sguis’d in sober robes, 

To old Baptista as a schoolmaster 
Well seen in music, to instnict Bianca ; 

That so I may, by this device?, at least 
Have leave and lei.suro to make love to her, 
And unsuspected court her by herself. 

Enter Gremio, and Lucentio diagnised, with 
hooks muter his firm, 

Gru. Here ^s no knavery I See, to beguile 
the old folks, how the young folks lay their 
heads together 1 Master, master, look about 
you? who goes there? hal 


7/or. f Peace, Gnimio : 't is the rival of my * 
love. ,140 

Petruchio, stand by awhile. 

Gtn, A proper stripling, and an amorous I 

[Theg retire. 

Gre, ( ) I \ ery well ; I have perusM the 
note. 

Mark you, sir ; 1 ’ll have them very fairly 
bound : 

All books of love, see that at any hand, 

Anti see you read no other lectures to her. 

You understand me. — Over and beside 
Signior Bap^ista’s libfirality, 

J 'll mend 4t with a largess. — Take your 
papei'K, too, 

And let me have them very well perfum’d, iso 
For she is sweeter than perfume itself, 

To wliom they go to. What will you read to 
her 

Lnc, Wliate’er I read to her, I ’ll plead for 

As for my pati'on, stand you so assurid, 

As firmly as yourself were still in jdace ; 

Yea, and j)erhaps with more successful words 
Than you, unless you were a scholar, sir. 

Gre, O, this learning ! what a thing it is ! 
Grn, O, this woodcock ! what an ass it is I 
Pet Peace, sirrali 1 i«> 

llor, Gruinio, mum ! — \Coming forward,^ 
God save you, Sigiiior Gremio ! 

Gre. And you ’re well met, Signior Hor- 
tensio. Trow yo\t, 

Whither I am going ? — To Baptista Minola. 

r promis’d to incjuire cai’efiilly 

Al>out a schoolmaster for the fair Bianca ; 

And, by good fortune, I have lighted well 
On this young man ; for learning, and be- 
liavioiir, 

Fit for h(‘r turn; well read in poetry, 

And other books, — good ones, I warrant ye. 
Jior. ’T is well : and I have met a gentle- , 
man, ^ uo 

Hath promis’d me to help me to another, 

A fine musician to instnict our mistress : 

8o shall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, so belov’d of me. 

Gre. Belov’d of me, and that my deeda 
shall prove. 

Oru. And that his hags shall prove. 

Jlo7\ Gremio, ’t is now no time to vent our 
love. 

Listen to me, and if you speak me fair, 

I ’ll tell you news indifferent good for either. 
Here is a gentleman, whom by chance I met, 
Upon agreement from us to his liking, : 

Will undertake to woo curst Katharine ; 

Yea, and to maiTy her, if her dowry pleasei \ 
Gre. So said, so done, is well. — 
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JJortensio, have you told him all he|vfaults ? 

' ^ Pet, I know, she is an irksome, brawling 
scold: 

JS that be all, masters, I hear no harm. 

Gre, No, say’st me so, friend 1 What 
countrymim ? 

Pet, Bom in Verona, old Antonio’s son : 
My 'father dead, my fortune lives for me ; i9i> 
And I do hope good days aiid long to see. 

Gre. 0 1 sir, such a life, with such a wife, 
were strange ; 

But if you have a stomach, to’t o’ God’s 
name : 

You shall have me assisting you* in all 
But will you woo this wild-cat 
* Pet Will I live ? 

Gm, Will he woo her? ay, or I’ll hang 
her. 

Pet Why came I hither, but t ^ that intent ? 
Think you, a little din can daunt mine ears ? 
Have I not in my time heard lions rOar ? 
Have I not heard the sea, puff’d up with 
winds, 

Bage like an angry boar, chafed with sweat ? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field, 
And heaven’s aiiillery thunder in the skies ? 
Have I not iS^^'a pitched battle heard 
Loud ’larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets’ 
clang ? 

And do you toll me of a woman’s tongue, 
That gives not half so great a blow to hear 
As will a chestnut in a farmer’s firt* I 
Tush ! tush ! fear boys with bugs. 

Gru, For lie fears none. 

Gre, Hortensio, hark. sio 

This gentleman is haiipily aniv’d, 

My mind presumes, for his cAvn good, and 
ours. 

Hor, I promis’d we would be contributors, 
And bear his charge of wooing, whatsoe’er. 

Ore, And so we vdll, piwdded that he win 
her. 

Gru, I would, I were as sure of a good 
dinner. 

Enter Tranio, bravely apparelled; and 
Biondello. 

Tra,. Gentlemen, God save you ! If I may 
be bold, 

Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest 
way 

To the house of Signior Baptista Minola ? 

He that has the two fair daughters : — 
is ’t he you mean? 2 » 

: , Tra, Even he. — Biondello ! 

:: [ Gre, Hark you, sir : you mean not her too ? 

Perhaps, him and her, sir : .what have 

• ? ; • you to do? 


Pet Not her that chides, sir, at afiy hand, 
I pray. 

Tra, I love no chiders, sir. — Biondello, 
let ’s away. 

Javc, [Aeide.^ Well begun, Tranio. 

Jlor, Sir, a word ere you go. 

Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea, 
• r no ? ^ ’ 

Tra. An if I be, sir, is it any offence ? 

Gre. No ; if without more words you will 
get you hence. 

Tra, Why, sir, I pray, are not ilie streets 
as free so 

For me, as for you ? 

Gre. But so is not she. 

Tra. For what reason, I beseech you ? 

Gre. For this reason, if you ’ll know, 

That she ’s the choice love of Signior Gremio. 

liar. That she ’s the chosen of Signior Hor- 
tensio. 

Tra. Softly, my masters ! if you be gentle- 
men. 

Do me this right ; hear mo with patience. 
Baptista is a noble gentleman, 

To whom my father is not all unknown ; 

And were his daughter fairex than she is, 240 
She may more suitors have', and me for one. 
Fair Leda’s daughter had a thousand wooers ) 
Then, well one more may fair Bianca have, 
And so she shall. Lucentio shall make one, 
Though Paris came in hope to speed alone, 

Gre. What ! this gentleman will out-talk 
us all. 

Lnc. Sir, give him head : I know, he ’ll 
])rove a jade. 

Pet Hortensio, to what end are all these 
words ? 

Hot. Sir, let me be so bold as ask you, 

Did you yet ever see BajDtista’s daughter ? m 

Tra. No, sir; but bear I do, that he hath 
two, 

Tlie one as famous for a scolding tongue. 

As is the other for beauteous modesty. 

Pet. Sir, sir, the first ’s for me ; let her go 
»>y. 

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Her- 
cules, 

And let it be more than Alcides’ twelve. 

Pet Sir, understand you this of me: in 
sooth. 

The youngest daughter, wliom you hearken 
for, 

Her father keeps from all access of suitors. 
And will not promise her to any man, aw 
Until the elder sister first be wed ; 

The younger then is fiee, and not before. 

Tra. If it be so, sir, that you are the man 
Must stead us all, and me among the rest ^ 
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And if you break the ice, and do this feat, 
Achieve the elder, set the younger free 
For our access, — whoso hapshall he to have her 
Will not so graceless be, to be iiigrate. 

11 or. Sir, you say well, and well you do 
conceive ; 

And since you do profess to be a suitor, 2:0 
You must, lis we do, g ratify this gentleman. 
To whom wo all rest geuemlly bejiolding. 

I'ra, Sir, I shall not be slack : in sign 
whereof, 


Please ye we may contrive this afternoon, 
And quatf carouses to our mistress’ health ; 
And do as advci*saries do m law. 

Strive mightily, but eat and dnnk as 
friends. 

Gru.y Bion, O excellent motion 1 Fellows, 
let ’s be gone. 

Hot, The motion *s good indeed, and it 
so.- 

Petruchio, 1 shall be your hen venuto, 

[Exeunt 


ACT IT. 


Scene I.— Tlie Same. A Room in 
Baptist a’s House. 

Enter Katharina and Bianca. 

Bian, Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrong 
yourself. 

To make a bondmaid and a slave of me : 

Tliat 1 disdain ; but for these other gawds. 
Unbind my hands, I ’ll pull them oil* myself, 
Yea, all my raiment, to my i)etticoat ; 

Or what yoif will command me, will I do, 

So well I know duty to my elders. 

Kaih, Of all thy suitors, here I charge 
thee, tell 

Whom thou lov’st best : see thou dissemble 
not. 

Bian, Believe me, sister, of all the men 
alive, 10 

I never yet beheld that special face 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 

Kaih. Minion, thou best. Is’t not Hor- 
tensio ? 

Bla'n. If 3 'ou aflect him, sister, hen^ I swear, 
I ’ll plead for you myself, but you shall have 
him. 

Kaih. O ! then, belike, you fancy riches 
more : 

You will have Greinio to keep you fair. 

Bian, Is it for him you do envy me so ? 
Nay, then you jest ; and now I well perceive. 
You have but jested with me all this while. 

I pr’ythee, sister Kate, untie my hands. 21 

Kaih, If that be jest, then all the rest was 
so. [Strikes her. 

Enter Baptista. 

Bap. Why, how now, dame ! whence grows 
this insolence ? — - 

Bianca, stand aside ; — poor girl ! she weeps.— 
Go ply ibhy needle ; m^dle not with her. — 
For shame, thou hilding of a devilish spirit, 
Why dost thou witing her that did ne’er 
wrong thee 1 


When ditl she cross thee with a bitter word ? 
Kath, Her silence flouts me, and I’ll bo 
reveng'd. [Flies after Bianca. 

Bap, What I in my sight ? — Bianca, get 
thee in. [Exit Bianca. 

Kaih, What! will you not sufler me'l 
Nay, now I sr(% ai 

She. is your treasure, she must have a husband; 

I must dance bare-foot on Jiei- wedding-day. 
And, for your love to hei’, lead apes in hell. 
Talk not to me : 1 will go .sit and wee]>, 

Till I can tind occasion ol’ revenge, [Exit 
Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev’d as 
I ? - 

But who conuss ln?re i 

Eider Gkemio, imdi Li'i^entio in the hahit of 
a mean man ; I’ethuciiio, with Hoktknbio 
as a nivsician ; a)td TiiANlo, with BlON- 
DELLO beariiif/ a I ate and books, 

(ire. Good nioi row, neiglibour Baptisbi. 
Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Gremio. 
God save you, g(3ntlemen ! 

Pei. And you, good sir. Pray, iiave you 
not a daughter, 

CaH’tl Katharina, fair, and virtuous % 

Bap. I have a daughter, sir, call’d Kathar- 
ilia. 

Gre, You are tqo blunt : go to it orderly. 
Pei, You wrong mo, Signior Gremio : give 
me leave. — 

I am a gentleman of Verona, sir. 

That, liearing of her beauty, and her wit, ^ 
Her affability, and bashful modesty, 

Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, ts 
Am bold to show myself a forward guest 
Within your house*, to make mine eye thiV 
witness 

Of that rei>ort whicli I so of't have lieard. 

And, for an entrance to my entertainment^ ^ 

I do present you with a man of mine, 

[Presenting HoRTENSlO* 
Cunning iu music and the matliemati<¥J, 
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To instruct her fully in those scienct?iij 
Whereof, 1 know, she is not ignorant. 

.Accept of him, or else you do me wrong : 

His name is Licio, born in Mantua. m 

Bwp, You’re welcome, sir; and ho, for 
your good sake. 

But for my daughter, Katharine, this 1 know, 
She is not for your tiiri?, the nore my grhd*. 
Fet, I sec, you do not mean to part with 
her, 

Or else you like not of my company. 

Bap. Mistake mo not ; I speak but as 1 
find. ^ 

Whence are you, sir % what may I call your 
name ? 

Pet. I^etrucliio is my name, Antonio’s son ; 
A man well known throughout all Italy. 

Bap. I know him well : you are welcome 
for his sake. ' ro 

6V(3. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray, 
Let us, that are poor pctitioiH'rs, speak too. 
Backare I you are marvellous forward. 

Pei. O ! pardon me, Signior Gremio ; I 
would fain be doing. 

Gre. I doubt it not, sir ; but you will 
ciu*sc your w^ooiug. — 

Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am 
sure of it. To express the like kimlness, 
myself that have been more kindly beholding 
to you than any, freely give unto you this 
young scholar [prese)Ui')a/ Lucentio], that 
hath been long studying at Rheirns ; as cuie 
iiing in Greek, Latin, and other languages, as 
the other in music and mathematics. His 
name is Cambio : pray Jiccept his service. 

Bap. A thousand thanks, Hignior Gremio ; 
welcome, gpod Cambio . — [To Tkanio.] But, 
gentle sir, inethinks, you walk like a stranger : 
may T be so bold to know the cause of your 
coming 1 

Tra. Pardon me, sir, the boldness is luine 
own, 

That, being a stranger in this city here, 

I>o make myself a suitor to your daughter, so 
Unto Bianca, fair, and virtuous. 

Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me. 

In the prefei-ment of the eldest sister. 

This liberty is all that I I'equest, — 

That, upon knowledge of my parentage, 

I may have welcome ’mongst the rest that woo, 
And free access and favour as the rest. 

And, toward the education of your daughtei-s, 

I here bestow a simple instrument, 

And ^is small packet of Greek and Latin 
books ; 

ti you accept them, then their worth is great. I 
' Bwp. Lucentio is yom’namel of whence, 1 
' pray 1 


Tra. Of Pisa, sir ; son to Vincentio. 

Bap. A miglity man of Pisa ; by repoii; 
know him well ; you are very welcome, 
sir.- 

[To Hou.] Take you the lute, [to Luc.] and 
you tlie sot of books ; 

You shall go see your jAipils presently. 

Holla, within ! 

Enter a Serva'nt. 

Sirrah, lead these geiitloineii 
To my daughtei s ; and tell them both, 

These are their tutors : bid them use tliein well. 

[E.rit Servant, 'with Hortensio, 
Luckxtio, araJ Biondello, 
We will go walk a little in the orchard, 

And then to dinner. You are passing wel- 
come, 

And so I pray you all to think yourselves. 
Pet. Hignior Baptista, iny business asketh 
haste, 

And every day 1 cannot (^ome to woo. 

You knew my fathc^r well, and in him, me, 
Ix^ft solely heir to all liis lands and goods, 
Which I have better'd rather than decreas’d : 
Then tell me, — if I get your aaugliter's love, 
What dowry shall 1 have with her to wife ? 
i Bap. After my death, tlio one half of my 
' lands ; m 

I And in possession tw^enty thousand crowns. 

I Pet. And, for that dowiy, I ’ll assure her ol 
Her widowhood, be it that she survive me, 

In all my lands and leases whatsoever, 
j Let specialties be therefore draw^n between us, 
! Tliat covenants may be kept on either liand. 
Bap. Ay, whe^n the special thing is well 
obtain’d. 

That is, her love ; for that is all in ail. 

Pet. Why, tliat is nothing ; for I tell you, 
fathei*, 

1 am as perem|)tovy as she proud-minded ; 
And where two raging fires meet together, 
They do consume the thing that feeds tlieir 
fury : 

Though little fire gi-ows great with little wind, 
Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all ; 
So I to her, and so she yields to mo, 

For I am rough, and woo not like a babe. 

Bap, Well may’st thou woo, and happy be- 
thy speed ! 

But be thou arm’d for some unhai)py words. 
Per. Ay, to the proof, as mountains ai*e for 
winds, 

That shake not, though they blow perpetually. 
Be-enter Hortensio, with his head broken. 

Bap, How now, my fiiend ? why dost thou 
look so pale 1 
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//or. For fear, I promise you, it* I look pale. 
Bap, What, will my dauglitei* i.tovo agood 
iniisiciau 

Ilor, I think, she ’ll sooner j)rov«i a soldier : 
Iron may hold her, but never lutes. 

Bap, Why, then thou canst not break her 
to the lute ? r 

Ifor. Why, no, for she liath bi oke the lute 
to me. 

I did but tell her she mistook her frets, 

And bow’d her hand to teach her lingering;. 
When, with a most imj)atieut, devilish spirit, 1 
Frote call you these ? ” tpioth she ; J ’ll 
fume with them 

And with that word she struck me on the he>ad, 
And thi’ough the instrument my pate made 

And there I .stood amazed for a while, 

As on a pillory, looking through the lute. 
While she did call me rascal tiddler. 

And twangling Jack, with twenty such vile 
terms, 

As had she studied to misuse, me so. 

Pet, Now, by the woi'kl, it is a lusty w<aich ! 

I love her ten ^iiues more than e’er I did : •».« 
(), liow 1 long tb have some chat with her ! 
Bap, Well, go with me, and be not so dis- 
comfited : 

Proceed in practice with my younger d.mghUM* ; 
Hlie *s apt to learn, and thankful foi good 
turns, — 

Signior Petruchio, will you go with us, 

Or shall I send my dauglitei* Kate to you 1 
Pet, I pray you do ; I will attend her here, 
\^Exeunt Bactista, (tIIEmjo, Tuanio, 
iml Hoktensio. 
And woo her witli some spirit when she 
comes. 

Hay, that she rail; why, tlien I ’ll tell her 
plain, 

Hho sings as sweetly as a nightingale : 

Hay, that she frown ; 1 1! .say, slie looks as 
clear 

As morning roses newly wasliM with dew : 

Hay, she be mute, and will not s|K?ak a word ; 
Then I *11 commend lier volubility. 

And say, she uttereth piercing eloquence : 

If she do bid me pack. I’ll give her tluinks, 

As though she bid me stay by her a week : 

Tf she deny to wed, 1 *11 crave the day 
AVhen I shall ask the banns, ami when be 
mariied. — 

But here she comes; and now, Petiuchio, 
speak. 

Enter Kathakina. 

Good morrow, Kate, for that *s your name, t 
hear. 


KatH, Well liave you heard, but something 
hard of hearing : 

They call mo Katharine, that do talk of mo. ' 
Pet, You lie, in faith ; for you are call’d 
plain Kate, « 

And boimy Kate, and sometimes Kate tin? 
curst ; . 

But Kate, the pi*ettiest Kate in Christendom ; 
Kate of Kate Hall, my supei'-dainty Kate, 
For dainties are all cates : and therefore, Kate, 
Take this of me, Ka te of my consolation : — iw 
Hearing thj^ mildness prais'd in every town, 
Thy virtueij six>ke of, and thy beauty sounded. 
Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs. 

Myself am mov’d to woo tliee for my wife. 
Kath, Mov’d ! in good time : let liim that 
mov’d you hither, 

Remove yq^i hence. 1 knew you at the first, 
You were a movable. 

Pet, Why, wliat ’s a movable 1 

Kath. A joint-stool. ♦ 

Pet. Thou hast Iiit it ; come, sit o*n mt?, 
Kath. Asses are made to bear, and so ai e 
you. 

Pet. Women are made to bear, and so are 
you. ‘ c ^ iw 

Kath. No such ,jadc as bear you, if me you 
mean. 

Pei. Alas, good Kate ! 1 will not burdefi 
thee ; 

For, knowing thee to bo but youngand light, ^ — 
Kath. Too light for such a swapi as you to 
catch, 

And yet as h(‘avy as my weight should be. 
Pet. Hliould be ? should buz. 

Kath. Well ta’eii, and like a buzzard. 
Pet. O slow-wing’d tuHle ! sbufll a buzzaivl 
take tlieel 

Kath. Ay, for a tui'tle, as he takes a buz- 
zai'd. 

Pet. Come, conn*, you wasp ; i’ faith, you 
are too angry. 

Kath. If I be waspish, best beware my 
sting. aio 

Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out. 
Kath. Ay, if the fool could find it where it 
lies. 

Pet. Who knows not where a w^isp does 
wear his sting ? 

In his tail. 

Kath. In his tongues 
Pet. Whose tongue ? 

Kath. Yours, if you talk of tails ; aud so 
farewell. 

Pet. What ! with my tongue in your tail f 
\jiay, come again : 

Good Kate, I am a gentlemap, 

A^afh. That I ’ll tiy. DStrihhi^ hini. 


\ 


354 



Act II. THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. HoEm 


Pet I swear I ’ll cuff you, if you strike 
again. 

Kath. So may you lose your arms : 

If you strike me, you are no gentleman, 

And if no gentleman, why, then no arms. 

J^et A herald, Kate ? O I put me in thy 
books. 

Kath. What is your crest a coxconil> ? 

Pet. A combless cock, so Kate Avill be my 
hen. 

A^ath. No cock of mine ; you crow too like 
a craven. ^ 

Pet Nay, come, Kate, come ; 3 »u must not 
look so sour. 

Kath. It is my fasliion wluin I see a crab. 

Pet. Wliy, here’s no crab, and therefore 
l()ok not sour. 

Kath. There is, there is. 

pet Then show it me. 

Kath. Had I a glass, I would. 

Pet. What, you iiK^an my face ‘I 

Kath. Well aim’d of such n young one. 

Pet Now, by Saint George, 1 am too young 
for yon. 

Kath. Yet you are wither’d. 

Pet ^ * ’Tis with enres. 

Kath. i (jare iiok 

Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate : in sooth, you 
’scape not so. 

Kath. I chafe you, if I tany : let me go. 

/V^. No, not a whit : T lind you j)assing 
gentle. 

’T was told me, you were rough, and coy, and 
sullen, 

And now I find report a very liar ; 

For thou art ])leasant, gamesome, pa.ssing 
courteous, 

But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time 
denvers. lmu 

Thou caust not frown, thou canst not look 
askance, 

Nor bite the lij), as angry wenches will ; 

Nor hast thou ])leasure to be cross iji talk ; 

But thou with mildness (Uitertaiii’st thy 
wooers, 

With gentle conference, soft and affable. 

Why does the world report that Kate doth 
limp ? 

0 slanderous world ! Kate, like tlie hazel- 
twig, 

Is straight, and slender ; and as brown in hue 

As hazel-nuts, and sweeter than the kernels. 

O ! let me see thee walk : thou dost not halt. 

Kath. Go, fool, and wliom thou keep’st 
’ command. 

Pet, Did ever Dian so become a gro^’e, 

As Kate this chamber with her princely gait ? 

U ! be thou Dian, and let her be Kate, 


I And tlien let Kate l>i chaste, and Dian sport- 
ful. 

Kath. Where did you study all this gooilly 
speech i 

pet It is extempore, from le.y mother- wit. 

Kath. A witty mother ! witless else lier 
srn. 

Pet. Am I not wise ? 

K(ith. Yes ; keep you waj-ni. 

Pet. Many, so I mean, sweet Katharine, 
in thy bed. wjo 

And therefore, setting all this dial aside, 

Thus in terms : — your fallK*r liath eon 
sented 

That you shall be my wif<? ; youi* dowry 
’greed on ; 

And, will you, iiill you, I will marry you. 
Now, Kate, 1 am a husband for your turn ; 
For, by this light, whereby 1 see thy beauty, 
Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well, 
Thou must be manied to no man but mo : 

For I am he am born to tame you, Kate, 

And bi-ing you from a wild Kate to a Kate 
ComforiuabJe, as other household Kates.' wi . 
Here comes your father : never make denial ; 

1 must and will have Kathai'ine to my wife. 

^ Re-enter Baptista, Gkemio, and Tranu). 

JiajK Now, Signior Petruchio, how speed 
you with my daughter ] 

Pet. How but well, sir 1 hpw but well? 

It wt*re impossible I should speed amiss. 

Hai}. Why, liow now, daughter Katharine ? 
in your dumps? 

Kath. Call you me daughter ? now, 1 
mise you. 

You have show’d a tender fathcidy regjirtl, 

To wish me wed to on(3 iialf hinatic ; l’hl 

A mad-cap ruJHaii, aial a swearing Jack, 

TJjat thinks with oatlis to face the matter out. 

Pei. Father, ’t is thus youj*sdf and all 
tlie world, 

That talk’d of her, have talk'd amiss of lier. 

If she be curst, it is for policy, 

For she ’s not froward, but modest as the dove ; 
8he is not hot, but temperate as the nioi’ii ; 

For patience she will prove a second Grissel, 
And Roman Lucrece for her chastity ; 

And to conclude, — we have ’gi-eed so well 
together, 

Tliat uj>ou Sunday is the wedding-day. 

Kath. I ’ll see thee bang’d on Sunday fii*8t. 

Gre, Hark, Petruchio : she says she ’ll see 
thee bang’d lirst. 

Tra, Is this your speeding ? nay then, go<id 
night onr part. 

Pei. Be patient, gentlemen, 1 uho'^se her 
for myself ; 
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If slie and I be pleas'd, what 's that to yon ? 

'T is bargain'd 'twixt us twain, being alone, 
That she shall still be curst in company, 

I tell you, 't is incredible to believe 
How much she loves me. O, the kindest 
Kate ! m 

She hung about my t^eck, and kiss pn kiss 
She vied so fast, protesting oath on oath, 

That in a twiiik she won me to her love. 

0 ! you are novices : 't is a world to see. 

How tame, when men and women are alone, 

A meacock wretch can make the enrstest 

shrew. — 

Give me thy hand, Kate : I will unto Venice, 
To buy apparel 'gainst the wedding-day. — 
Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests ; 

1 will be sure, my Katliariiie shall be fine. :wo 

Hap, I know not wJiat to my : but give me 
your hands : 

(yod send you joy, Petruchio ! 't is a match. 

Gre., Tra. Amen, say we : we will be wit- 
nesses. 

Pet, Fatlier, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu. 

I will to Venice ; Sunday comes apuje. 

We will ^iave rings, and things, and fine 
array : 

And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o' 
Sunday. 

[Exeunt Petruchio arid Katuarina, 

severally. 

Ore. Was ever match clapp’d up so sud- 
denly 1 

Bap, 'Faith, gentlemen, now I play a mer- 
chant’s part. 

And venture madly on a desperate mai*t. sa) 

I'ra. 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by 
you : 

'T will bring you gain, or perish on the seas. 

Bap, The gain I .seek is — quiet in the 
match. 

Ore, No doubt but he hath got a quiet 
catch. — 

But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter. 
Now is the day we long have looked for : 

I am your neighbour, and was suitor first. 

Tra, And I am one, that love Bianca 
more 

Than words can witness, or your thoughts can 
gue^. 

Gre, Youngling, thou canst not love so 
dear as I. sao 

Tra, Groy-beard, thy love doth freeze. 

Gre^ But thine doth fiy. 

Skipper, stand back : ’t is age, that nourishetL 

Tra, But youth, m ladies’ eyes that 
flourisheth. 

Bap, Content you, gentlemen ; I '11 com- 
pound this strife ? 
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'T is (feeds must win the prize ; and he, of 
both. 

That can assure my daughter greatest dower, 
Shall liave Bianca's love. — 

8ay, 8ignior Gremio, wli/it can you assui’e 
her ? 

Gre, First, as you know, my house^^Vithin 
the city 

Is richly furnished with plate and gold : sio 
Basins, and ewers, to lave her dainty hands ; 
My hangings all of Tyrian tapesti y ; 

In ivory colfers I have .stuff’d my crowns ; 

In cypress Jbhests my arras, counterpoints, 
Costly appai*el, tents, and canopies. 

Fine linen, Turkey cushions boss'd with pearl, 
Valance of Venice gold in needlework, 

Pewter and bmss, and all things that belong 
To house, housekeej)ing : then, at my farm, 
I have a hundred niilch-kine to the pail, aw 
Hixscore fat oxen standing in my stalls, 

And all tilings answerable to this portion. 
Myself am struck in yeai’s, I nuist confess ; 
And if I die to-morrow, this is hers, 

If whilst I live she will be only mine. 

7V(7. That “only" came well in. — Sir, list 
to me : » , ' 

I am my father's heir and only son ; 

If I may have your daughter to my ^ife, 

I 'll leave her houses three or four as good, 
Within rich Pi.sa walls, as any one aao 

Old Signior Gremio has in Padua ; 

Besides two thousimd ducats by the year 
Of fruitful land, all which shall fee her join- 
ture.- - 

What, have I ]>inch'd you, Siguior Gremio ^ 
Gre, Two tliousaiid ducats by the year of 
land ! 

My land amounts not to so much in all : 

That she shall have ; l>esides an argosy, 

That now is lying in Marseilles’ road. — 

What, have I chok'd you with an argosy ? 

Tra, Gremio, 't is known, my father hath 
no less 

Than thi'ee great argosies, besides two galli- 
asses, 

And twelve tight galleys : these T will assure 
her, 

And twice as much, whate'er thou oifer^st 
next. 

Ore, Nay, I have offer'd all, I have no 
more ) 

And she can have no more than all I have :~ 
If you like me, she shall have me and mine* 
Tra, Why, then the maid is mine from all 
world, 

By your fii*m promise. Gremio is out-vied. 

Ba]), *1 must confess, your oflTor is the bei^t ; 
And, let your father make her the assurance^ 
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She your own ; else, you must pardihi me : 

If you should die before him, where 's her 
dower 1 

*Tra, That but a cavil : he is old, I young. 

Gre. And may not young men die, as well 
as old 1 

Well, gentlemen, 

1 am thus resolv’d.— On »S'’nday next, you 
know. 

My daughter Katharine is to be married : 

Now, on the Sunday following sliall Bianca 

Be bride to you, if you make this assurance ; 

If not, to Signior Gvemio : xk) 

And so I tiike my leave, and thanfi: you both. 

[jExit, 

Gre: Adieu, good neigh}>our. — Now 1 fear 
thee not : 


, Sirrah, young gamester, your father were a 
j fool 

! To give thee all, and, in his waning age, 

Set foot under thy table. Tut ! a toy ! 

An old Itiilian fox is not so kind, my boy. v 

Tra, A vengeance on your crafty wilher’d 
hide I 

Yet I have face<l it with a card of ten. 

’T is in my lu^ad to do my master good : — 

I see no reason, but suppos’d Lucentio m 
Must get a father, call’d — supj30s’d Vincentio ; 

I And that’s a wonder : fathers, commonly. 

Do get their children ; but in this case of 
wooing, 

A child sliall get a sire, if I fail not of my 
cunning. 


ACT 

Scene I. — A Room in Baptista’s House. 

Enter Lucentio, Hortensio, (md Bianca. 

Liuu Fiddler, forbear : you grow too for- 
ward^ sif4* 

Have you so soon forgot the eiitertainineut 
Her sisoer Katharine wcloAiM you withal ? 

7/or. But, wrangling jiedaut, this is 
The patroness of heavenly harmony ; 

Tlien give me leave to have prerogative ; 

And when in music we have spent an hour, 
Your lectili’e shall have leisure for as much. 

Luc, Preposterous ass, that never read so 
far 

To know the cause why music was ordain’d ! 
W^as it not to refresh the mind of man, ii 
After his studies, or his usual pain ? 

Then give mo leave to read philosophy. 

And while I pause servo in your harmony. 

llor. Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of 
thine. 

Blau, Why, gentlemen, you do me double 
wrong, 

To strive for that which resteth in my 
choice. 

I am no breeching scholar in the schools : 

!Pll not be tied to hours, nor ’pointed times. 
But learn my lessons as I please myself. 

And) to cut off all strife, here sit we down : — 
Take you your instrument, play you the 
whiles ; 

His lecture will be done, ere you have 
tun’d. 

iSTor. ' You ’ll leave his lecture, when I am | 
in tune ? [Retiretf, 

That will be never : — tune your ^ 
instrument. I 


JII. 

Blan, Where left we last ? 

A?w*. Here, madam : — 

II ic that Shifois ; hlc est Si geia teUus ; 
Hie stetemt Pricind reyitt celsa senle. 

JHan, C Construe them. 

j Lnc, Hie ibat, as 1 told you before,- - 
I SiinoL% 1. am Lucentio, — hie .c,d, sou unto 
Vincentio of Pisa, — Sigeia tdlus^ disguised 
thus to get your love ; — IJio mteterat^ and that 
Lucentio that comes a-wooing, — Priami, is 
j my man Tranio, — regut, bearing my port, - 
I celsa senis, that we might beguile the old 
; [lautaloon. 

Hor. [^Returniny.^ Madam, my instrument’s 
ill tune. 

Rian. Let’s hear. [Hor. plays.] O fie! 
the treble jars. 

Lite, Spit in the liole, man, and tune 
again. 

Rian. Now let me see if I can construe it : 
Hie that Simoisy I know you not ; — hie rsi 
Sigeia telhis, I trust you not \~lHc sieh rat 
Prutmly take heed he hear us not ; rryia, 
jiresume not ; — celsa senis, dcspaii* not. 

Hor. Madam, ’t is now in tune. 

Luc. All but the base. 

Um\ The base is right ; ’t is the bast; knave 
that jars. 

How fiery and forward our pedant is ! 

Now, for my life, the knave doth court my 
love : 

PedmeuMy I *11 watch you better yet. 

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I mis- 
tmst. ^ 

Luc, Mistrust it not ; for sure, ASacides 
Was Ajax, call’d so from his gi-ondfather. 
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hian, I must believe my master ; else, 1 
promise you, 

I should be arguing still upon tliat doubt : 
But let it rest. — Now, Lieio, to you. 

(tooiI masters, take it not unkindly, pray, 
1'liat I have bcc*n thus pheasant with you 
both. 

y/or. [7b Luckntio.] You may go walk, and 
give me leave awhile : ' 

My lessons make no music in three parts. 
Luc. Are you so formal, sir 1 Well, 

[ must wait, «<» 

And watch withal ; for, but 1 be deceiv’d, 
Our fine musician groweth amorous. 

Hot. Madam, before you touch the instru- 
ment, 

To learn the order of my fingering, 

I must begin with rudiments of art ; 

To teach you gamut in a briefer sort, 

More pleasant, pithy, and eflectiial, 

Than hath been taught by any of my trade : 
And there it is in writing, fairly drawn. 
bian. Why, I am i^ast my gamut long 
ago. 

Hot. rf3ad the gamut of Ilortensio. 
Bian. 

“ Gamut, / mo,, iJie ( f round of all accord, 

A re, to plead J/o7*tciisio^8 ])aif8ion 
B iiii, take hioifor thy lord, 

C fa ut, that loves with fdl affection: 

D sol re, oiu^, clif two notes have I : 

E la mi, show pity, or I die'' 

Call you this gamut? tut ! 1 like it not : 

Old fa.shions please me best ; I am not so 
nice, 

To change true rules for odd im entions. so 
Enter ft Servant. 

Serv. Mistress, your father prays you leave 
your books, 

And help to dress your sister’s chamber up : 
You know, tomorrow is the wedding-day. 
Biart. B'arewcll, sweet masters both : I 
must be gone. 

[^Exeunt Bianca and Servant. 
Luc. Taith, mistress, then I have no cause 
to stay. [Exit. 

Ifirr. But I have cause to pry into this 
pedant ; 

Methinks, he looks as though he were in 
love. — 

Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, 1x3 so humble, 

To cast thy wandering eyes on every stale, 
Seize thee that list : if once I find thee rang- 
ing, ^ w 

Hortensio will be quit yith thee by changing. 

[EJxit. 


Scene II. — The Same. Before Baptista's 
H ouse. 

AW^rBAPi’iSTA, Grkmio, Tranio, Kathabina, 
Bianca, Li;centio, and Attendants. 

Bap. Signior Luceiitio, tliis is the ^pointed 
day, 

That Katharine and Betruchio should be 
married, 

And yet we hear not of our son-in-law. 

What will be said ? what mockery will it be, 
I'o want the bridegroom, when the priest 
attertds 

To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage ! 
Wliat says Lucentio to this shame of ours? 
Kath. No shame but mine : I must, for- 
sooth, be forc’d 

To give my hand, oppos’d against my lieart, 
Unto a ma(t-brain rudesby, full of spleen ; i« 
Who woo’d in haste, and means to wed at 
leisure. « 

T told you, I, he was a frantic fool, 

Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour ; 
And to be noted for a merry man, 

He ’ll woo a thousand, ’point the day of mar- 

I Make friends, invite them, and proclaim the 
' banns ; • • 

Yet never means to wed wbei’e he hath woo’d. 

I Now must the world })()int at poor Katharine, 

I And say, — “ Lo, there is mad Petruchio’s 
wife. 

If it would please him come and iriarry her.” 
Tra, Patience, good Katharine, and Bap- 
tista too. 21 

U|>on my life, Petruchio means but well, 
Wliatever fortune stays him from his word : 
Though he l>e blunt, I know him passing wise ; 
Though he be merry, yet withal be ’s lioiiest. 
Kath. ’Would Katharine had never seen 
him though ! 

[Exit, weeping, followed, hy Bianca 
and others^ 

Bap. Go, girl ; I cH-nnot blame thee now to 
weep, 

For such an injuiy would vex a very saint, 
Much more a shrew of tby impatient humour. 

Enter Biondello. 

JHon. Master, master ! old news, and such 
news as you never heard of ! si 

Bap. Is it new and old too ? how may that 
be? 

Bion. Why, is it not news to hear of 
Petriichio’s coming ? 

Bap. Is he come ? 

Bion. Why, no, sir. 

Bap. What then ? 
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Jiitm, He is coming. 

Baj}, When will he be here ? 

Bum. When he stands wlujre 1 arn, and 
sees you tlnire. n 

Tra. But, say, what to thine old news ? 
Bion. Why, Petruehio is coining, in a new 
hati |ind an old jerkin ; a pair of old breeches, 
thrice turned ; a pair of boots that have been 
candle-cases, one buckled, another laced ; an 
old rusty sword ta’en out of the town-ariiiouiy, 
with a broken hilt, and chapel ess ; with two 
broken jioiiits : his horse hipped, with an old 
niothy saddle, and stirrups of *io kindred; 
besides, possessed with the glaiulfers, and like 
to mosc in the chine ; troubled with the lain- 
pass, infected witli the fashions, full of wind- 
galls, sped with spavins, rayed with tlie. 
yellows, past cure of the, lives, stark spoiled 
with the staggers, begiiawn wiuli the hots, 
swayed in the Ixick, and shoulder-shotteii ; 
ne’^u’-Iegged before, and with a half-checked 
bit, and a head-stall of slieep’s leather; whicli, 
being restraincxl to kei^j) him from stumbling, 
hath been often bui>it, and now rejmired witli 
knots ; one girtli six times pi(H;ed, and a 
vvoman^s ci^ip[)yr of velurc, whicli hatli two 
letters for her name fairly set down in studs, 
and here and there ])iecod with packtlir<.iad. «!•.* 
Bwp. Who comes with him 'l 
Bicm, O, sir ! his lackey, for all the world 
<iaparisone<l like the liorse ; with a linen 
stock on one leg, and a kersey boot-hose on 
tlie other, gartered with a nni and blue list ; 
ail old hat, and tlie liumour of forty fancies ” 
jiricked in ’t for a feather : a monster, a very 
monster in ajiparcl, and not like a Christian 
footboy, or a gentleman’s lackey. ro 

Tra. ’T is sonic o<ld humour jiricks him to 
this fashion ; 

Vet oftentimes he goes but mean-ajiparell’d. 
Bap. r air glad he is come, howsoe’er he 

C0111(\S. 

Btou. Why, sir, lie comes not. 

Bfvp. iJidst tliou not say, he comes ? 

Bion. Who 1 that Petruehio came 1 
Bap, Ay, that Petruehio came. 

Bto?i. No, sir ; I say, his horse comes, with 
•him on his back. 

Bap. Wliy, that ’s all one. w 

Bion, Nay, by 8aint Jamy, 

I hold you a |)enny, 

A horse and a man 
Is more tlian one, 

And yet not many. 

Petruchio a ? i{i Grumio. 

Pet. Come, where be these gallants 1 who ’s 
at home ? 


Bap. You are welcome, sir. 

Pet. And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra. Not so well apparcll’d, 

As I wish you were. 

Pet. Were it better, I should rusli in thus. 
But wlierc^ is Kate ‘i ^ where is iiiy lovely 
bride ' s»i 

Mow does my father -Gentles, methinks 
you frowi 

And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 

As if they saw some wondrous monument, 
Some comet, or unusual prodigy'? 

Hap. Wliy, sir, you know, this is your 
wofldiiig-day. 

First were we sad, fearing you would not 
come ; 

Now sadder, that you come so unprovided. 

Fie ! doft* this liabit, shame to your estate^, 

All eyeson* to our solemn festival. ioi» 

Tra. And tell us what occasion of import 
Hath all so long detain’d you from your wife, 
And sent you hither so unlike yourself '? 

Pet. Tedious it w iae to tell, and liai-sh to 
hear : » 

Muflicetli, 1 am come to keep "iiy word, 
’riiough ill some part enforced to digress ; 
Which, at mon* leisure, 1 will so excuse 
As you shall well be satisfied withal. 

But, wliere is Kat(? I I stay too long from 
Jier : 

The morning wears, ’t is time we were at 
church, iiH 

Tra. See not your bride in these unreverent 
robes. 

Go to my chamber : put on clothes of mine. 
Pot. Not 1, bidieve me; tlius I '11 visit lier. 
Bap. Put thus, I trust, you will not marry 
her. 

Pet. Good sooth, even thus ; therefore ha’ 
doiu' with words : 

To me she ’.s married, not unto m}^clothes. 

( Joald J repair what she will wear in me, 

As I can change these poor accoutre nuuits, 

’T were well. for Kate, and better for myself. 
But what a fool am 1 to chat with you, 120 
When I should bid good-morrow to my bride. 
And seal the title with a lovidy kiss ! 

\?h'mint PETKrciiio, Grumio, and 
Biondkllo. 

Tra. He hath some meaning in his mad 
attire. 

We will |KU'8uade him, bo it jiossible, 

To put on better ere he go to church. 

Bap . I ’ll aftm- him, and see the event of 
this. \^Exit. 

Tra. But to her love concerneth us to add 
Her father’s liking : which to bring to pass, 
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As 1 before inipaiiied to your worshij), 

I am to get a man, — whate’er he bo, i.Tf» 

It skills not much, we ’ll fit him to our turn, — 
And he shall be Vincentio of Pisa, 

And make assurance, here in Padua, 

Of gi'eater sums than I have piuiuiscd. 

So shall you quietly eiyoy your hope, 

And marry sweet Bianca with consent 

Luc, Were it not that my fellow-school** 
master 

Dotli w’atch Bianca’s steps so narrowly, 

’T were good, methmks, to steal our marriage ; 
Which onc(^ ))erfonn’d, let all the world say 
no, no 

I ’ll keep mine own, th^spite of all the world. 

Tra, That by dogrotjs we. mean to look into, 
And watch our vantage in this business. 

We ’ll over-rciich IIk^ grey-beard, Oromio, i 
The naiTow-pryiiig father, Minola, | 

The quaint musician, amorous Licio ; 

All for my master’s sakts Jjucentio. 

Re-eidcr (tIikmio. 

Signior Gremio, came you from the church ? 

Gee, As ^^ilIingly as e’er I came from 
school. ^ 

Tra, And is the bride, and bridegroom, 
coming home ? 

Gre, A bridegroom say you ? t is a groom 
indeed, 

A grumbling groom, and that tlie girl shall 
find. 

Tra, Curster than slu^ ? why, ’t is impossible. 

Gre„ Wiiy, he a devil, a ilevil, a very 
fiend. 

Tret. Why, she *s a devil, a dev'il, the devil’s 
dam. 

Gre. Tilt ! she ’s a lamb, a dove, a fool to 
him. 

I ’ll tell you, Sir Lucentio ; wlieii the priest 
Should ask, if Katharine should be his wife, 
Ay, by gogs-wouiis,’’ quoth he ; and swore 
so loud, 

That, all amaz’d, the pi iest let fall the book ; 
And, as he stooi)’d again to take it up, mh 
T his niad-brain’d bridegroom took him such a 
cuft’, 

That down fell priest and book, and book and 
piiest : 

Now tJike them \ip,” quoth he, ‘‘ if any list.’^ 

Tra, What said the wench, when he arose 
again ] 

Gre, Trembled and shook: for why, he 
stamp’d, and swore, 

As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 

But after many ceremonies done, 

He calls for wine : — A health I” quoth he 
as if 


He had been aboard, carousing to his mates 
After a storm : — quati‘’(l ofi‘the inusciulel, «n 
And threw the sops all in the sexton’s face ; 
Having no other reason, 

But that his bean I grew thin and hungerly, 
And seem’d to ask him sops as he was drink- 
ing. 

This done, lie took the bride about the neck, 
And kiss’d her lips with such a clamorous 
smack, 

That, at the ])arting, all the church did echo. 
And 1, seeing this, came tlieuce for veiy 
shames 

And after me,’ I know, the rout is coming : i«" 

Such a mad marriage never was before. 

Hark, hark ! 1 hear the minstrels play. 

\Mmic, 

Enter Pethugihio, Katuarina, Bianca, Bap 
TISTA, IIoRTENSio, Gkumio, and Train. 

Tel. Gentlemen and friends, I thank yuu 
for your pains. * • 

1 know, you think to dine with me to-day, 
And have prepar’d gi’eat store of weddiiii:- 
cheer 

But, so it is, my liaste doth call me# hence ■, 
And therefore here 1 mean to take my leave \ 
Ba'p, Is ’t possible you will 5‘Avay to-night % 
Pet, 1 must aw'ay to-day, liefore night 
come. 

Make it no wonder : if you knew my business, 
You would entreat me rather go than stay. — 
And, honest company, I thauk you alll, 

That have beheld mo give away myself 
To this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife. 
Dine with my fathei*, drink a health to me, 
For I must hence : and farewell to you all. 
Tra. Let us entreat you stay till after 
dinner. 

Pet, It may not bo. 

Gre. Let me entreat you. 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kath. Let me entreat you. 

Pet, I am content. 

Kath, Are you content to stay ? ax* 

Pet, I am content you shall entreat me 
stay, 

But yet not stay, entreat me how you can. 
Kath. Now, if you love me, stay. 

PeU Grumio, my horse ! 

Grit, Ay, sir, they be ready : the oats have 
eaten the horses. 

Kath, Nay, then, 

Do what thou canst, I will not go to-day ; 

No, nor to-morrow, nor till I please myself. 
Tile door is open, sii', there lies your way, 
You may he jogging whiles your boots are 
gi'een ; 
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For me, I *l\ not bo gone, till I please Jiiyself.- 
'T is like you *11 prove a jolly surly groom, 
That take it on you at the first so roundly. 
Pet O, Kate ! content tliec : pr’ythce, be 
not angry. 

. Katlu 1 will bo angry. What hast thou to 
^ do ? — 

Father, be quiet ; hb sliall "tay my leisure. 
Gre, Ay, marry, sir, now it begins to 
work. 

Kath, Gentlemen, fol'ward to tlie bridal 
dinner. 

1 see, a woman may be made tv/ool, 

If she had not a sjurit to resist.* 220 

Pet They shall go fi)rwar<l, Kate, at thy 
command. — 

Obey the bride, you that attend on lier : 

Go to the feast, revel and domiiUMU*, 

Carouse full measure to Inn* maftleiihead, 

Be marl and merry, or go Jiang yourselve^s. 
Hut for my bonny Kate, slie must with me. 
Ni*y, look* not big, nor stain j), nor stare, nor 
fi'et ; 

I will be master of what is mine own. 

She is iny goods, my cliattrds ; she is my 
house,. 

My housclioJtl stufi’ my field, my barn, 200 
My lioi’Tie, my ox, iny ass, my anything ; 

And here she stands ; touch her whoever dare, 
1 ’ll bring mine action on the proudest he 
That stops my way in Padua. — Gruraio, 


ACT 

Scene I. — A Hall in Pethucuio’s Country j 
House. 

Enter Gucmio. 

Gru. Fie, fio, on all tired jades, on all mad 
masters, and all foul ways ! Was ever man 
so beaten ? was ever man so rayed 1 was ever 
man so weary ? I am sent before to make a 
fire, and they are coming after to warm them. 
Now, were not I a little pot, and soon liot, 
my veiy lips might freeze to my teeth, my 
tongue to the roof of my mouth, my heart in 
my bolly, ere 1 sliould come by a fire to thaw 
me ; but, I, with blowing the fire, sluill warm 
myself, for, considering the weather, a taller 
man than I will take cold. Holla, ho ! 
Curtis ! 

Enter Curtis. 

Curt Who is that calls so coldly 1 

G^tfUn A piece of ice ; if thou doubt it, thou 
may’st slide from my shoulder to my heel, 
with no greater a run but my hdkd and my 
neok. A fire, good Curtis. ao 


Draw fortli thy weapon ; we ’re beset witli 
thieves : 

Rescue thy mistress, if thou be a man. — 

Fear not, sweet wench ; they shall not touch 
thee, Kate ; 

I’ll buckler thee against a vnillioii. 

nut PETKq^Hio, Kathauixa, uml 
Grumio. 

J Nay, let them go, a couj>le of quiet 

ones. 

Gre, Went they not quickly, 1 should die 
with laughing. 

Tra. Gf all mad matclics never was the 
like 1 

Iaic. Mistress, what ’s your opinion of your 
sister ] 

Bum, That, being mad herself, she ’s iiuirlly 
mated. 

Gre, I warrant him, Petrucliio is Rated. 

Bap, Neighboui's and friends, though bride 
and biidegroom wants 
For to supply the places at the table, 

You know, there wants no junkets at the 
feast. — 

Lucentio, you shall supply tlie Jbridegroom’s 
place, ^ 

Aiul let Bianca take her suite i^s room. 

Tra, Shall sweet Bianca practise how to 
bride it ? m 

B(ip, She sliall, Lucentio. — Come, gentle- 
men, let ’s go. [Exeunt. 


IV. 

C^irt, Is my master and his wife coming, 
Giniinio % 

Gru, O ! ay, Curtis, ay ; and tlierefoie 
fire, fire; cast ou no water. 

Curt Is she so hot a shrew as she *s 
ported ? 

Grn. She was, good Curtis, before this fi o.-t ; 
but, thou know’st, winter tames man, woman, 
and beast, for it hath tamed my old master, 
and my new mistress, and myself, fellow 
Curtis. 

Curt Away, you three-inch fool ! I am no 
beast. » 

Gru, Am I but three indies 1 why, thy 
horn is a foot ; and so long am I at the least. 
But wilt thou make a fire, or shall I complain 
on thee to our mistress, whose hand (she 
being now at hand) thou shalt soon feel, to 
thy cold comfort, for being slow in thy hot 
oflicel 

Curt I pr’ythee, good Grumio, tell me, 
how goes the world ? 

Gru, A cold world, Curtis, in every office 
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but thine ; and, therefore, fire. Do thy duty, 
and have thy duty, for my unister and mistress 
are almo.sfc frozen to death. 

Curt. There ’s fire ready ; and tlierefore, 
good Griimio, the news. 

(rru. Why, ‘‘Jack, boy I ho, boy!” aTida.s 
nnicli news as thou wilt. 

Curt. Come, you arc^o full of cony^mteh- 
ing. 

(ji'ii. Why, therefore, fii-e : for J liave 
caught extreme cold. Where’s tln^ cook? is 
supper ready, the house trimmed, rushas 
strewed, cobwebs swept; the serving-men in 
tJieir new fustian, their wJiite stockings, and 
every ofheer his wedding-garment on? Be 
the Jacks fair within, the Jills fair without, 
the carpets laid, and everything in order? la 
Curt, All midy ; and tlierefore, I pray 
thee, news. 

Gnt. First, know, rny horse is tired ; my 
master and mistress falh‘n out. 

Cf(7't. How ? 

(/rtt. Out of tlieir saddles into the dirt ; 
and tliereby hangs a tale. 

Curt. Let ’s ha ’t, good Grumio. 

Cru. Lend \hine ear. m 

Curt. Here. 

(rru. There. [Strikhiy him. 

Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a 
tale. 

Cru. And therefore ’t is called a sensible 
tale ; and this cuff was but to knock at your 
ear, and beseech listening. Now I l)egin : 
Imprimis, we came down a foul hill, my 
master riding behind my mistress, — I 

Ci(?'t. Both of one hor.se ? 

(rru. What ’s that to thee ? 

Ciirt. Why, a horse. 79 

Cric. Tell thou the tale : — but hadst thou 
not crossed me, thou shouldst have heard how 
her hor.se fidl, and she under her horse ; thou 
shouldst have heard, in how miry a place ; 
how she was bemoiled ; how he left her with 
the liorse upon her ; how he beat me becau.se 
her horse stumbled ; how she waded through 
the dirt to pluck him off me ; how he swore ; 
how she pmyed, that never prayed before ; 
how I cried ; liow the horses ran away ; huw" 
her bridle was burst; how 1 lost my crupjier ; 
— with many things of worthy memory, 
which now shall die in oblivion, and thou 
return unexperienced to thy grave. «» 

Curt. By this reckoning he is more shrew 
than she. 

Gru. Ay ; and that thou and the proudest 
of you all shall find, when he comes home. 
But what talk I of this? — Call forth Nathaniel, 
Jo.scph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Sugarsop, 


and the ^est : let their heads be sleekly 
comlxjd, their blue coats brushed, and their 
garters of an indifferent knit : let them curtsy 
with their left legs, and not presume to toueli 
a hair of my master’s horsetail, till they kiss 
their hands. Are they jill ready ? 

Curt. They arc. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

^ (htrt. Do you hear? ho! you must meet 
my master, to countenance my mistress. * 
6V?/. Wlij’^, she hath a face of her own. 

( Uvrt. Who knows not that ? 

Gru. Thou, ^it seems, that callest for com- 
pany to countcviance her. 

Curt. 1 call them forth to credit her. , 

Gru. Why, she comes to borrow nothing 
of them. 

Enter several Servants. 

r 

Xnth. Welcome home, Grumio. 

J*hil. How now, Grumio? 

Jos. What, Grumio ! ^ ' 

jVirh. Fellow Grumio ! 

Nath. Honv now, old hid? 

Gru. Welcome, you; — how now, you; — 
what, you ; fellow, you ; — and thu.s much for 
greeting. Now, my spruce comj*»anidus, is all 
ready, and all things neat ? ^ m 

iVath. All things is ready. How near is 
our master ? 

Gru. E’en at hand, alighted) by this; and 
therefore be not — Cock’s passion, silence ! — 1 
hea)* my mastcM'. « 

Elder Petkuchio ami Kathahtna. 

Pet. Where be these knaves? What! no 
man at door. 

To hold my stirruj), nor to take my horse ? 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip ? — 

All Serv. Here, here, sir; liere, .sir. 

Pet. Hero, sir I liei’e, sir! here, sir ! here, 
sir ! 

You logger-headed and unpolish’d grooms 1 rjo 
What, no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ? — 
Where is the foolish knave I sent before ? 

Gru. Here, sir ; as foolish as J. was before. 
Pet. You peasant swain ! you w'horeson 
malt-horse drudge ! 

Did I not bid thee meet me in the park, 

And bring along these rascal knaves with 
thee ? 

fjm. Nathaniel’s coat, sir, was not fully 
made. 

And Gabriel’s pumps were all unpink’d i’ the 
lieel ; 

There was no link to colour Peter’s hat, 

And Walten’s dagger was not come from 
* sheathing ; wo 
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There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and 
Gregory; 

Tlie rest were ragged, old, and beggarly ; 

Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet 
you. 

PeU Cto, rascals, go, and fetch my supper 

- in. — \Exe)f,ut Ser^^ants. 

Where is the lifi that late T M - 

i 

Where are those — ? Sit down, Kate, and 

welcome. 

Solid, soud, solid, solid ! 

Re-enter tservmifs^ with supper. 

Why, when, I say ? — Nay, good sweet Kate, 
be ineiry. 

Off with my boots, you rogues, you villains ! 
When? 

It toas the friar of o/rlers grey^ 

^Is he forth walked on his vmy 

(Jut, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry : 

^ke thf^.t, and mend tlu^ plucking of the 
other. — him. 

Be meriy, Kate. — Some watm-, here; what, 
ho ! — 

Where '.'j my spaniel Troilus ? — Sirrah, get 
you * 1161100 , 

And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither : 

One, Kate, that you must kiss, and bo ac- 
quainted with. — 

Where ai‘e my slippers ? — Shall I have some 
water ? 

Enter a Servant 'with a hann and ewen\ 

Come, Kate, and wash, and ^^’elcomo heartily. 

You M Jioreson villain ! will you let it fall ? i.=*o 

[Strikes him. 

Hath. Patience, I pray you ; *t was a fault 
unwilling. 

Pet. A whoreson, beetle-headed, llap-ear’d 
knave ! 

Come, Kate, sit down ; T know you hu.ve a 
stomach. 

Will vou give thanks, sweet Kate, or else 
‘shall I? 

What's this ? mutton > 

1 Seri\ Ay. 

Pet. Who brought it ? 

1 Serv. I. 

Pet. 'T is burnt ; and so is all the meat. 

What dogs are these ! — Where is the rascal 
cook ? . 

How durst you, villains, bring it from the 
dresser, 

And serve it thus to me that love it not ? 

There, take it to you, trenchei's, cups, and all. 

[Throws tJw meaty tCv;., at the/ni. 


You heedless joltheads, and unmannery 
slaves ! wi 

What ! do you grumble ? I 'll be with you 
straight. 

Kath. I pray you, husband, be not so dis- 
quiet : 

The meat was well, you were so contented. 
Pe^. r tell thee, Kate, 't was bin*nt and 
dried away. 

And I expressly am forbid to touch it. 

For it engenders choler, ]>lantetli anger ; 

And ))etter 't were, that both of us did fast, , 
Since, of ourselves, ourselv(‘S are choleric, 
Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh, ivo 
Be patient, to-morrow ’t shall be mend(*fl, 
And for this night we *11 flist for company. 
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. 
[Exeunt Pktkiujhio, Kathakina, and 

(hjKTIS. 

^ Hath. Peter, didst ever see the lik(^ I 
Peter. H(‘ kills Imr in her own humour. 

Re-enter Curtis. 

Gru. Wlier*^ is he ? 

Curt. In lier chamber, 

Making a sermon of coiitifjency to her ; 

And rails, ami swears, ‘and rates, that she, 
poor soul, 

Knows not which way to stand, to look, to 
speak, 

And sits as one new-risen from a dream. 
Away, away ! for he is coming hither. 

[Exeunt. 

tle-eufer Pktr r CH l O. 

Pet. Thus liave I politicly begun my reign. 
And 't is my liopi* to end successfully. 

My falcon now is sharp, and jwissing empty, 
And, till she stoop, slie must not bff full- 
goi's’il, 

For then she never looks upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my haggard, 

To make her come, and know her ket jw r’s 
call ; 

That is, to watch her, as we watcii these kites. 
That bate, and beat, and will not be obedient. 
8he eat no meat to-day, nor none shall c^at ; 
Liist night she slept not, nor to-night .she shall 
not : 

As with the meat, some undeserved fault 
T1l find about the making of the bed ; 

And here I'll fling tlie i)illow, there the 
bolster. 

This way the coverlet, another way the sheets: 
Ay, and amid this hiirly, I intend, 

That all is done in reverent care of her ; m 
And, in conclusion, she shall watch all night : 
And, if she chance to nod, I 'll rail and brawl. 
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And with the clamour kee^i> her etill avvjike. 
This is a way to kill a wife with kindness ; 
And thus I ’ll curb her mad and headstrong 
humour. 

Ho that knows better how to tame n shrew, 
Now let him speak : ’tis charity to show. 

jjiJxit 


Scene II.— Psulua. Before Baptista’s 
House. 

Enter Tranio and Hohtensio. 

Tra, Is’t possible, friend Licio, that Mis- 
tress Bianca 

Doth fancy any other but, Lucentio ] 

I toll you, sir, she bears me fair in liand. 

IJor. Sir, to satisfy you in wluit I liave 
said, 

Stand by, and mark tiie manner of liis teadi' 
ing. f^tand aside. 

Enter Bianc^a ami Lccentio. 

hue. Now", mi«tre.ss, profit you in w'hat you 
read I V 

Bum, What, ina^er, read you? first re- 
solve me tliat. 

Lm, I read that I profess, the Art to Love. 
Bvan, And may you prove, sir, master of 
your art ! 

Luc. WJiile you, sweet dear, prove mistress 
of my Jieai’t. retire. 

Her, \CoinLny J\)rward.\ Quick procceders, 
marry I — Now tell m(‘, 1 pray, n 

You that (lurst swear that your Mistres.' 
Bianca 

LovM none in the* world so well jus Lucentio. 
Tra. O despiteful Jove ! uncoiistant woman- 
kind ! — 

I tell thee, Licio, tliis is wonderful. 

Hot. Mistake no more : 1 am not Licio, 
Nor a musician, as I seem to bo, 

But one that scorns to live in this disguise, 
For such a one, as leaves a gentleman, 

And makes a god of sucli a cullioii. ao 

Know, sii*, tliat I am call’d Hoi tensio. 

Tra, Signior Hortetisio, I have often heard 
Of your entire affection to Bianca ; 

And since mine eyes ai’e witness of her light- 
ness, 

I will with you, if you be so contented. 
Forswear Bianca and her love for ever. 

1 1 or. See, how they kiss and court! — Sig- 
nior Lucentio, 

Here is my hand; and here I firmly vow 
Never to woo her more ; but do forswear her, 
As one unworthy all the former favours ^ 


TJiat I haW', fondly flatter’d her withal. 

Tra. Ajid here I take the like unfeigned 
oath, 

Never to nnu’ry with her, though she would 
entreat. ^ 

Fie oil her ! see, how beastly she doth coui*t . 
him. r ^ 

llor, ’Would all the world, but he, had 
« (piite forsworn ! 

For me, that 1 may surely keep mine oath, 

I will be married to a wealthy widow, 

Ere three days pass, which hath as long lov’d 

I 100, * 

As 1 liave lov’d' this proud disdainful haggard. 
And so farewell, Signior Lucentio. — ‘ 

K bid ness in women, not their beauteous looks, 
Shall wbi my love : — and so I take my leave, 
In resolution as I swore before. 

[Exit IIoRT^Nsio. — Lucentio and Bianca 

admvnce, 

Tra. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such* 
giMce, 

, As ’lougeth to a lover’s blessed case I 
, Na>', I have ta’en you napiiing, gentle love, 

I And have forsworn you, with Hortensio. 

; Bian. Trauio, you Jest. liAvo you 

both forsworn )ne ? 

I Tra, Misti-ess, wo liave. 

Lac, Tlien w^e are rid of Licio. 

Tra. 1’ taith, he’ll have a lusty widow 
now, «> 

That shall be woo’d and wedded in a day. 
Bian. God give him joy ! 

Tra, Ay, and he ’ll tanje her. 

Bum. He says so, Tmnio. 

Tra. ’Faith, he is gone unto the taming- 
school. 

Bum. The taming-school ! what, is thei*© 
such a ]dace '? 

Tra. Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the 
master ; 

That teacheth tincks eleven and twenty long, 
To tame a shrew, and charm her chattering 
tongue. 

Enter BiONDELLO, running. 

Bion. O i]ia.ster, master ! I have watch’d 
so long 

That I ’m dog-weary ; but at last I spied w 
An ancient jingel coming down the hill, 

Will serve the turn. 

Tra. What is he, Biondello ? 

Bion. Master, a mercatant, ‘or a pedant, 

I know not what ; but formal in apparel, 

In gait and countenance surely like a father. 
Luc, And what of him, Tranio ? 

Tra, If he'be credulous, and trust my tale, 

I '11 make him glad to seem Vincentio, 
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And give assurance to Baptista IVHnola, 

Aji if he were the right Vincentio. 70 

Take in your love, and then let me alone. 

[Exeunt Lucentio aoid Bianca. 

^Eider a Pedant. 

^ /W. God save ^ou, sir 

Tra, And you, s' ■ ! you ;ire welcome. 
Travel you far on, or are you at the furthest 1 
Ped, Sir, at the furthest fora week or two; 
But then u[) further, and as far as Rome, 
And so to Tripoli, if God lend nu* life. 

Tra, What countryman, I^)vay '? 

Ped, Of Mantua. 

Phi, Of Mantua, sirl — niany, God forhid 1 
And come to Padua, careless of your life 1 
ped. My life, sir ! how, I pray 1 for that 
goes liai‘d. 

7Vrt. Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua. Know you not the (muse? 
•Your sliir)s are stay’d at Veniee ; and the 
• duke, 

For private (piarrel ’twixt your dukt^ and 
him, 

Hath publish’d and proclaimM it openly. 

*Tis nutrv^l; but that you are but newly 
come, 

YcfU might have heard it else proclaim'd 
about. 

ped. Alas, sir ! it is worse. f(»r me tlian so ; 
For I have bills for money by exchange 
From Florence, and must here tleliver them. 

7'ra, Well, sir, to do you courtesy, \n 
This will I do, and tliis I will ttdvise you. — 
First, tell me, have you ever been at Fisa'l 
ped. Ay, sir, in Pisa haye I often been ; 
Pisa, renowned for gl'av<^ citizens. 

Tra. Among them, know you om* Viii- 
centio ? 

Ped. I know him not, but I have Jieard f>f 
him : 

A merchant of incomparable wealth. 

Tra. He is my father, sir ; and, sooth to 
say, 

In countenance somewhat doth resemble you. 
Bion. [Aside.'] As much as an apple dotl 
an oyster, and all one. loi 

Tra, To save your life in tliis extremity, 
This favour will I do you for liis sake ; 

And think it not the worst of all your 
fortunes, 

That you are like to Sir Vincentio. 

His name and Ci-edit shall you undertake, 

And in my house you shall bo friendly lodg’d. 
Look, that you take upon you jik you should ! 
You understand me, sir ; — so shall you stay 
Till you have done your business in the city. 
If ’ this be courtesy, sir, accept of it m 


Ped. O ! sir, I do ; and will repute you ever 
The patron of my life jnid liberty. 

Tra. Tlien go with me, to make the, matter 
good. 

This, by tile way, I let you understand : 

My father is here look’d for every day. 

To assurance olt^a dower in marriage 
’Twixt me and om^ Baptista’s daughter liere : 
Tu all thiisc circumstance.s 1 ’ll instnict you. 
Go with me, to clothe you as becomes you. 130 

[^Exeunt. 


Scene HI. — A Ptoom in PiirrurTCHio’s House. 
Enter KathAhina a)id G a cm 10. 

Gru. No, no, forsooth ; 1 dare^ not, for my 
life. 

Rath. The more my wrong, the more his 
spite a]ipears. 

What, did he mai iy me to famish me I 
Beggars, that come unto my father’s door, 
Upon entreaty, liave a present alms; 

If not, elsewhere tliey meet >\4ih cliarity : 
But I, who never kncw.kow to entreat, 

Nor never needed tliat \ sliould entreat, 

Am starv’d for meat, giddy foi’ lack of sleep ; 
With oaths kejit waking, and with brawling 
fed. 10 

And tliat whicli spites me more than all these 
wants, 

He does it under name of fierfeet love ; 

As who should say, if I should slec-p, or eat, 
’T were deadly sickness, or else prest‘iit death. 
I pr’ythee go, and get me some r(*])ast ; 

1 care not wliat, so it be wholesome food. 

G'rn. Wijat say you to a neat’s foot '( 

Kath. 'Tis passing gootl ; I pr’ythee let me 
have it. 

(iru. 1 fear, it is too clioleric a meat. 

How say you to a fat tripe, finely hroilVI i 

Kath. 1 like it well : good Grnmio, fidcli it 
me. 

6 V?/. I cannot tell ; I fear, ’t is eljoleric. 
Wliat say you to a piece of beef, and mustard? 

Kath. A dish that I do love to feed n}Km. 

Gra. Av, but the mustard is too hot a 
little. 

Kath. 'Why, then thc^ beef, and let the 
mustard rest. 

Gru. Nay, then I will not : you sliall have 
the mustard, 

Or else you get no beef of Gruruio. 

Kath. Then l)otli, or one, or anything thou 
wilt. 

Gru. Why, then the mustard without the 
beef » 
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KiUh. (io, get thee gone, thou false (1(3- 
luding slav€3, \Jicats him. 

That feed^st me with the very name of meat. 
Borrow on thee, and all the pack of yon, 

That triumph thus upon my misery ! 

Go, ^et tht^e gone, I say. 

Enter PKTRUCHIO, mth a dwh of meat] and 
Hortensio. 

Pet. How fares my Kate i What, swtiet- 
ing, all amort I 

llor. Mistress, wluit olujcr? 

Kath. ’Faith, as cold as can he. 

Pet. Pluck \ip thy s])irits ; look cheerfully 
upon me. 

Here, love ; thou seest how diligent 1 am, 

To dress thy meat myself, and bring it thee : 

the didt on a tahh. 
I am sure, .sweet Kate, this kindness merits 
thanks. 

What I not a word % Nay then, thou lov’.st it 
not, 

And all my pain.s i.s sortt^d to no proof. — 
Hei*e, take away thi.s dish. 

Kath. I pray you, let it stand. 

Pet. The poore.sVv .service is repaid with 
thanks, 

And so shall mine, before you touch the meat 

Kath. I thank you, sir. 

//or. Signior Petrutdiio, fie ! you arc to 
blame. 

Come, Mistress Kate, I’ll bear you company. 

Pet. [^Aside.^ Eat it up all, Hortensio if 
tJiou lov’st me. — 

Much good do it unto thy genthi heart ! 

Kate, eat apsicc. — And now, my honey love, 
Will we return unto thy father’s house. 

And revel it as bravely jus the be.st. 

With silken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 
With ruffs, ami caifls, and farthingale.s, and 
things ; 

With scarfs, and fans, and double (diaiige of 
bmvery, 

With amber bracelets, bi^ads, and all this 
knavery. 

What, liast thou din’d 1 The tailor stays thy*^ 
leisure, 

To deck thy body with his vuftliug treasure, w 
Enter Tailor. 

Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments ; 

Lay forth the gown. — 

Enter Haberdasher. | 

Wliat new.s with you, sir ? 

Hah. Here is the ca|) your worship did 
b(3Speak. 

PgU Wliy, tliis was moulded on a iKu ruigoi*; j 


A velvet itish : he, fie ! ’t is lewd and filthy. 
Why, ’tis a cockle or a walnut-shell, 

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby’s ca}) : 

Away with it ! come, let me have a bigger. 

Kath. I’ll have no bigger,* this doth fit 
the time, 

And gentlewomen wear such caps as thes(;. 7o 

Pet. When you are gentle, you shall have 
• ' one too 

And not till then. 

Hor. [Aside.] That will not be in haste.. 

Kath. Why, sir, I trust, I may have leave 
to spealf, 

And sj)eak I will ; T am no child, no babe : 
Your betters have oudur’d 'iae say my mind, 
And, if you cannot, best you stop your 3ar.s. 
My tongue will tell the ang(T of my heart 
Or else my hetp*t, concealing it, will break : 
And, rather than it shall, I will be fret? 

Even to the uttermost, as I please, ui woiids. w 

Pet. Why, thou say’st true : it is a pal^*y 
cap, 

A custard-coftiu, a baiil^lo, a silken pie. 

1 love thee well, in that thou lik’st it licit. 

Kath. Love me, or love me not, I like the 
cap, % ’ 

And it I will have, oi* I will have noiu*. 

[Exit Haherdasher., 

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay : — corner, tailor, 
let us see ’t. 

O, mercy, God ! what masking stuff is here ? 
What’s this? a .sleeve? ’tis like a demi- 
cannon : 

Whfit! up and down, carv’d like an apple- 
tiirt ? 

Here ’s snip, and nip, and cut, and sli.sh, and 
slash, 

Like to a censer in a barber’s shop. — 

WJiy, wJiat, o’ devil’s name, tailor, call’st thou 
this ? 

IJor. [Aside.] I see, she ’s like to have 
neither ca]) nor gown. 

Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
Ac(3ording to the fashion and the time. 

Pet. Marry, and did : but if you be i*e- 
ttipiuber’d, 

J did not bid you mar it to the time. 

Go, Iio]) me over cveiy kennel home, 

For you shall lioj) without my custom, sir. 

3 ’ll none of it ^ hence ! make your best of it. 

Kath. I never saw a better-fash ion’d gown, 
M6re quaint, more i)leasing, nor more com- 
mendable. *’ m 

Belike, you mean to make a pup])et of me. 

Pet. Why,’ true ; he means to mak^ a 
puppet of tliee, 

Twi. She says, your worship means to make 
a piq»pet of her. 




KATHARINA AND PETRUCHIO. 


Pet, Why, this was moulded on a porringer ; , 

• A velvet dish fie, fie ! ^ 

‘‘Taming of the Shreu,’* Act Seem ///. 
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Fet O wioustrous urrogance! Thou liest, 
thou thread, 

Thou thirnble, 

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, 
nail I 

Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter-cricket 
i. thou ! — 

Bmv’d in iiiine own ho ie witli a sk»dn of 
thread 'I m* | 

Away ! thou rag, thou quantity, thuii rcM- 
naiit. 

Or I shall so be-inete theo with thy yard 
As thou shalt tliink on j>ralSng whilst thou j 
liv\st! ' I 

I tell thee, 1, that thou hnst inarrM her gown. ! 
'Vai. Your worship is deceiv’d : the gown j 
it made 

J ust as iny nuistcr liad direction. 

Grumio gave order how it shoidd be done. 

Grit. I gave him no order; I gave liiin the : 
’ stutf. I 

* TaL But how did you desire it sliould l)c : 
made 1 j 

Grut. Marry, sir, with needle and thread, i 
Tai, But did you not rcMpiost to have it 1 
<?uti(* i'ji 

Gru, Thou hast faced many things. 

'Fai. I luivti. 

Grit. Face not mo : thou hast braved many 
men ; brave not me : I will imitluT be hicod 
nor braved. 1 say unto the(i, — J bid thy 
inastor cut out the gown ; but 1 did not bid 
him cut it to [)iecos : e/v/o, thou best. 

Tai. Why, here is the note of the fashion 
to testify. 

Ffd, Read it. i;n) 

Gru. The note lies in ’s throat, if he say I 
said so. 

J^ai, Imprlntis^ a loose-bod ied-gown.” 

Crm. Master, if ever I said loosc-bodietl 
gown, sew me in the skirts of it, and beat me 
to deatli with a bottom of brown thread. I 
said, a gown. 

Fet. Prwieed. 

Tai. “ With a small compassed cape.^' 

Grit. 1 confess the cape. 

Tai. ** With a trunk sleeve.’^ 

Gru. I confess two sleeves. i4») 

Tai. “ The sleeves curiously cut,” 

Fet. Ay, there ’s the villainy. 

Gru. Error i* the bill, su* ; error i’ the bill. 

[ commanded the sleeves should be cut out, 
and sewed up again ; and that I 11 prove 
apou thee, though thy little linger be armed 
ima thimble. 

Tai. This is true, that 1 say : an I had 
thee in place where, thou shoulclst know it. 
Gru. I am for thee straight ; tnke thou • 


the bill, give me thy mete-yard, and spaui 
not me. 

liar. God-a-iuercy, Grumio, then he shall 
have no odds. a*-! 

Pet. Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for 
me. 

Giyt. You are i* tlie right, sir : 1 is for my 
mistress. 

Fet Go, take it up unto thy master’s use. 
Villain, not for thy life ! Take uj) jiiy 
mistress* gown for thy master’s use ! 

Pet. Why, sir, what *s your conceit in thatl 
Gru. O, sir, the conceit is deeper than you 
think for. 

Take u}> my mistress’ gown to his masbu’s 
use ! 

O, tie, lie, lie ! 

Pet. [Aside.^ Hortensio, say thou wilt s(m* 
the tailor paid. — 

Go take it lienee ; be gone, and say no more. 
Ilor. Tailor, 1 11 pay thee for thy gown to- 
morrow : 

Take no unkindness of his liasty words. 
Away, I say ; commend me to thy master. 

\^Mxlt Tailor. 

Pel. Well, come, my .Kate ; we will untc 
your father's, 

Even in these honest mean habiliments. 

Our purses shall be proud, our garments poori 
For ’t is tlie mind that makes tlie body rich ; 
A ml iis the sun breaks through the darkest 
clouds, I 'I 

j Bo honour pceretli in the meanest habit. 

■ What, is the jay more precious than the l^-rk, 

’ Because his feathers are more bmiutiful ? 
j Or is the adder better than the eel, 

I Because his painted skin contf‘iits the eye I 

0 ! lu), good Kate ; mntlier art thou the worse 
For this poor furniture, and im^an array. 

If thou account’st it shame, lay it on mo ; i-w 
And thei-efore frolic : we will hence forthwith, 

\ ’Po feast and sjxu't us at thy father's house. — 
Go, call my men, and let us straigbt to him ; 
And bring our horses unto Long Lane end ; 
There will we mount, and tlntlKM- walk on 
foot.^ — - 

Let’s see; I think, ’tis now some seven 
o’clock, 

And well we may come there by dinner-time. 

Kath. I dare assure you, sir, ’tis almost two. 
And ’t will be supper-time, (Te you come there. 

Pet. It shall be seven, ore I go to horse. 
Look, what I speak, or do, or tiiink to do, iw« 
You are still crossing it— Sirs, let ’t alone : 

1 will not go to-day ; and ere I do, 

It shall bo what o’clock I say it is. 

liar. Why, so this gallant will coniuiaiid 
the sun. [Kveunt. 
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Scene IV. — Padua. BofoTO BAPTrsTA^s 
House. 

Ento.T Tranio, and tlie Pedant dressed like 
ViNCENTIO. 

Tnt. Sir, this is tlie house : please it jou, 
that 1 call ^ 

/W. Ay, what else? and, hut I ^30 de> 
ccuved, 

Signior Baptista may remember me, 

Near twenty yeai*s ago, in Genoa, 

Where wo wore lodgers at the P(?gasus. 

Tra. ’T is well ; and hold your own, in any 
case, 

Witli such austerity as ’longetli to a father. 

Enter Bioxdkllo. 

Ped., I warrant you. But, sir, hci*e comes 
your boy ; 
e good ho W( 

Tra. Fear you not him. Sirrah Biondello, 
Now tio your duty throughly, I advise you : 
Imagine 't^werc the right Vincentio. 12 

Jiion, Tut ! fear not me. 

7'ra, But jiast thou done thy errand to 
Baptista ? 

liion. I told him' that your father was at 
V enice, 

And that you looked for liim this day in 
Padua. 

Tra. Thou Vt a tall fellow : hold thee that 
to drink. 

Here comes Baptista. — Set your countenance, 
sir. — 

Enter Baptista avd Lucentto. 

Signior Baptista, you are happily met. — 

Sir, this is the gentleman I told you of. 

I pray you, stand good father to me now, 

Give me Bianca for my patrimony. 

Ped. Soft, son ! — 

Sir, by your leave : having come to Padua 
To gather in some debts, my sou Luceutio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty cause 
Of love between your daughter and himself: 
And, for the good report I hear of you, 

And for the love he beareth to your daughter. 
And she to him, — to stay him not too long, :jo 
I am content, in a good father’s care, 

To have him match’d ; and, if you r)lea8e to 
like 

No worse than I, upon some agreemtmt, 

Me shall you find ready and willing 
With one consent to have her so bestow’d ; ^ 
For curious I cannot be with you, • 
Signior Baptista, of whom I hear so well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to 
say: 


Your plainness, and your shoii}ness please mo 
well. 

Right true is it, your son Lucentio here 4 .? 
Doth love my daughter, and she loveth him, 
Or both dissemble deeply their atiections ; 
And, th(u*efore, if you say no* more than this, 
That like a father you will deal with hiip, * 
And pass my daugliter a sufiicient dower, 

The match is made, and all is done : 

Your son shall have my daughter with coiir 
sent. 

Tra. I thank you, sir. Where then do you 
know best, 

We be affiod, ?ind such assurance ta’en, . 

As shall with eithm- part’s agreement stand \ 
Bap. Not in my house, Lucontio : for, you 
know, M 

Pitchci's have ears, and T have many servants. 
Besides, old C/i*emio is hearkening still, 

Aiid, happily, we might be interrupted. 

Tra. Tlieii at my lodging, an it like you 
There doth my father lie, and there 'this night 
We’ll pass the business privately and well. 
Send for your daughter by your servant here ; 
My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently. 
The worst is this, — that, at so slender warn- 
ing, ^ «'» 

You’re like to liavo a thin and slender* pit- 
tance. 

Bap. Jt likes Jiie well ; — Cambio, hie you 
bonus 

And bid Bianca make her ready straight ; 
And, if you will, tell what hath happened : 
Lncentio’s t’athei’ is arriv’d in Padua, 

I And how she ’s lik(^ to be Lucontio’s wife. 

I Life. I pray tlie gocls sluj may, with all my 
1 heart 1 

Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee 
gone*. -- 

Signior Baptistfi, shall 1 lead the way? 
Welcome : one mess is like to be your choer. 
Come, sir ; we will better it in Pisa. 71 

Bap. T follow yon. 

[E.r/^,ant Tranio, Pedant y and Baptista, 
131071. Cambio ! — 

Lne. What say’st thou, Biondello ? 

Bion. You saw my master wink and laugh 
upon you ? 

Luc. Bionchdlo, what of that ? 

Bio7t. ’Faith, nothing ; but he has left me 
here behind, to expound the meaning or 
moral of his signs and tokens. w 

Luc, I pray tlioe, moralise them. 

Bum. Then thus. Baptista is safe, talking, 
with the deceiving father of a deceitful son. 
Luc, And what of him ? 

Bio7i, HiA daughter is to he brought by 
you to the supper. 



Act IV. 


THK TAMING OF THE SHREW. 


Scene V. 


Luc, And then 1 — * 

Bion, The old priest at Saint Taike’s Church 
is at your command at all hours. 

Luc, And what of all this ? w 

Bion, I cannot tell, except they are busied 
,,;!^bout a countcjrfeit assurance : take you as- 
surance of her, cam ^n'ivilei/io <ul imiJ-rimea- 
dum solum^ To the church — take the pric.st, 
clerk, and some sufficient honest witn»?ssc.s. 

If this be not that you look for, I liave no 
inoro to say, 

But bid Bianca faiewell for ever and a day. 
Luc, Hear’st tliou, Biondello 
Bion, I cannot tarry : I knew a wench 
married in an afternoon as she went to the 
garden for pai’sley to stuff a rabbit ; and so 
may you, sir ; and so adieu, sir. My master 
hath appointed me to go to 8aii)t Luke’s, to 
bid the priest be ready to come against you 
come with your appendix. [Exit. 

Luc, I may, and will, if she he so con- 
tented : 

She will be })leasd, then wherefore should I 
[loubt 'i 

Hap what haj) may, 1 ’ll roundly go about her: 
It shall goliard, if Cambio go without her. 

[Exit. 

Scene Y.--A Public Hoad. 

Enter Petruciiio, Katharina, and 
Hortensio. 

Pet. Come on, o’ (hsls name : once niorc 
toward our father’s. 

Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the 
moon ! 

EatL The moon I tlie sun : it is not moon- 
light now. 

Pet, I say, it is the moon that sliiiics so 
bright. 

liat/i, I know, it is the sun that shines so 
bright. 

Pet, Now, hy my mother’s son, and that’s 
myself, 

,It. shall be moon, or star, or what I list, 

Or ere I journey to your father’s house. — 

Go one, and fetch our horses back again. — 
Evermore cross’d, and cross’d ; nothing but 
cross’d ! 

/for. Say as he says, or we sliall never go. 
ICat/i, Forward, I pray, since we have come 
BO fai-. 

And be it moon, or sun, or what you plea.st*. 
An if you please to call it a rush-candle, 
Henceforth, I vow, it shall be so for me. 

Pet, I say, it is the moon. 

17 


Eat/t, J know, it is the moon. 

Pet, Nay, then you lie ; it is the blessed 
sun. 

Katli. Tlien, (h>d U? blcss’d, it is the blessed 
sun : 

But sun it is not, when you say it is not, 

And the^ moon changc.s, as your mind, af) 
What you will have it nam’d, even tliat it is; 
And so it shall be so foi* Katliarine. 

llor, Pctrueliio, go thy ways : the held is 
won. 

Pet, Well, forward, forw’ardl thus tlie IkjwI 
should run. 

And not unluckily against the bia.s. 

But soft ; what company is coming here ? 

Ehiter ViNCENTio, in a tramllimj drenn, 

[To ViNCENTio.] Good morrow, gentle mis- 
tress : where away ? — 

Tell me, sweet Kato, and tell me truly too, 
Ha.st thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman t 
Such w»ar of white and red witliin l)er che*ek.s ! 
What stai*s do spangle heaven with .such 
beauty, :w 

As those two eyes become tluJt luvtveiily 
face ?— 

Fair lovely maid, once more good day to 
thee. — 

Sweet K.ate, embrace her forlier beauty’s Siike. 
JJor. ’A will make the man mad, to make 
a woman of liim. 

Kath. Young budding virgin, fair, and fresh, 

i and sweet, 

' Whither away, or where is thy abode ] 

Happy the parents of so fair a child ; 

Hap[)ier the imui, whom favourable stars 4o 
Allot tliee for his lovely bedfellow ! 

Pet. Why, how^ now, Kate] 1 hoi)e thou 

I art not mad : 

I This is fi man, old, wrinkled, faded, witheril 
And not a maiden, as thou say'st lie is. 

Kath, Pardon, old father, my mistakiiig 
eyes, 

Tliat have been so bedazzled with the sun, 

Tliat everything I look on scemeth green. 

Now I pcrcei\'e thou art a rev(*.roijd father; 
Pardon, I pray tlu^, for my mad mistaking. 
Pet, Do, good old grandsire; and, withal, 
make known . 

Which way thou travel lest : if along with us, 
We shall be joyful of thy company. 

Vin, Fair sir, and you iny meiry mistress, 
Tliat with your stninge encounter much 
amaz’d me, 

My name is call’d Viiicentio ; my dwelling— 
Pisa ; 

And bound I am to Padua, there to visit 
A son of mine, which long I have not seen. 
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Pet What is his name ? 

Yin. Liiccntio, KOiitle sir. 

PeL Happily met; the happier for thy 
son. 

And now by law, as well as reverend ago, so 
I may entitle thee — iny loving father : 

The sister to iny wif(> this gentlewoivun, 

Thy son by this hath niarrh^l. Wonder 
not, 

Nor be not griev'd : she is of good esteem, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of \>^orthy bu*th 
iJeside, so qualified as may beseem 
The spouse of any noble gentleman. 

Let me embrace with old Vincentio ; 

And wander we to see thy honest son, 

W^io will of thy arrivid be full joyous. fo 


Tin. Ilut is this true? or is it else your 
]>leasure, 

Like pleasant travel lei’s, to break a jest. • 

LTi^on the company you overtake ? 

Hot, I do assure thee, fafiier, so it is, 

Pet. Come* go. along, and see the trutj;^, 
hereof ; . . 

For our first merriment hath made, thee 
jealous. 

\Exennt Petruchio, Katharina, 
and VllicEXTio. 
Hot. Well, Petruchio, this has put me in 
hear^' 

Have to my widow; and if she be fi’O wal'd. 

Then hast thou taught Horteusio to be un- 
toward. [Exit. 


ACT V. 


80ENE r. — Padua. Before Lt/cientio’s House. 

Enter (m one mde Biondeleo, Lucentio, and 
Bianca ; Gremio walkimj on the other 

Px<m: Sdtbl}^ and swiftly, sir, for the priest 
is ready, x 

Lvc. I fly, Biond(dlo ; but they may chance 
to need thee at home ; tJierefoi'e leave us. 

Hwn. Nay, 'faith, I *11 see the church o* 
your back ; and them come back to my master 
as soon as I can. 

\Ex4mnt LucENTto, Bianca, and Bionoello. ! 
Ore. I marvel Cambio comes not all this \ 
while. 

Euler Petruchio, Kathauina, Yincentio, 
and Attendants. 

Pet. Sir, here 's the door, this is Luceritio’s 
house : 10 

My father's l)ears more toward the rnarket- 
phice ; 

Thither must I, and here I leave you, sir. 

Fm. You shall not choose but drink ]>efore 
you go. 

J think, I shall command your welcome hero. 
And, by all likelihood, sonui cheer is toward. 

[Jiuocks. 

Gre. They *re busy witliin ; you were best 
knock louder. 

Enter Pedant above, at a unudotv. 

Ped. What 's he, that knotdes as he would 
beat down the gate ? 

Yin. Is Signior Lucentio within, sir? 20 
Ped. He 's within, sir, but not to be spoken 
withal. 

Yin. What, if a man bring him a hundred 
pound or two, to make raeriy idthal ? 


Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to ydar' 

’ self : he shall need nom^ so long as I live. 

1 Pet. Nay, I told you, yoqr sou was wtU 
j beloved in Padua. — Do you hear, sir? — to 
lea\e frivolous circumstances, — I pray you, 
tell Signior Lucentio, that hij> . fatSier is come 
from Pisa, and is here at the door to speak 
wdth him. .tu 

Ped. Thou liest : his father is come from 
Pisa, and here looking out at the window. 

Yin. Art thou his lather ? 

Ped. Ay, sir so his mothei* say^, if I may 
iK-lieve lier. 

Pet. [7'o Vincentio.] Why, how now, 
gentleman ! Wliy, this is flat knavery, to 
tiike upon you another man’s name. 

Ped. liuy hands on the villain. I believe, 
'a means to cozen somel>ody in this city under 
my countenance. 

Re-evter Biondello. 

j Bion. I liave seen tliem in the church to- 
I getlicr: God send 'em good shipping !- -But 
who is here? mine old master, Vincentio 1 
now we are tmdoiie, and brought to nothing. 

Yin, [feeing BiONDELLO.] Como liibher, 
crack-hemp, , ^ 

Biou. I hojie I may choose, sir. 

Yin. Come hither, you rogue. What, have 
you forgot me ? 

Bion. Forgot you? no, sir: I could not 
forget you, for I never saw you before in all 
my life. * .mi 

Yiit. What, you notorious villain, didst 
thou never see thy master’s father, Vinefentio ? 

Bi(ni. Y^hat, my old, worshipful old master? 
yes, marry, sii* ; see where he looks out of tlie 
window’, ' ' 
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•* Vm, Is *t so^ indeed 1 [Beats Bi6NJ)JBLj:iO. 

Bion, Help, help, help ! here ’s a madman 
will murder me. [BxU, 

Ped, Help, son ! lielp, Signior Baptista ! so 
[Exit from the lolndow. 
Pet. Pr’ythee', Kate, let ’s stand * aside, and 
see the end of this cpntroversy. [They retire. 

Re-enter Pedant below ; Laptjsta, Tiianio, 
and Serva'iits. 

Tra. Sir, wliat art; you, that offer to boat 
my servant f I 

Vtfi. What am I, sir ? nay, wluit are you, 
sir -O immortal gods ! 0 lbi^3 villain 1 A 
silken doublet! a velvet liose! a scarlet cloak! 
and a copat^iin hat I -O, 1 am unrlone ! 1 an) 
undone ! while I play the good husband at 
home, my son and my s<M vant spend all at 
the university. 

7Vo. How now what s the matter ? to 
B ap. What, is the man lunatic? 

J?^m. 8ir, you scoin a sober ancient gentle- 
man by your habit, but your words show you 
a madman. Why, sir, what ’cerns it you if 
I wear pearl and gold ? T thmik my good 
father, 1 am able to inaintniu it. 

Vin. Thy father ? O villain ! lie is a sail- 
maker in Bergamo. 

Bap. You mistake, si)* ; you mistake, sir. 
Pray, what do you think is his name ? 

Vin. His name ? as if 1 know not his name : 

J liave bix)ught him up' ever sinc<; he was three 
yeai*s old^ an<l his name, is Traiiio. ' 

Ped, Away, away, mad ass ! ' Jiis name is 
Lucentio ; and lie is mine only sou, and heir 
to the lands of me, Signior Vincentio, 

Vin. Lucentio I O ! he liath inuidcroil his 
master. — Lay hold on Jjini, 1 charge you, in 
the <luke’s name.- O, my son, my son ! — IVll 
me, thou villain, where is my son Lucentio ? 
Tra. Call forth an office)*. 9) 

Enter one with an Officer. 

Carry this mad knave to tlie gaol. — Fafelier 
Baptista, I ehai-ge you see that lie be forth* 
coming. 

Vin. Carry me to the gaol I 
Gre, Stay, officej* : he shall not go to prison. 
Bap. Talk not, Signior Cremio. I say, he 
shall go to prison. | 

* Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptista, lest you j 
be conycatched in this business. . I. dare swear j 
^this is the idght Vincentio. 

Ped. Swear, if Ihou darest. . 

(f«^. Nay, I <lavc not swear it. 

Tra. Tlien thou wei t best say, that I am 
^ot Luceiitia * 

Gre* Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lu- 
oentio. 


Bap. Away with the dotard 1 to the gaol 
with him ! 

Kin. Thus sti*angers may. be hulqd a)ul 
abus’d. — O monstrous villain ! 

Re-enter Biondkllo, with. Luo'iiNTio and 
Bia^jca. 

f* 

Bio7i. O, we are spoiled ! and yomler he is : 
deny him, forswear him, .or else we are al! 
undone. 

Iajuc. Pardon, sweet fatlier.j [KnerJlita. 

Vin. Lives my sweet son ? 

[Biondello, Tranio, tiitd Pedant ran oaf. 
nimi. Pardon, dear fatlior. [Kneel iny. 

Bap. How iiasi tliou oflende*] ? 

W 1161*6 is Lucentio ? 

Luc. Hei*«> s Taieentio, 

Riglit son to the right Vincentio ; 

Tliat liave by marriage niade thy dan gh tor 
mine. 

While counterfeit sup]>osev. blear’d tliine eyno. 

Gre. Here's pjutking with a witness, to 
deceive us all ! 

Vin. Wher«3 is that damned villain, Tranio, 
That fac’d and brav’d mo in thisinattei* so ? 
Bap. WJiy, tell me, is nyt this jmy (Jambio? 
Bian.' Cambio is chaiig’tl int^ ^Lucentio. <• lif 
.. Lu(\ Ix>v,e wrought tt^se miracles. 
Bianca’s love 

Made me exchange my state with Tranio, - 
While he did bear my countenance iii'tbo 
town ; ) . 

And happily I have arrivetl at the. last 
Unb) the wished haven of my bliss. 

What Tninio dit), myself oiloro’d him -to * 
Then pa)‘<lon him, sweet father, .for my sake. 

Vin. I ’ll slit the villain’s nose, that would 
liave sent me to the gaol. .J«> 

Bap.' [To Lucentio.] But do you liear, sir? 
Have you married jny daughtei* without 
asking my good will] 

Vin. Fear not, Baptista ; we will content 
you : go to ; but I will in, to lie ivvenged 
for this villainy. . ( Kvif. 

Bap. And I, to sound the ilopth ot this 
knavery. [ExiU 

Luc. Ijook not pale, Biam^a ; thy father 
will not frown. 

[Exeu'iU Lucentio and Bianca. 
Gre. My cake is dough ; but I ’ll in among 
the rest, 

Out of hope of all, but my shave of the- feast. 

[Era. 

Petruchio and Katharij^a 
Kath, Husbjtnd, let’s follow, to fee the eml 
of this ado. ■ ' sT 

Pet. First kiss me, ICate,. and we will. 
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,THE TAMma OF THE SHREW. 


Scene II. 


Am///. Wliat, in the midst of the street ? 

JW, What ! art tlioii ashamed of me 1 

/\ath. No, sir, God forbid ; but ashamed 
to kiss. 

Pel. Why, then let’s home again. — Gome, 
sirrah, let ’s away. 

Knth. Nay, I will ^ive thee a kij\a : now 
pray thee, lovej stay. 

Pet. Fs not this well'^ — Come, my sweet 
Kate : 

liotfcer once than never, for never too late. 

\^bjxev/)it. 


80ENE IF. — A Room ill Lucentio’s House. 

A Bwnqnei set o/ff. l^Jnter Baptista, Vin- * 

CKNTio, OiiEMio, tJ/e Pedant j Luoentjo, 

Bianca, PETRcronio, Katharina, Hor- 

TENSIO, and Widwv; Tranio, Biondello, i 

Grcmio, and ot/ierSf cUte^idin/j. 

Ahc. At last, though long, our jarring 
notes agree : 

And time it*i«, wdien raging war is done. 

To smile at scapes {vnd perils overblown.— 

My fair Bianc^, bid my father welcoim^, 

While I with selfsame kindneas welcome 
thine. -- 

Brother Petruchio, — sister Katharina, — 

And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow, 
Feast with the liest, and welcome to iny 
house : 

INIy banquet is to close our stoinaohs u[), 

After our great good cheer. Pisy you, sit 
down ; 10 

For now we sit to cliat, as well us eat. 

l^T/ie// Hit at table. 

l*el. Nothing hut sit and sit, and eat and eat ! 

Bap. Padua aftbrds thi.-^ kindness, son 
Petruchio. 

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is 
kind. 

y/<w\ For both our sakes F would that 
word were true. 

Pet. Now, for niy life, Hortensio fears his 
widow. 

Wid. Then never trust me, if F be afeard. 

Pel: You arc very sensible, and yet you 
miss my sense : 

I mean, Hortensio ls afeard of you. 

Wid, He that is giddy thinks the world 
turns round. •-*:> 

Pet. Roundly replied. 

Kath, Mistress, how mean you that ? 

Wid. Tims I conceive by him. 

Pet. Conceives by me! — How likes Hor- 
tensio that F 


//or. My widow says, thus, she conceives 
her tale. 

Pet. Very well mended. Kiss him for 
that, gO(xi widow. 

KatJi. He that is giddy l;Jiink3 the world 
turns round : — • ^ 

F pray you, tell me what you uieaiit by. that. 

Wid. Your husband, being troubled with a 
shrew, 

Measures my husband’s sorrow by bis woe : 

And now you know my m(»aning. m 

Ivat/i. A very mean meaning. 

Wid. Bight, I mean you. 

Kcth. And F am mean, iiideefl, respecting 
you. 

Pet. To her, Kate ! 

Hot. To her, widow ! 

l^et. A Imndred marks, my Kate does put 
her down. 

Hor. That ’.s my office. 

/^et. Spoke like an officer. — IFa’ to thee, lad. 

[/)/d7d:H to HortenIjio. 

Bap. How likes Grciuio these (piick-witted 
folks F 

Gre. Believe me. sir, tlicy butt together 
well. ‘ a 

Bia//. Head and butt? an hasty-witted 
body ' 

Would say, your Jiead and butt were head 
and horn. 

Via. Ay, mistress brile, bath that 
awaken’d you ( 

Blan. Ay, b\it not frighted me ; tberefove, 

I ’ll sleep again. 

Pet. Nay, that you shall not ; since you 
liave Ixiguii, 

Have at you for a bitter jest or two. 

Bian. Am I your bird? F moan to shift 
rny hush. 

And then pni*siie me as you dr:. w your bow. — 

You are welcome all. 

[A'xeunt Bianca, Katharina, and Wido/o. 

Pet. She hath prevented me. —Here, 
Signioi* Tranio ; 

This bird you aim’d at, though you lut her 
not : 

Therefore, a health to all that shot and miss’d. 

/V«. O sir ! Luceiitio slipp’d me, like his 
greyhound, 

Which runs him.self, and catches for his 
master. 

Pet. A good swift simile, but something 
currish. 

/’m. *T is well, sir, that you hunted for 
youi*seIf : 

’T is thought, your deer does hold you at a 
bay. 

Bap. 0 ho, Petruchio ! Tr.iuio hits you now. 
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,Luc, I thank thee for that good 

Tranio. 

//or. Confess, confess, liath he not hit 7911 
here ? 

Pet, 'A has a little gall’d mo, I confess ; 00 
And, as the jest did glance away from me, 

’T is ten to one it maim’d you two outright. 

Bap, Now, in gdod sad less, son Petruchio, 
I think thou liast the veriest shrew of all. 

Pet. Well, I say no : and therefore, for 
assurance, 

Let ’s each one send unto his wife ; 

And he, whose wife is most obedient 
To come at first when he doth Tiend for her, 
Shall win the wager which we will j^ropose. 
Hor, Content. What is the wager? 

Lnc. Twenty crowns. 

Pet, Twenty crowns ! 71 

I ’ll venture so much of my ha vk, or hound, 
But twenty times so much upon my wife. 

♦ L'iic, A hundred then. 

•Hor, Content. 

Pet, A match ! ’t is done. 

Hor. Who shall Ix'gin ? 

Luc. That will T. 

Oo, Biondello, bid your mistress come to me. 
Bion, I go. [B'xit. 

Bap. Son, 1 will be your half, Bianca 

comes. 

Lite. I’ll have no halves; I’ll bear it all 
m 3 ’'self. 

Re-enter Biondello. 

How now ! what news 1 

Bion. Sir, my mistress sends you word, 
Tljat she is busy, and she cannot come, hi 
Pet: How ! she is busy, and she cannot 
come 

Is that an answer ? 

; Ore, Ay, and a kiiul one too : 

Pmy God, sir, your wife send you not a 
worse. 

Pet, I hope, better. 

Hor, Sirrah Biondello, go, and entreat my 
wife 

To. come to me forthwith. [Exit Biondello. 

2^et, O ho ! entreat her 

Nay, then she must needs come. 

Hor, I am afraid, sir, 

Do what 3’^ou can, yours will not l>e entreated. 

Re-enter Biondello. 

Now, where ’s my wife ? w 

Bim. She says, you have some goodly jest 
. in hand ; 

She will not come : she bidrj you come to her. 
Pet Worse and worse ; she will not cornel 
0 vile, 


Intolerable, not to be endur’d f 
Sirrah Grumio, go to your mistress ; say, 

I command her come to me. [Eicit Gbumio. 
Hor, I know her answer. 

Pet, What? 

Hor, She will not. 

Pet, The fouler foitaine mine; and there an 
^'end. 

Enter Katharina. 

Bap, Now, by my holidame, here comes 
Katharina ! 100 

Kath, What is your will, sir, that you send 
for me ? 

Pet, Where is your sister, and lloi'tensio’s 
wife ? 

Kath, They sit conferring by the parlour 
fire. 

Pet, Go, fetch them hither : if they deny 
to come. 

Swinge me them soundly forth unto their 
husbands. 

Away, I say, and bring them hither straight. 

[Exit Katharina. 
Luc, Here is a wonder, if 3y)u talk of a 
wonder. 

Hor, And so it is. I wonder what it bodes. 
Pet, Marry, peace it bodeS, and love, and 
quiet life, 

An awful rule, and rigiit supremacy ; no 
And, to be short, what not that ’s sweet and 
happy? 

Bap, Now fair befall thee, good Petruchio ! 
The wager thou hast won ; and I will add 
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns ; 
Another dowry to another daughter, 

For she is chang’d, as she had never been. 

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet, 
And show more sign of her obedience, 

Her new-built virtue and obedience. 

See, where she comes, and brings your f rowar<l 
. wives >»> 

As prisoners to her womanly persuasion. — 

Re-enier Katharina, loith Bianca and 
Widow, 

Katharine, that cap of yours becomes you not : 
Oft' with that bauble, throw it under foot. 
[Katharina pulls off her cap, and throws 

it down, 

Wid, Lord ! let me never have a cause to 
sigh. 

Till I be bix)ught to such a silly ixiss ! 

Bian, Fie ! what a foolish duty call you 
this ? 

Luc, I would, your duty were as foolish 
too: 

The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 
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Hath cost me aii hiiriflred crowns since sup|>er- 
time, 

Blan. The more fool you for laying on my 
, duty. 

Pet. Katlianne, I charge thee, tell these 
headstrong women, 

What duty they do ow^i’ their lords ari<jl hus- 
bands. 

Come, come, you ’re mocking : w'c 
will have no tolling. 

Pet. Come on, I say; and first begin with 
her. 

Wifi She shall not. 

Pet I say she shall : — and lirst begin with 
her. 

AatL Fie, fie ! unknit that threatening 
unkind brow, 

And dart not .scornful glances from those 
eyes. 

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor : 
It blots thy beauty, as frosts do bite the 
meads. 

Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake 
lair buds. 

And in no sense is meet, or amiable. 

A woman mov’d is like a foilntain troubled. 
Muddy, ill-seemi»ig, thick, bereft of beauty ; 
And, while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign, to sip, or touch one drop of it. 

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keejier. 
Thy head, thy .sovereign ; one that cares for 
thee, 

And for thy maintenance ; commits his bo<ly 
To ])ainful labour, lK)th by sea and land, iso 
To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, 
Whilst thou liest warm at home, secure and 
safe ; 

And Claves no other tribute at thy hands. 
But love, fair look.s, and true ob^ience. 

Too little payment for so great a debt. 

Such duty as the subject owes the prince, 
Even such a woman oweth to her hu.sband ; 
And when she ’s froward, jieevish, sullen, 
soiu*, 

And not obedient to his honest wil!. 


What is sle but a foul contending rebel, 

And graceless traitor to her loving lord 
I 4im ^hamkl, that women are so sihiple ' 
To offer war, w’herc they should kneel for 
jKjace ; ' < " . ' , 

Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway, 

When they are bound to serve, love, and obey. 
Why are onr bodies soft, and weak, and 
smooth. 

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 

But that our soft conditions, and our liearts. 
Should well agree with our external parts ? 
Come, come, yQu froNvard and uiiablo wbrhis. 
My mind hath been as big as one of yoiii’S, in 
My beai-t as great, my reason, haply, more 
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown ; 
.^Bnt now I see, our lances are but straws. 

Our strength jis weak, our weakness past 
compare, — 

;That seeming to be most, which we indeed 
least are. 

Then vail your stonumhs, for it is no bo<jt, 
And place your hands below your husband’s 
foot : 

In token of which duty, if he please, 

My hand is i'eady ; may it do him edse. iR-i 

Pet Why, there’s a wench! — Come on, 

. and kiss me, Kate, 

Luc, Well, go thy ways, old lad, for tliou 
shalt lia ’t. 

Viii, ’T is a good hearing, when children 
are toward. 

But a harsh hearing, when women 
are froward. 

Pet Come, Kate, we ’ll to )xk1. — 

We three are married, but you two are sj)ed, 
’T was I won the wager, though you hit the 
white; 

And l>eiug a winner, God give you good night. 
[Axmmt Petruchio aweZ Katharina. 

y/or. Now go thy ways, thou hast tam’d a 
curst shrew. 

/,nr. ’T is a wonder, by, your lelave, she 
will l>e tam’d so. . 

fjffxetcnt. 
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Scene I. — London. A Street. 

Entei^ Gloster. 

Glo. Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun of York ; 
And all the clouds that lour'd upon our 
house 

; In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 

Now are our brows bound with victorious 
wreaths ; 

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 
Our stem alarums chang'd to meriy meetings, 
Our' dreadful marches to delightful mefwures. 
Grim- visag'd war hath smooth'd his wrinkled 
front; , 

.And now, instead of mounting bai'bed steeds, 
^To fright tlie sculp of fearful adversaries, n 
Me capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 

To the lascmous pleasing of a lute. ' 

Biit X, that am not shap'd for sportive tricks, 

• Itoi* made- to court ^an amorous looking-glass ; 


r I. 

I, that am rudely stamp'd, and want love’s 
majesty, 

To strut before a wanton ambling nympli ; 

I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by dissembling Nature, 
Deform'd, unfinish'd, sent befoio my time 
Into this bioathing world, scarce lialf made up. 
And that so lamely and unfashionable, 

That dogs bark at me Jis I halt by them ; — 
Why I, in this weak piping time of i)eace, 
Have no delight to pa.ss away the time, 
Unless to see my shadow in the sun, 

And descant on mine own defomity : 

And therefore, since I caimot prove a lover, 
To entertain tliese fair well-spoken days, 

I am determined to prove a villain, 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams, 

To se’t my brother Clarence and the king 
In deadly hate the one against the o&er : 
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And if King Edward be as true and just, 

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous, 

This day shall Clarence closely be mew’d up. 
About a prophecy, which “says — that G 
Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall he. 40 
Div6', thoughts, down to my soul : here Clar- 
ence comes. ^ t 

Enter Clarence, guarded, and Brakenbury. 

Brother, good day. What means this armed 
• giiartl, 

That w'aits u|X)n your grace ? 

Clar, His majesty, 

Tendering my pei*son’s fwifety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glo. Upon what cause 1 
Clar, Because my name is George. 

Clo, Alack ! my lord, that fault is none of 
yours ; 

He should, for that, commit your godfathei-s. 
O 1 belike, his majesty hath some intent. 

That you should be new-christen’d in the 
Tower. so 

But what ’s the matter, Clarence 1 may I 
know f 

Clar, Yea, Richaid, wheir I know ; but I 
jwotest, , 

As yet I do not : but, as I can learn. 

He hearkens after j)rophecies and dreams ; 
And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 
And says, a wizard told him, that by G 
His i.sHuo disinherited should be ; 

And, for my name of George begins with G, 

It follows in his thought that I am he. 59 
Tliese, a.s I learn, and such like toys as these, 
Have mov’d his highness to commit me now. 
Clo, Why, this it is, when men are rul’d 
by women ! , 

*T is not the king, that semis you to the Tower : 
My Lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, ’t is she 
That tempers him to this extremity. ! 

Was it not she, and that good man of Avorship, j 
Antony Woo<lville, her brother there, | 

That made him send Lord Hastings to the 
Tower, 

From whence this present day he is deliver’d ? 
We ai’e not safe, Clarence ; we are not safe, w 
Clar, By Heaven, 1 think, there is no man 
secure 

But the queen’s kindred, and night-walking 
heralds 

That trudge betwixt the king and Mistress 
Shore. 

Heard you not, what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to lier for his delivery ? 

Gh* Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 

I ’ll tell you what ; I think, it is our way, 


If we will keep in favour with the king, 

To be her men, and weai' her livery : «>• 

The jealous o’er worn widow, and herself, 

Since that our brother dubb’d them gentle- 
women, ^ 

Are mighty gossips in our monarchy. 

Brak, I beseech your gr^es both to paidon 
, me 

His majesty hath straitly given in charge, 
That no man shall have private conference. 

Of what degi’ee soever, Avith his brother. 

Glo, Even so ; an ’t please your wonship, 
Brakenjury, 

You may partake of anything we say. 
j We. speak no treason, imui : Ave say, the king 
Is wise and virtuous, and his noble que*m la 
Well struck in yeai*8, fair, and not jealous ; — 
We say that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot^ 
A cherry lip, a' bonny eye, a passing pleasing 
tongue ; 

And that the queen’s kindi*ed are made 
gentlefolks. * ' 

How say you, sir? can you deny all this? 
Brak, With this, my lord, myself have 
nought to do. 

Glo, Naught to do with Mist Shore ? 
1 tell thee, fellow, 

He that doth naught Avith her, excepting bne, 
Were best to <lo it secretly, alone. 

Brak, What one, rny lord ? 

Glo, Her husband, knave. Wouldst tho\i 
betray me? 

Brak. 1 beseech your grace to pardon me ; 
and Avithal, 

Forbciir your conference with the noble duke. 
Chr, We know tli}- charge, Brakenbury, 
and will ob<!y. 

Glo. Wo are the queen’s abjects, and must 
obey. 

Brother, farewell : I will unto the king ; 

And whatsoe’er you will emjdoy me in, 

Were it to call King Edward’s AvidoAv sister, 

I will perform it to enfranchise you. no 

Meantime, this deep disgrace in l>rotherhc)od 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar. I know, it pleaseth neither of US' welL 
Glo. Well, your imprisonment shall not be 
long; " 

1 will deliver you, or else lie for you : 
Meantime, have patience. 

Clar, I must })erforce : farewell. 

[Exeunt Clarence, Brakenbury, and 
• Guard, 

Glo, Go, tread the path that thou shalt 
mi’er retuim, 

Simple, plain Clarence ! — I do love thee so, 
That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven, 

If Heaven will take the present at our hands. 
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Bait who comes here 1 the new-deliver*d Hast- 
ings? 

Elder Hastings. 

HaeL Good time of day unto my gmcious 
lord. 

Qlo, As much unto good lord chamber- 

lain. 

Well are you welcome to this open air. 

How hath your lordship brook’d imprison- 
ment ? 

HaM, With patience, ijpble lord, as 
prisoners must ; • 

But* J shall live, my lord, to give them 
thanks. 

That were the cause of my imprisonment. 

67o. No doubt, no doubt, and so shall 
Clarence too ; ^ 

For they that were your enemies are his, i») 
And have prevail’d as much on him as 

IlasL More pity that the eagle should be 
mew’d, 

While kites and buzzards prey at lUierty. 

(Slo. What news abroad 1 

Uant, ^No’^news so bad abroad as this at 
homo : — 

The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy, 
And his physicians fear him mightily. 

Glo, Now, by Saint Paul, that news is bad 
indeed. 

0 1 be hath kept an evil diet long. 

And overmuch consum’d his royal pei*sou : no 
'T is very grievous to be thought upon. 

What, is he in his bed ? 

Hast He is. 

Glo, Go you before, and I will follow you. 

[^Exit Hastings. 

He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die, 
Till George be pack'd with posthorse up to 
heaven. 

1 ’ll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With )ies well steel’d with weighty arguments; 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 

Clai*ence hath not another day to live : iw 

Which done, God take King Edward to his 

niercy, 

And leave the world for me to bustle in : 

For then I’ll marry Waiwick’s youngest 
daughter : 

What though I kill’d her husband, and her 
father? . 

The readiest way to make the wench amends, . 
Is to become her husband and her father : * 

The* which will I ; not all so much for 
love • 

As for another seci^t close intent, % 

By marrying her which I must reach unto. 


But yet T run before my horse to market : let 
Clarence still breathes ; Edward still lives and 
reigns 

When they are gone, then must I count my 
gains. \ExiL 


Scene II.— The Same. Another Street. 

Enter the corse of King Henry the Sixths 
borne in an open coffin f Gentlemen hearing 
j halberds, to guard it ; and Lady Anne as 
mourner, 

Anne, Set down, set down your honourable 
load— 

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse — 
Whilst I awhile obsequiously lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. — 
Poor key-cold figure of a holy king ! 

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster ! 

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood ! 
Be it lawful that I iiivocate thy ghost, 

To hear the lamentations of po<y Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter’d son, 
Stabb’d by the selfsame Itand that made these 
wounds ! IV 

Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life, 

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes : — 
O, ciu*sed bo the baud that made these holes I 
Cursed the heart that had the heart to do it ! 
Cursed the blood that let this blooti from 
hence ! 

More direful hap l>etide that hated wretch, 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Thau I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives ! ao 
Tf ever he have child, abortive be it, 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light. 
Whose ugly and unnatural as]r>ect 
May fright the lioi^eful mother at the view ; 
And that he heir to his unhappiness ^ 

If ever he have wife, let her be made 
More miserable by the death of him, 

Than I am made by my young lord, and 
thee! — 

Come, now towards Chertsey with your holy 
load, 

Taken from Paul’s to be interred there ; » 

And still, as you are weary of this weight,' 
Rest you, whiles I lament King Henry ’s coi-se. 
[The Bearers take vp the corse and advance. 

Enter Gloster. 

Gh, Stay you, that bear the corse, and set 
it down. 

Amie, What black magician conjures up 
this bend. 
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To 8top devoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo, Viliams ! set down the corse ; or, by 
Saint Paul, 

1 ’ll make a coi'se of him that disobeys. 

. 1 (Jent My lord, stand back, and let the 
coifin pass. 

Glo, Unmanner’d dog^. stand thou wken I 
command ; 39 

Advance thy halberd higher than ray breast, 
Or, by Saint Paul, I ’ll strike thee to my foot, 
And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

, \The Bearers set dovyn tlve coffin, 

Anm, What I do you tremble ? arc you all 
afraid ? 

Alas ! I blame you not ; for you are moi-tal, 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. — 
Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell ! 

Thou hadst but power over his mortal body, 
His soul thou canst not have : therefore, be 
gone. 

Glo. Sweet saint, for chaiity, be not so 
curst. 

Anm. Foul devil, for God’s sake, hence, 
and trQjiible us not ; 

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell, 
Fill’d it with cursingbries, and deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. — 

O, gentlemen! see, see! dead Henry’s wounds 
Open their congealed mouths and bleed 
afresh ! — 

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity, 
For ’t is thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood 
dwells ; 

Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural, w 

Provokes this deluge most unnatural, — 

O God, which this blood mad’st, revenge his 
deatli ! 

O earth, which this blood drink’st, revenge his 
death ! 

Either, heaven, with lightning strike the 
murderer dead, 

Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick,* 
As thou dost swallow up this good lung’s 
blood, 

Which his hell-govem’d arm hath butchered ! 

Gh, I/ady, you know no rules of charity, 
Which, renders good for bad, blessings for 
curses. 

Anne, Villain, thou know’st no law of God 
nor man ; 70 

No beast so fierce but knows some touch of 
pity. 

Glo, But I know none, and therefore am 
. no beast. 

Anm. O wonderful, when devils tell the 
truth! 


Glo, More wondeiful, when angels are iso 
angry. — 

V ouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman, 

Of these siipix)sed evils, to ^ve me leave, 

By circumstance, but to acquit myself. 

Anm, Vouchsafe, difiiis’d infection of a 
man, « ' 

For these known evils but to give me leave, 
*By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self, w 
Old, Fairer than tongue can name thee, let 
me have 

Some patient le^jire to excuse myself. 

Anm, Fouler than heart can think thee, 
thou canst make , 

No excuse current, but to hang thyself. 

' Glo, By such despair, I should accuse iliy-. 
self. 

A nm. And I4V desj)airing shalt thou stand 
excus’d ; 

For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, 

Tliat didst unworthy slaughter upon /other’s. ^ * 
Glo, Hay, tliat I slew them not. 

Anne, Then stiy they were not slain : 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 
Gh, 1 did not kill your husband. 

Anne. Why, then*he*is alive. 

Gh, Nay, he is dead ; and slain by Ed- 
ward’s hand. « 

Anne. In thy foul throat thou liest : Queen 
Margaret saw 

Thy murderous falchion smoking in his blood ; 
The which thou once didst bend against her 
breast. 

But that thy brothers beat aside the point. 
Gh. I was provoked by her slandVoua 
tongue, 

Tliat laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoub 
ders. 

A ,im. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody 
mind, 

That never dreamt on aught but butchenecL 
; Didst thou not kill this king 1 

Glo. I grant ye. m 

Anne. Dost grant me, hedgehog! then, 
God grant me too, 

Thou may’st be damned for that wicked deed !, 
O ! he was gentle, mild, and Wrtuous. 

Gh, The better for the King of heaveti 
that hath him. 

Anm, He is in heaven, where thou shalt 
never come. : / 

Gh. Let him thank me, t)iat holp to send 
him thither ; 

For he was fitter for that place than earthl 
Anne, And thou unfit for any plabe h^t 
hell.. 

Gh,, Yes> one place else, if you will 
" me name it ‘ . c 


m 




• v • Annt^ dungeon. 

dto. Your bed-chamber. m 

Amm, 111 rest, betide the chamber where 
thou Host ! 

Glo» So will it, madam, till I lie with you. 
Annie, I hope so. 

'*Gh, I know so* — But. gentle Lady Anne, — 
To leave this keen encoiuiter of our wits, ^ 
And fall somewhat into a slow'er method, 

Jh not tlie causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 
As blameful as the executicyi,ier ? 

Anm, Thou wast the cause, and most 
, accursed effect. « 120 

Glo, Your beauty w^vs the cause of that 
effect; 

Your iKjauty, that did Iiaunt me in my sleep, 
To undertake tlie death of ajl the world, 

So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom. 
A'iim, If I thought that, I tell thee, hoini- 

^id«>, 

These nails should rend that beeuty from my 
cheeks. 

. 6V0. These eyes could not endure that 
beauty's wrack ; 

Yon shouM not blemish it, if I stood by : 

Ajf all the world is cheered by the sun, 

80 I by that ; it is my day, my life. 

A 7 ine. Black night o’ershade thy day, and 
death thy life ! 

Gh, Curse not thyself, fair ci'eature ; thou 
« art lx)th. 

Anne, I would I were, to be reveng’d on 
thee. 

Glo, It is a quari’el most unnatural, 

To be I’eveng’d on hiui tlmt loveth thee. 

Anne, It is a quarrel just and reasonable, 
To be reveng’d on him that kill’d niy hus- 
band. 

Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy 
. husband, 

Did it to help tliee to a better husband. 

Anm. His better doth not breathe upon 
the earth. , no 


Anne, Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 
Out of iny sight ! thou dost infect mine eyes. 

Glo. Thine eye.s, sweet lady, have infected 
mine. 

A nne. ’ Wouhl they were, basilisks, to strike 
thee dead ! 

i would they were, that 1 miglit die 
at once \ 

For now they kill me with a living death. 
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn 
salt tears, 

Hham’d their aspects with .store of cliildish 
drops : 

These eyes, w'hich never shed remorseful tear ; 
No, when my father York and Edward wept 
To hear the piteous moan that Biitland made, 
When black-fac’d Clifford shook his sword at 
him ; 

Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 
Told the sad story of my father’s death, i«o 
And twenty times made pause to sob and 
weep, 

That all the staiidei*s-by had wet their cheeks, 
Like trees bedash’d with rail: in that sjul 
time 

JNIy manly eyes did scof^ii an humble tear ; 
And what these sorrows Could not thence 
exhale. 

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with 
weeping. 

T never sued to friend, nor enemy ; 

My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing 
word ; 

But now thy beauty is propos’d my fee, 

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue 
to speak. i7'> 

[aS 7 <?? looks 8 cor 7 \fnlhf athwi, 

I Teach not thy lip such sconi ; for it was made 
I For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 

If thy revengeful heart cannot for^ve, 

L 6 1 here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword ; 
Which if thou please to hide in this true 
breast, 

And let the. soul forth that adoretli thee, 


Glo, He lives that loves you better than he 
could. 

Anne, Name him. 

Glo* Plautageuet. 

Amie, Why, that was he. 

Gh, The selfsame name, but one of better 

; nature. 

[Anne. Whei^ is he ? 

Glo, Here. [iS/ec spUteth at /mw,] 

Why dost thou spit at me ? 

^Anm. 'Would it were mortal poison, fpr 
thy sake 1 • 

Nev^r came poison, from 36 s^’eet a 
place. 


I lay it nak^ to the deadly .stroke, 

And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

. \He lay9 his breast oj)en : she offers at 
it icith his sword. 
Nay, do. not pause; for I did kill King 
Henry ; — 

But *t was thy beauty that provoked me. iw 
Nay, now despatch; ’twas I that stabb’d 
young Edwai-d : — 

But 't was thy heavenly face that set me on, 

lets fall the sword. 
Take, up the sword again, or take up me. » 
Ame, Arise, dissembler ; . though I w^Bh 
thy death, 
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I will not be th^ executioner, 

Olo, Then bid me kill myself, and I will 
do it. * 

An7ie, I have already. 

Gh, That was in thy rage : 

Sp^k it again, and evei^ with the woixl. 

Inis hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy 
love, 

Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love : iw 
To both their deaths shalt thou accessary. 
I would, I knew thy heart. 

Glo, T is figur’d in niy tongue. 

Anne. I fear me, both are false. 

Glo. Then never man was time. 

Anm. Well, well, j>ut up your sword. 

Olo. Say, then, my jieaco is made. 

A 'ine. That shalt thou know hereafter. 

Glo. But shall I live in hojie 1 

Aitne. All men, I hope, live so. 200 

Glo. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Anne. To take is not to give. 

^She 2 n(ts on the ring. 
Glo. Look, how my ring enconipasseth thy 
finger,* 

Even so tliy breast (jiicloseth my poor heart ; 
Wear both of them, for both of them are 
thine. 

And if thy poor devoted servant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever. 

Amie. What is it 1 

Glo. That it may please you leave these { 
sad designs vio 

To him that hath more cause to be a mourner, I 
And presently I’epair to Crosby Place ; 

Wliere, after I have solemnly interr’d, 

At Chcrtsey monastery, this noble king, 

And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 1 
I will with all expedient duty see you : 

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you, 
Grant me this boon. 

AfiJifi. With all my heart; and much it 
* joys me too, 

To see you are become so jienitent. — m 

Ti^essel, and Berkley, go along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

Anne, Tis moi*e than you deserve ; 

But since you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have said farewell already. 

[Exeunt Lady Anne, Tressel, and Berkley. 
Glo. Sirs, take up the corse. 

Gent. Towards Chertsey, noble lord 1 
Gh. No, to White Friw ; there attend my 
coming. 

[ExeuTit the rest, vntJi the corse. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo’d ? 

Was ever woman in tliis humour won ? m 
1 ’ll havo her, but I will net keep her long. 


What 1 I, that kill’d her husband, afid 
father, 

To take her in her heart’s extremest hate 1 - 
With curses in her mouth, teats in her eyes^ > 
The bleeding witness of her hatred by ; 
Having God, her conscience, and these bats 
against me,. 

And I no friends to liack my suit withal^ 

But the plain devil, and dissembling looks, 
An<l yet to win her, — all the world to nothing! 
Ha! 

Hath she forgotinlroatly that brave prince, ’ 
Edward, her loW, whom I, some three months 
since, ** * att 

Stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury 1 
A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman, — 

Fmm’d in the prodigality of nature, 

Young, valiant* wise, and, no doubt, right 
royal,— 

The spacious world cannot again alTord ; 

And will she yet abase her eyes on me, , 
That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet 
prince. 

And made her widow to a woful bed ? 

On me, whose all not equals Kdw^rd’i^, moiety t 
On me, that halt, and am missha|W thus ) 
My dukedoni to a beggarly denier, . sss 
I do mistake my person all this while : 

TJl^on my life, she finds, although I cann^t^ 
Myself to be a marvellous ixrojier man, 

1 ’ll be at charges for a looking-glass ; 

And entertain a score or two of tailoiti, 

To study fashions to adorn my Ixxly ; 
f^ince I am crept in favour with myself, 

I will maintain it with some little cost. ’ m 
But, first, 1 'll tum yon fellow in his grave, 
And tlien 1 eturn lamenting to my lova-*- 
Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a 
That I may see my shadow as I posa [Mxdt.. 


Scene III. — The Same. A Boom in 
Palace. 

Eriter Qtteen Elizabeth, Lord Bivers, 

Lord Grey. 

Eio. Have patience, madam : there BO 
doubt, his majesty ^ , 

Will soon recover his accustom’d health* 

Grey. In that you brook it ill; it 

liim worse; « » " 

Therefore, for God’s sake, entertpun 

comfort, . i \ ^ 

And cheer his grace with quick and meiiy 
words. 

Q. Elh. If he were dead, what vrottld^ 
tide on me) 


m 
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Richard. But shall I live in hope ? 
Anne. All men, 1 hope, live so. 
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Grey. No other liarni, hut ]os8 olifiuch a lord. 

Q, Eliz» The loss of such a lord includes all 
harms. 

Grey. The heavens liave hlessM you with a 
goodly son, 

To he your comforter when he is gone. k* 

rQ. E^.iz. Ah ! ^ he is young; and his 
minority 

Is, put unto the trust of Richard (ilostor, 

A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Hio. Is it concluded, he shall be protector? 

Q. Eliz. It is de.tei niin’d, not concluded yet : 

But so it must be, if the kiiig miscarry. 

Enter BvcKiNciiiAM mml Stanley. 

Grey. Here come the Louis of Buckingham 
and Stanley. 

Buck, (^ood time of day unto your royal 
gi'acc. ’ 

Htcf/a. (J(m 1 make your majesty joyful as you 
have been ! 

Q. Eliz, Th(' (kjuntess Richmond, good my 
Lord of Stanley, 

To your good ]aaycr will stjarcely say Amen. 

Yet, Stanley, notv.' ithstaiiding she ’s your wife, 

And Iftvcif not Jnc, be you, goo<l lord, assur’d, 

I hate not you for her juoud arrogance. 

Stau. I do be.seech you, either not believe 

The envious slanders of her false accusers; 

Or, if she be acxMis’d on true rcjKu t, 

Bear with her weakness, which, I think, pro- 
ceeds 

Brom wayward sickness, and no grounded 
malice. 

Q, Eliz, Saw you the king to-day, my Lord 
of Stankov ? ao 

Stan. But now, the Duke of Buckingham 
and I 

Are come from visiting his majesty. 

Q. Eliz. Wliat likelihood of hi.M amendment, 
lords ? 

Back. Madam, go<xl hope : his grace speaks 
cheeifully. 

Q. Eliz. God grant him health ! Did you 
confer witli Jiirn ? 

Buck. Ay, madam : he tlesires to make 
atonement 

Between the Duke of Gloster and your 
brothers, 

And between them and my lord chamberlain ; 

And sent to warn them to his royal j)rcsence. 

Q. Eliz. ^ Would all were well I — But that 
will neVer be. -lo 

I fear, our happiness is at the height. 

Enter Gloster, Hastings, and Dorset. 

Glo* They do me wrong, and I will not 
endure it. — 


! Who are they that complain unto the king, 

[ That I, forsooth, am stern and love them not % 

I By holy Paul, tliey love his grace but* lightly 
I That lill his cars with such dissentious 
' rumours. 

Because 1 cannot Hatter, and speak fair, 

SmUc in men’s fac<;s, smooth, dc‘c<uve, and 

Duck with Frenc'h nods and apish courtesy, 

I must bo lield a rancorous cneiiiy. i<- 

Cannot a plain man live, and thiidc no luiriii, 
But thus his simple truth must Iw abus'd 
With silken, sly, insinuating Jacks? 

Grey. To whom in all tliis ju-escnce speaks 
your grace I 

Glo. To tliee, that hast nor hoiu'sty nor 
grace. 

When liave I injiir’d thee? when done theC'. 
w rong ? — 

Or thee? -or the‘e? -or any of your faction?. 
A plague upon you all ! His royal ]Ku*son 
(Whom God preserve hotter than you M'Ould 
wish !) 

Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing-while, eo 
But you must troubh^ him with lewd com- 
plaints. 

Q. Eliz. Brother of Gloster, you mistake 
the maltc)’. 

The king, on his own royal disposition,. 

And not provok’<l by any .suitor olse, 

Aiming, belike, at your iute.rior hatred, 

That in your outward action shows itself 
Against my children, brothers, and myself, 
Makes him to send ; that thereby lie may 
gather 

The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it. 
(Jlo. I cannot tell tlic world is grown so 
bad, :»> 

That wrens make pri*y wliero eagles dare not. 
perch : 

Since every Jack bec^ime a gentleman, 

There’s many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. Eliz. (.-umc, come, wc know your mean- 
ing, hiothei* Gloster : 

You envy my advancement, and my friend.s’i. 
God grant, wc never may luivc necMl of you ! 
Glo. Meantime, God grants that we have- 
need of you : 

Our brotlicr is impnson’d by your nieams, 
Myself disgi’acM, and the nobility 
Held in contempt ; while great })roinotions w 
Ai’e daily giv^cii, to ennoble those 
That scarce, some two days since, were worth 
a noble. 

Q. Eliz. By Him that rais’d mo to this 
careful height 

From that contenttHl hap which I enjoy’d, 

I never did incense his majesty 
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Asfaiiist 'thn Duke of Olai'eiice, but luivo boeii 
All earnest advocate to plead foi‘ him. — 

My lord, you do me shameful injury, 

Rilsely to draW me in these vile sus[)ects. 

(Ho. You may deny, that you wore not the 
mean 

Of my lK)rd Hastings' la<;eiruprisoiiment. 

H'n\ She may, m}’’ lord ; for — 

(Ho. She may, Lord Kivcrs, — why, who 
kuow.s not so % 

Slie may do more, sir, than denying that : 

She may help you to many fair preferments, 
And then deny her ahiing liand therein, 

And lay those honours on your higli desert. 
What may she not? She may, — ay, marry, 
may she,-™' 

Rl}\ What, marry, may she ? 

(Ho. What, marry, may siie ? marry with :i 
king, i'w 

A bacJielor, and a hanitsorne .stripling too. 

1 wi.s, your graudam had a wf)rser match. 

(}. KHz. My Lord of (rlostf'r, I have too 
long borne 

Your blunt upbraidings and your liitUn- .seofls; 
]iy Heaven, I svill acquaint his majesty 
Of tho.se gross taunts that oft I have einlur'd. 
I hud ratiier be a country serving-maid, 

Than a great queen, with this condition, 

To he so baited, scorn’d, and stoi ined at : 
Small joy have I in being Euglaiid’.s queen, no 

Enter Queen MAiiGAUE'r, behind. 

(J. Afar. And lessen'd lx* that small, (riMi, 1 
beseech him ! 

Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me. 

(.Ho. What ! threat you me with telling of 
the king ? 

T<*ll him, and spare not : Iwk, what I have 
said 

I will avoucli ill presence of the king : 

J dai^ ajdventure to be sent to the Tower. 

'Tis time to sjieak; my pains are quite forgot. 

Q. Afar. Out, devil ! I do remember them 
too well : 

Thou killUst my husband Henry in the 
Tower, 

Au<l Edward, my poor sou, at Tewksbury, 

(Ho. Ere you were queen, ay, or vour 
liusband king, 

I was a pack-horse in his great affairs ; 

A weoder-out of his proud advei-saries, 

A liberal re warder of his friends ; 

Ti; royalise Ills blood, I spent mine own. 

Q. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than 
his, or thine. 

G!o. In all which time, you, and your 
husband Grey, 

Vv’ere factious for the house of Lancaster ; — 


And, Kiv( rs, so were you. —Was not your 
husband 

In Margai-et's Viattlo al Hi. Albans slain ? ian 
Lot'ine put in your minds, if you forget, 
What yon liavi* been ere tliis^ and what you 
are; 

Withal, what I haie been, tyid what ^ air 
(A Afar. A murd’rous \ illaiu, and so still 
thou art. > ’ 

(Ho. l*oor (^laitmcc did foi’sake his fatlior 
Warwick, 

Ay, and forswore himself, — which Jesu 
imrdvUi ! 

J\(ar. Wniidi God i (*venge ! 

(Ho. To tight on Edward’s party, for the 
crown ; 

And, for his meinl, |)oor lord, he is mew’d up. 
I would to God, my heart were Hint, like 
Edward’^, 

Or Edward’s soft and jiitiful, like mine : 

I am too childisli -foolish for this world. 

(j. Afar. Hie thee to hell for shame, a,nci 
leave this world, 

Thou caeodomon ! therf* thy kingdom is. 

Am My Loid of Glostca-, in those busy 
days, 

Which here you urge to .i>rove us eiiemies. 

We follow’d then our lord, our sovereign 
kills ; 

So should WO you, if you should be our king. 
(Ho. If I .sliould b(‘ 1-1 had rather be a 
pedlar. 

Ear be it from my heart, tlic- thought thereof! 
(J!. Eliz. As little Joy, my lord, ;xs you 
.suppose isi 

You shouhl enjoy, were you this country’s 
kin^^, 

As little joy you may su])po.se in rue 
That 1 enjoy, being the queen tlioiwf. 

(i>. Alar. A little joy enjoys the que<ni 
thereof ; 

For I am .she, and altogether joyless. 

I can no longer hold ipiJ [>atient. - 

\^Adtfand'ng. 

Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that hill out 
In sharing that which you have pill’d from 
me ! 

Which of you trembles not, that hjokson me? 
If not, that, I being tpieen, you bow like 
subjects, 

Yet that, by yon depos’d, you quake like 
rebels ? — 

Ah ! gentle villain, do not turn away. 

(Jlo. Foul wrinkled wibd i , what mak'st thou 
in my sight ? 

Q. Afar. JF^ut repetition of what thou hast 
. marr’d ; ^ 

Til at will I make, before* I lot thee go. 
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Olo, WeH thou not hanishcvl pain of 
death ? 

Q. Mar, I was ; but I do HthI more pain in 
banishment 

Than deatli can yit id me here by my abode. 

A hnsband, and a sou, tljoii ow’ist \io im*,-— ir*' 
And thou, fi kingdom ; — all of you, allp,i,danc(5 : 
Tiiis son'ow that jf ]»iiv< , by i*ight is yours, 
And all the ])l(’a,sures you usuv]) an* mine. 

(flo. The curse UiV Jioble faijjer laid on 
tliee, 

VVJien thou didst <.‘ro\vii iiis warlike brows 
witii paper, 

Ajid with tliy scorns drew’st*rivers from Jns 
* eyes ; ^ 

And then, to dry tliom, gav'st tlie <luk(,‘ a 
clout, 

Steep’d in tlie faultless blood of prCtty Rut- 
land 

His curses, then from bitteriioss of st)ul 
•Denounced jlgainsfc tiiec, ai-e ail falh'ii upon 
• thee ; !«» 

And (lod, not we, liath j)laguM thy ]>loody 
di^cd. 

AY?;:. So just is (hxl, to right the 
^nngeent. 

JIcM. O! ’t wjis the foulest <Ioed to slay 
tliat babe, 

Aral dm most merciless, that f*V'r. was heard 
of. 

JUv. Tyrants themselves wept wlion it was 
rfi|)ortcd. 

l)or\ No man but projdu'.sied reveng(HV>r it. 

B*trk. Northumberland, then j/msent, wept 
to see it. 

Q. Mar, Wiiat ! Mono you siiarling all, 

1 before I came, 

Rmdy to catch each other by the throat, 

And turn you all your hatred now on me \ 
Diol York^s droatl curse prevail so much with 
Heaven, 

That Henry's deatli, my lovely Ikhvard’s 
ileath, 

Their kingdom’s loss, my woful banisliinent, 
Should all hut answer for that peevish brat ? 
Can curses j)ierce the clouds, and enter 
heaven 1 — 

Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick 
curses ! — 

Though not by M^ar, by surfeit die youi’ king, 
As ours by murder, to make liiiii a king ! 
Edward, thy son, that now is Piiiice of 
Wales, • 

For Edwai'd, niy son, that AViis Pi'inoe of 
. Wales, 2 C 10 

Die in las youth by like untimely violence ! 
Thyself a queen, for me that whs, a queen, 
Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self 1 


Long may’st thou live, to wail thy chikhvnf s 
loss. 

And see another, as I s(‘c thee now, 

Deck’d ill thy rights, as tlioa art stall’d in 
mine ! 

Long <lie tliy happy days lx.ibrc thy death ; 
And^ after many lei gtlienM hours of grief, 
Die neither rnothiu-, wife, nor England’s 
queen ! • 

Rivers, and Doi-set, vou wfu-e standers-by, ::io 
And so wast thou, l^ord Hastings, avJicu my 
son 

Was stabb’d with bloody daggers: <b)d, 1 
pmy him, 

TJiat none of you may live his natural ago, 
Rut by some unlook'd accident cut olf! 

GIo. Have done tliy ebann, thou hatcfnl 
wither d hag. 

Q, Mar. And leave out thee '? stay, dog, for 
thou shalt ho4ir me. 

If Heaven have any grievous plague in store, 
Exceeding those that I can wdsh upon tlioe, 

O ! let them keep it, till thy sins be ript^, 
And then hurl down tlieir indignation 
On th(x*, the troubl(ij‘ of tin* jK>or worlds 
! 

'^Hie Avorm of conscience slid begnaM^ thy soul t 
Thy friends suspect for triZitors whih^ tliou 
liv’st, 

And take deo]) traitors for thy dearest friends T 
No sleep close up tliat deadly eye of thimj. 
Unless it while some tormenting dream 
AH rights thee with a hell of ugly’^ devils ! 
Thou elvisli-mark’d, aboiiive, rooting liog ! 
Tliou that wast seal’d in thy nativity 
Tho slave of nature, and the son of hell ! -ao 
Thou slandei' of thy lieavy mother’s womb ! 
Thou loathetl issue of tliy fathers loins ! 

Thou rag of honour ! thou detested — 

Glo, M argaret. 

(J. Mar. Richard ! 

G^io. Ila ! 

Q. Mar. I call thee not. 

(rio. I cry thee mercy tlien ; for T did tliink, 
That thou hadst call’d me all tJiestv bitter 
n?un€'.s. 

Q. Mar. Why, so I did ; but look’d for ;no 
rejdy. 

O ! let me make the ]>eriod to iny curse. 

Gh. ’T is done by me, and ends in — 
Margaret. 

Q. Eliz, Tims have you breath’d your curse 
against yourself. 

Q, Mar. Poor painted queen, vain Nourish 
of my fGHune ! 

Why* strew’st thou sugar on that bcUh'd 
spider. 

Whose dejidly web ensuareth tUee about i 
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Fool, fool ! thou whott^st a knife to kill Now fair<^faU theb and thy noMe I 


thyself. 

The day will come that thou shalt wish for nie 
To help thee curse this poisonous bunch-back'd 
toad. 

Hast, False-boding woman, end thy frantic 
curse, • 

Lest to thy hai*n^ thou move our patience. 

Q, Mar, Foul shame ujjon you ! yon have 
all mov'd mine. 

‘ Jilv, Were you well serv’d, you would be 
taught your duty. use 

Q, Mar, To serve mo you all should 
do me duty, 

Teach mo to be your queen, and you my 
subjects. . 

O! serve .me well, and teacli yourselves that 
duty. 

Dor, Dispute not with her, she is lunatic. 

Q, Mar. Peace, master marquess ; you are 
malapeit : 

Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce 
current. 

O ! that your young nobility could judge, 
What 'b were to lose it, and be misemble ! 
They that stand high have many blasts to 
shake them, * 

And if they fail, they dash themselves to 
pieces. 200 

67o. Good counsel, marry : — learn it, leara 
it, marquess. 

Do7\ It touches you, my lord, as much as 
me. 

(rlo. Ay, and much more ; but T was born 
so high, 

Our aery buildeth in the cedar’s top, 

And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun. 

Q. Mar, And turns the sun to shade,— • 
alas ! alas ! — 

Witness my son, now in the sliade of death ; 
Whose bright out<shining beams thy cloudy 
wrath 

Hath in otemal darkness folded up. 

Your aory buildeth in our aery’s nest. — sto 
O God I that seest it, do not suffer it : | 

As it was won with blood, lost be it so ! 

Bivck, Peace, peace ! for shame, if not for 
charity. 

Q. Mar, Urge neither charity nor shame to 
me ; 

Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 

And shamefully my hopes byyou are butcher’d. 
My charity is outrage, life my shame, 

And in that shame still live my sorrow’s rage I 

Buck, Have done, have done. 

Q, Mar, O princely Buckingham ! I ’ll kiss 
tUy hand, m 

In sign of league and amity with thee : 


Thy garments are not spotted xvith our blood, 
Nor thou within the com|)as3 of my curse. 

Buck, Nor no one here ; for curses never 
pass 

The lips of those that breathe*them in the air.* 

Q. Mar. I will not think but they ase^nd 
the sky, 

And there awake God’s gentle-sleeping peace. 

0 Buckingham ! take heed of yonder dog : 
Look, when he fawns, he bites ; and, when he 

bites, tM 

His venom toot^i will rankle to the death : 
Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 
Sin, death, and hell, have set their marks on 
I him, 

I And .all tlieir ministers attend on him. 
j &7o. What doth she say, my Lord of 
Buckin^aam 1 

Buck, Nothing that I respect, my gracious 
lord. « 

Q, Mar, What ! dost thou scorn me for mjr 
gentle counsel, 

And soothe the devil that I warn thee from ? 

• O 1 but remember this another day, 

When he shall split thy very with 

j sorrow, aoe 

And say, poor Margaret was a prophetess."^ — 
Live each of you the subjects to his hate, 

: And he to yours, and all of you to God’s ! 

j ‘ • [Exit. 

I Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear 
her curses. 

Blv, And so doth mine. I muse,, w'hy 
she ’s at libei*ty. • 

Gh. I cannot blame her : bj'’ God’s lioly 
mother, 

^ She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
1 My part thereof, that I have done to her. 

' Q. Eliz, I never did her any, to my 
knowledge. 

Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her 
wrong. 

1 was too hot to do .somebody good, 

That is too cold in thinking of it now. 

Marry, as for Clarence, he is Well repaid j 
He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains 
God paixion them that are the cause thereof ! 

Riv, A virtuous and a Christian-like con- 
clusion, 

To pray for them that have done scath to'tts. 

Glo. So do I . ever*, \a9idc\ being well 
advis’d \ * . . 

For had I curs’d now, I had curs’d myself 

Catesov. 

Madtlm, his majesty doth call vibr 

^ you; 
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Aiid fov your grace ; and you, my ncble lords. 
Q, Siiz, Oatesby, I come. — Lords, will you 
go with me 1 

JHiv, We wait upon your gi-ace. 

[Exeunt all but Gloster. 
(rfo. I do the i^rong, and first begin to 
brawl. . 

The secret mischief tl^t 1 set abroach, 

I lay. unto the grievous charge of othei-s. 
Clai*enoe, whom J, indeed, have cast in dark- 
ness, 

I do beweep to many simple gulls ; , 

Namely, to Stanley, Hastings^^ Buckingham ; 
And tell them, ^t is the queen and her allies 
That Itir the king against the duke my brother. 
Now they believe it ; and withal whet me - 
To be revenged on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : 
But then I sigh, and, with a piece of J^ripture, 
Tell them, that God bids ns do good for evil : 
And thus I clothe my naked villainy 
With old odd ends atol’n forth of holy writ, 
And seem a saint, when most I play the devil. 

ETiter two M}fTderer8. 

But soft ! here come my executioners. — 

How now, my hardy, stout, resolved mates ! 
Are you now going to despatch this thing ? S4i 
1 Mw'd, We are, my lord ; and come to 
have the warrant, 

That we may be admitted where ho is. 

Olo* Well thought upon ; I have it here 
about me. [Gives the v)arrant. 

When you have done, repair to Crosby Place. 
But, sirs, be sudden in the execution. 

Withal obdurate : do not hear him plead, 

For Clarence is well-spoken,' and, perhaps, 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark 
him. 

1 Murd, Tut, tut ! my lord, we will not 
stand to prate ; sw 

Talkers are no good doers : be assur'd, 

We go to use our hands, and not our tongues. 
Glo, Your eyes drop millstones, when fools' 
eyes fall tears : 

I like you, lads ; — about your business 
straight ; 

Cto, go, despatch. 

1 Murd, We will, my noble lord, 

[Exeu7U, 


SCESTE IV.— London. A Room in the Tower. 
^ Enter Clarsncb aud Brakenbcey. , . 

^ Why looks your grace do heavi^ to-' 

'day^/'- 

Clar^ O ! I have pass'd a misemble night, - 


& full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights, 
That, as I am a Christian faithful man, 

I would not spend another such a night, 
Tliough 't were to buy a world <5f happy days ; 
So full of dismal terror was the time, 

Brak. What was your dream, my lordl ’ I 
• pray you, tell fne. 

Clar, Methought that I had broken from 
the Tower, 

. And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy ; la 
^ And in my company my brother Gloster, 
j Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
I Upon the hatches : thence wo look'd toward 
I England, 

! And cited up a thousand heavy times, 

During the wars of York and Lancaster 
That had befall’n us. As we pac’d along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought that Gloster stumbled ; and, in 
falling, 

Struck me (that thought to stay him) over- 
boanl, 

Into the tumbling billow.s of the main. »» 
O Lord ! methought, what pain it was to 
drown ! • 

What dreadful noise of Water in mine eai*s ! 
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 
Methought I saw a thousand fearful wracks 
A thousand men that fishes gnaw'd upon ; 
Wedges of gold, great anchoi*s, heaps of pearl, 
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels, 

All scatter'd in the bottom of the sea. 

Some lay in dead men’s skulls ; .and in those 
holes a» 

Whei'e eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As 't were in scorn of eyes) reflecting gems, 
That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep, 

And mock'd the dead bones that lay scatter’d 
by. 

Brak, Had you such leisure in the time of 
death, 

To gaze upon these secrets of the deep 1 
Clar, Methought I had, and ofteiL- did I 
strive 

To yield the ghost ; but still the envious flood 
Stopt in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vast, and wandering air ; 
:But smother’d it within my panting bulk, «> 
iWhfch almost burst to belch it in the 
I Brak, Awak'd you not in this sore agouy 1 
! Clar. No, no, my dream was lengthen’d 
afterlife; 

:0 ! then began the tempest to my soul ! 

I passed; inetliought, the melancholy flootl. 
With that sour ferryman which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

^e first that there did greet my stranger 
soul, 
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Was my great father-in-law, renowned War- 
wick ; 

Who spake aloud, — WJiat scourge for j)er- 
juiy • 60 

(.-an this dark monarchy afford false (Jlarciicef* 
And so he vanish’d. Tiien came wandering by 
A shadow like an augel^ with bnght liajr 
Dablded in blood ; ahd he, shriek’d out aloud, — 
‘^Clarence is come, — false, fleeting, i^erjur’d 
Clarence, — 

That stabb’d me in the field by T(‘wksbiiry; — 
Seize on him, Furies ! take liim unto tor- 
ment 

With that, metliought, a legion of foul 
fiends 

Environ’<l me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very 
noise, 

I trembling wak’d, and, for a scjison after, 
Could not believe but that I was in hell ; 

Such terrihhi impression made my dream. 

Brak, No marvel, lord, thotigh it affrighted 
you ; 

1 am afraid, methiuks, to hear you tell it. 

6Var. All, deeper, keeper ! I lia\'e done 
these things, ^ 

That now give evidence against iny soul, 

For Edward’s sake ; and see how he requitf^s 
me 

O God ! if my deep pntyei*s cannot ap|)ease 
thee, 

But thou wilt be aveng’d on my misdeeds, ro 
Yet execute thy wraili in me alone : 

<J, spare my guiltless wife and my poor 
children ! — 

Keeper, I pr’ytliec, sit by me awliile ; 

My soul is }u>avy, and I fain would sleep. 

Brak. I will, my lord : God give your 
grace good rest. - -- [Clakencb d^eps. 
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours,' 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide 
night 

Princes have but their titles for their glories, 
An outward honour for an inward toil ; 

And, for unfelt imaginations, m 

They often feel a world <jf restless cares : 
iSo that, between their titles, and low name, 
There ’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

Enter the hvo. Murderers. 

1 MimL Ho ! who ’s here 'I 

Brak. What wouldst thou, fellow and how 
cam'st thou hither? . 

1 Murd. 1 would speak with Clarence, and 
I came hither on my legs, , 

BraJe. What ! so brief? * 

2 Murd. ’Tis better, sir,, than to l>e 

tedious. - 


Let him s^e our commission, and talk no more, 
.[A paper delivered to Brakenburt, 

, who reads it 

Brak. 1 am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands : — 
I will not rea.son what is meant hereby, 
j Because I will l)e guiltless from the meaning. 
There lies the duke asleep, and, there the keys.* 
1 ’ll to the king, and signiiy to him. 

That thus 1 liave resign’d to you my charge. 

1 Murd. You may, sir; ’tis a point of 
wisdom : fare you \vell. [Exit Brakenbury. 

2 Murd, Wl/at, sliall we stab hini as -ho 

f slce{)H ? * i(>o 

1 Murd. N6 ; he’ll say, ’twas vlone 
cowardly, when he wakes. 

2. Murd. Why, he shall never wake until 
the great judgment-day. 

1 Murd. Why, then he’ll say, we stabb’d 
him sleeping. 

2 Murd. The urging of that word, judgr 
ment, hatli bred a kind of remorse iA me. 

1 Murd. What ! art thou afraid 1 

2 Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant; 

but to be damn’d for killing him, from the 
which no warrant can defend me*^ c -- 

1 Murd. I thougiit, thou hadst been reso~ 

lute. • 

2 Murd. So I am, to let liim live. 

1 M'urd. 1 ’ll back to the Duke of Gloster, 
and tell him so. 

2 Murd. Nay, T pr’ythee, stay a little ; I 
hope, this passionate humour of mftie will 
change ; it was wont to hold me but while 
me tells twenty. 

1 Murd. How dost tJiou feel thyself now? 

2 Murd. Some certain dregs of conscience 

are yet within me. avj 

1 Murd. Remember our reward, when tJie 
(hied ’s done, 

2 Murd. ’Zounds ! he dies ; I h^ forgot 
he reward. 

1 Murd. Where *s thy conscience now ? 

2 Murd. O! in the Duke of Gloster’s purse. 

1 Murd. When he opens his purse to give 
us oiir reward, thy conscience flies out. 

2 Murd. ’T is no matter ; let it go : there’s 

few or none will entertain it. isi 

1 Murd. What, if it come to thee again ? 

2 Murd.‘ I ’ll not meddle with it ; it makes » 
a man a coward ; a man cannot steal, but it 
accusetli him; a man cannot swear, .but it- 
checks him ; a man cannot lie with his neigh- 
bour’s wife, but it detects him ; ’t is a blushiiig 
shame-faced spirit, that nnitinies in a man’s 
bosom ; it fills a man full of obstacles ; it 
made me orfee restore a purse of gold, tliat 
by chance I found; it beggars apy man that 
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keeps it: it is turned out of all t*L>wiis 
cities for a dangerous thing; and every man, 
that*.means to live well, endeavours to trust 
tp Jiimself, and live without it. 14 s 

1 Murd, ’Zounds ! it is even now at my 
elbow, persuading me. not to kill the duke.t 

2 ^ird. Take tjie devil in thy mind, and 
believe him not: ho would insinuate with 
thee, but to make thee sigh. 

1 Murd. I am strong-f rain’d ; he cannot 
prevail with me. 

2 Murd. Spoke like a tall man tliat resi^ects 
his reputation. Come, shall >\ro fall to work? 

1 Murd, Take liiiri on the costard with the 
hilts of thy sword, aiul then throw, him into 
the malrnsey-butt in the next room. 

2 Mtird. O excellent device ! an<l make a 
sop of him. 

1 Murd. Soft ! he wakes. 

Murd. Strike. 

• I Murd. No; wo ’ll reason with him. 

* Clnr. \Waking.'\ Where art thou,, keefor ? 
give me a cup of wine. it«» 

1 Murd. You shall have wine enough, my 
lord, anon. 

CImt. •In Ood’s name, what art thou ? 

1 Murd. A man, as you are. 

Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 

1 Murd. Nor you, us we arc, loyal. 

Vlar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks 
are humble. 

1 Muxd. My voice i.s now the king’s, my 
looks mine own. 

Clar. How ^darkly, and how deadly dost 
thou speak ! 

Your eyes do menace mo : why look you pfile ? 
Who sent you hither ? Wherefore do you 
come? iTo 

Both Murd. To, to, to^ — 

Glwr. To murder me ? 

Both Murd. Ay, ay. 

Clar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell 
mo so, 

And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ? 

1 Murd. Offended us you have not, W the 

king. 

Clar. I shall be recqncird to. him a^iu. 

2 Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore pre- 

pai*e to.die. .v \ 

Clar. Are you drawn forth amo^ig a world 
of men, 

To slay the innocent ? What is my offence ? 
Where are the evidence that do accuse me ? 
What lawful quest bave given their verdict up 
Unto the frowning judge? or who pixmounc’d 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence’ death? 

’ Before I be, convict by course , of law, 


To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 
I charge you, as you hope to have redemption 
By Christ’s dear hkxid shed for our grievous 
sins, 

That you depart, and lay no hands on me ; ijwl 
The deed you undertake is damnable. 

1 h^drd. What we* will do, we do upon 

command. 

2 Murd. And he tliat hath commanded i.H 

our king. . , 

Clar. Erroneous Viissals ! tlu* great King of 
kings 

Hat.b in the table of liLs law commanded, 
That thou shalt do no murder : will you then 
8 purn at his edict, and fulfil n man’s ? 

Take heed ; for he holds vengeance in his 
hand, 

To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 
2 Murd. And that same vengeance doth lie 
hurl on thee, 

For false forswearing, and for murder too. 
Thou didst receive the sacrament, to fight 
In quaiTel of the house of Ijancaster. 

1 Mtird. And, like a traitor to the name of 

God, 

Didst 1 break . that vow, and with thy trea- 
cherous blade 

Unri])p’dst the bowels of thy sovereign’s son. 

2 Murd. Whom thou wasfc sworn to cherish 

and defend. 

I Murd. How eanst thou urge God’s dreatb 
ful law to us, 

When thou hast broke it in such dear degree ? 
CUir. Alas! for whose sivke did I that. ill 
deed ? . jio 

For Edwaivl, for my brother, for his. sake : 

He sends you not to nmixler me for this ; 

For in that sin he is as deep fis L 
If God will 1 l>e avenged for the deed, 

0 ! know you yet, he doth it publicly ; « 

Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm : 
He iieed.s no indirect or lawless course, 

To cut off those that have> offended him. 

1 Murd. Who made thee then a bIoo<ly 
minister, 

Wlien galh>nt-.sj>ringing, brave Plaiitagenot, 
That princely novice, was struck dead by thee ? 

' Clar, My brother’s love, the devil, and niy 
rage. — 

1 Murd. Thy brother’s love, our duty, and 
thy faults, 

Provoke us hither now to slaugliter tliee. 

Ckvr. If you do, love my brother, hate not 
me; 

1 brother, aiKl I love him well. 

If are hir’d.for meed, go back again, 

And 1 will send you to my brother Gloster > 
WSho shalbreward you better for my life 
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Thau Edward will for tidinga of my death, aao 
J//f,rd You are deceiv’d; your brother 
Gloste.r hates you. 

0/(eK 0 ! uo ; lie loves me, aud he holds 
me dear. 

Go you to him from me. 

MurcL • Ay, so we w^'ll. 

Clar. Tell him, when that our jirincely 
father York * 

Blcss’d his thre<? sons with his vietoi'ious arm, 
And charg’d us from his soul to love each 
other, 

He little thought of this divided friendshij) : 
Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep. . 

1 MunJ, Ay, ruillstones ; as he le.ssoriM us 
to weep. 

Clar, O ! do not slander liim, for he is kind. 

1 Murd. Right ; as snow in harvest.-— 
Coin(‘, you deceive yourself ; - wi 

’T is lie that sends ns to de.stroy you liere. 

Clar, It i-aiiiiot bo ; for he l»ewept iny 
fortune, 

And hugg’d me in liis arms, and swore, Avith 
sobs, 

That he avotIIiI labour my delivery. . 

1 Mnrd. Why, ho doth, when he delivei's ’ 

From this earth’s thraldom to the joys of 
heaven. 

2 Mard, Miike jxmcc; with God, for you 

must die, my lord. 

Clar, Have you that holy feeling in your 
souls, • U40 

To counsel me to mak<* my i)eace witli God, 
And are you yet to your own souls .so 
blind. 

That you will Avar with God by murdering : 

me i I 

O ! .sirs, consider, they that set you on 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 

2 Miird. What .shall we do? 


ACT 

Sc3.NE I. — London. A Room in the Palace, i 

Elder Kiny Edward, led in sick^ Queen 
Elizabeth, Dorset, River.s, Hastings, 
Buckingham, Grey, mid oilters. 

K, Eduo, Wliy, so : — now liave I done a 
good day’s work, — 

You poors, continue thi.s united league : 

1 every day expect an embassage 
From my Redeemer to' redeem me hofice; 

Aud more in peace my soul shall part to 
heaven, • 

Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 
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Clar.^ ' Relent, and save your souls^ 

1 M urd. Relent ! no ; ’t is cowardly, and 

Avomanish. 

Clar, Not to relent, is beastly, savage^ 
devilish. — , 

Which of you, if you were a j)rince’s son, " 
Being pent from liberty ,#as I am now, ^ 

If two such murderers as yourselves came to 
you, -jtwt 

Would not. entreat for life? — 

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ; 

0 ! if thine eye be not a flatterer, 

Come then my side, and entreat for me, 
As you wouljrl beg, were you in my di.stmss. 

A begging j)riiice Avliat beggar pities not ? 

2 Mnrd, Look behind you, my lord. 

1 Mnrd, Take that, and that : 

if all this will not do, 

1 ’ll drown you in the malmsey-butt A^utbin. 

\^Exit, \mth the bod}/. 

2 Mnrd, A bloody deed, and (j[es]>crat^y 

despatch’d ! 

How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 
<Jf this most grievous murder. 

lle-enier First Murderer, % 

1 Mnrd, IIow now! what mean’st thou,. 

that thou lud[)’st me not? 

By HcaA'en, the duke shall know how slack 
you liave been. 

2 Mnrd. I would he knew that I had sav’d 

his brother ! 

Take thou the f(ie, and tell liim what 1 say,. 
For I repent me that the duke is slain. 

1 Mnrd, So do not J : go, coward, as thou 
art. 

Well, T ’ll go hide the body in some liole, • 

Till that the duke give order for his burial : 
And when I liave my meed, I will aAvay ; 

For this will out, and then I must not .stay. 

\^ExiU 


IL 

Rivers and Hastings, take each other’s hand ; 

Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 

Riv, By Heaven, my soul is [uirg’d from 
grudging hate ; 

And with my hand I seid ray true heart’.s 
love. , 

Hast, So thrive I, as I truly swear the like I 

K, Edw. Take heed, you dally not before 
your king ; 

Lest he that is the supreme King of king's 

Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 

Either of you to be the other’s pnd. 

Hast, So prosper I, as I sAyeai* perfect love! 
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Jiiv, And I, as I love Hastings witli my 
heart 1 

J%. Bdw, Madam, yourself are not exempt 
from this, — 

Nor you, sou Doi'set, - Buckingham, nor 
you 

You nave been factious oi against the other. 
Wife, love I-ord Hastings, let him kiss your 
hand ; i\ 

And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 

Q. Eliz. There, Hastings: — I will never 
more remember 

Our former hatred, so thrive J,*and mine ! 

K, Edw, Dorset, embriicc hir.v; — Hastings, 
love lord marquess. 

Dor, Tins interchange of love, I here pro- 
test. 

Upon my part shall be inviola^de. 

Hast. And so swear 1, my lord. 

^ emhraa 

^K, Edw Now, princely Buckingham, seal 
thou this league 

With thy embracements to my wife’s allies, 
And make me hap})y in your unity. 

Biijck. W^ienever Buckingham doth turn 
his hate 

Upon your grace [^o iEa Queen], hut Avith .all 
luteous love 

Doth cherish you and yours, Go<l punisli me 
With hate in those Avhci*e I expect most love. 
When I have most need to employ a friend, 
And. most assured that he is a friend, 

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be he unto me. This do I beg of Heaven, 
When I am cold in love to you or yours. 

\They eiabrace. 

K, Edw, A pleasing cordial, piincely Buck- 
ingham, 

Is this thy vow unto my sickly lieart. 

There wanteth now our brother Gloster here, 
To make the blessed periwl of this peace. 

Bwck, And, in go^ time, here comes the 
noble duke. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo, Good rrtorrow to my .sovereign kin^, 
and queen ; 

And, jirincely peers, a happy time of day ! 

K, Edio, Happy, indeed, as we have spent 
the day. — 

Gloster, we have done deeds of charity ; 

Msule |7eaco of enmity, fair love of hate, 
Between these swelling wrong-incen.sed peers. 

Qlo. A blesseil labour, my most sovereign 
lord. — I 

Among this jiriiicely heap, if any liere, • 

By false intelligence, or wrong surmise, . I 
Hold me a foe ; I 


If I unwittingly, or in my rage, 

Have aught committcjd that is hardly borne 
By any in this jueseiicc, I desirjB 
To reconcile me to liis friendly peace : 

*T is death to me to he at enmity ; 

1 Iiatt^. it, and ilesire all good men’s love. — 
Fii-st, fnadam, I entreat true peace of you, 
i AV^hich I will purchase with my duteous 
service ; 

Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 

If ever any grudge were lodg’d between ns ; 
Of you, and you, Lord Rivers, and of Dorser, 
Tli.nt all Avithout desert have froAvn’d on me ; 
Of you. Lord Woodville, and, Lord Scales, of 
you, 

Dukes, earls, lonls, gentlemen; indeed, of all. 
I do not know that Englishman alive 
With whom my .soul is any jot at raids. 

More than the infant that is born to-night : 

1 thank my God for my humility. 

(J. Elh, A holy day shall this be kejit 
hereafter : — 

I Avould to God, all strifes were well com 
pounded. — ^ 

My sovereign lord, 1 do beseech your highness 
To take our brother C'lai .*nce to your grace. 

(Uo, Why, madam, liave I., offer’d love for 
this. 

To be .so floutfal in this royal presence ? 

Who knows not, that the gentle duke is deadl 

[TAey all tfiarL 

You do him injury to scorn his corse. m 

K, Edw, Who know.s notj he is dea<l 1 who 
knows he is 1 

Q, Eliz, All-seeing Heaven, what a world 
is this ! 

Buck, I.rOok I so pale, Lord Dorset, as tlie 
n^st ? 

Dcn\ Ay, my good lord ; and no man iji 
the presence. 

But his red colour hath forsook his ch(*f‘ks. 

K. Edw, Is Clarence dead ? the order was 
reversed. 

(jIo, But he, poor man, by your first oi'dei* 
died, 

And that a Avinged Mercury did bear ; 

Some tardy cnpple bare tlie ooii liter maud, to 
That cainc too lag to sec him buried. 

(iod grant that some, less noble and less 
loyal, 

Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, 
Deseiwe not worse than av retched Clarence 
did, 

And yet go current from 8Usj)icioii. 

Enter St.\nlev. 

Stan, A boon, my sovereign, for my .service 
done 1 
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K. Edw. I pr'ytliee, peace : my soul is full 
of sonow. 

Stan. I will not rise, unless your highness 
hear me. 

K. Edio. Then say at once, what is it thou 
request’s!. 

Stayi. The forfeit, s6ver©ign, of my servant s 
life ; I'w 

Who slew t<^-<lay a riotous gentloinau, 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk. 

K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom iny 
brother’s death, 

And shall that .tongue give pardon to a slave? 
My brother kill'd no man, his fault was 
thought, 

And yet his punishment wjis bitter death. 

, Who sued to me for him who, in my wrath, 
Kneel’d at iny feet, and bade me >)e advis’d ? 
Who sjwke of brotherhood? who spoke of 
love ? 

Wljo told me, how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did light for me? 
Who told me, in the field at Tewksbury, 

AVhen Oxford had me down, he I'escu’d me. 
And said, “Dear brother, live, and be a king?’’ 
Who told me, wheuj we both lay in the field, 
Frozen almost, to death, how he did lap me 
Fven in his garments ; and did give himself, 
All thill and naked, to the numb-cold night ? 
All tliis from my remembrance brutish wrath I 
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you i») I 
Had so much gmce to put it in my mind. | 
But w'hen your carters, or your wailing- ! 
vassals, 

Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac’tl 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You straight are on your knees for pardon, 
pardon ; 

And I, unjustly too, must grant it you. 

But for niy brother not a man would s{)eak, 
Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myjself 
For him, poor soul. — ^The proudest of you all 
Have been beholding to him in, his life, la) 
Yet none of you would once beg for his life.— 

O God ! I fear, tliy justice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for 
this. — 

Come, Hostings, help me to my closet. Ah, 
j)oor Clarence ! 

[ExeurU King, Queen, Hastings,^ Rivers, 
Dorset, m\d Grey. 
Glo. This is the fruit of rashness. — Mark’d 
you not, 

How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look’d pale, when they did hear of CJareuce’ 
death ? 

. O ! they did urge it still unto the king : 

God wiU re venge it Come, lords ] will you go, 

3 ^ 


To comfort Edward with our company? : t4o 
Buck. We wait upon your grace. [^Exeunt. 


Scene II. — London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter the Duchess of Y with a Son and 
Dauglhter o/ C larence. 

Son. Good grandain, tell us, is our father 
dead? 

Duch. No, boy. 

Dangli. Why do you weep so oft ? and beat 
your breast ; 

And cry — “ O Clarence, my unhappy son ! ” 

Son. Why do you look on us, and .shake 
your head, 

Ami call us orphans, wretches, castaways, 

If that our noole father were alive? 

Duch. My pretty cousins, you mistake me 
botli ; 

I do lament the sickness of the king, 

As loath to lose him, not your father s death. 
It were lost sorrow to wail one that ’s lost, u 

Son. Then you conclude, my ^grandam, he 
is dead ? ^ 

The king mine uncle is to blame for it ; 

God will revenge it ; whom I will importune 
With eame.st prayers all to that efiect. 

Daugh. And so will I. 

Duch. Peace, children, peace ! the king 
dotli love you well : 

Incapable and shallow inuocoiits. 

You cannot gues.s who caus'd your father’d 
death. 

Son. Gmndam, we can ; for my good uncle 
Glaster ao 

Told me, the king, provok’d to it by the queeti, 
Devis’d impeachments to imprison him : 

And when iny uncle told, me so, he wept, 

And pitied me,. and kindly kiss’d my. cheek ; 
Bade me I’ely on Him as on my father, 

And he would love me dearly as his child. 

DvA^h. Ah ! that deceit .should steal such 
gentle shape, 

And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice ! 

He is my son, ay, and therein my shame, 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit, no 

Smi. Think you, my uncle did dissemble, 
grandam ? 

Duch. Ay, boy. 

Son, I cannot think it.^ Hark! what noise 
is this ? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, distractedly; Rivers 
and Dorset following her. - 

Q. Eliz. Ah ! who shall, hinder me to waiOl 
and weep, ‘ 
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Mm il. 

To chidfe my foi’titne, and torment myself ? 

I ’ll join with black despair against my soul, 
And to myself becenne ati enemy. 

' Duclh, What means this scene of rude im- 
patience 

Q, Miz» To make an act of tragi<^ violence : 
Edwi. rd, my lord, tliy son, (>nr king, is dea<l ! — 
Why grow the branches, when root is 
gone? 41 

Why wither not the leaves, that want their 
sap 'i- 

If you will live, lament ; if die, hi^ brief ; 

That our swift-wing’d souls nyiy catch tlio 
kingis; 

Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of ne’er changing night. 

Du(;h. All ! so much interest have 1 in thy 

SOITOW, ’ 

Ah 1 had title in thy noble husbaml. 

I have bewept a worthy husband’s death, 

A^nd liv’d with looking on his images : '•<> 

But now, two jniiTors of his princely sem- 
blance 

Are cmck’d in pieces by malignant dtmth. 

And I for comfort have but one false glass. 
That griefvef. hie wlien I see my shame in him. 
Thou ait a widow : yet thou art a mother, 
And hast the comfort of thy children left : 

But death hath snatch’d my husband from 
mine arms, . 

And pluck’d two crutches from my feeble • 
hands, I 

Clamice and Edward. (.) ! what cause have I 
(Thine being but a moiety of my moan), 

To over-go thy woes, and drown thy cries ! | 

Son, Ah, aunt ! you wejit not for our j 
hither s death 

How can we aiil you with our kindred tears ? 

Dauf/h, Our fatherless distress was left 
unmoan’d ; 

Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept. 

Q, Eliz, Give me no help in lamentation ; | 
I am not barren to biing forth complaints. 

All springs reduce their currents to mine 
eyes, 

Tliat I, lieing govern’d by tho watery moon, 
May send forth plenteous tears to ilrowii the 
world 1 "o 

Ah, for my husband, for my dear lord Ed- 
wai’d ! 

Chil. Ah, for our fatlier, for our dear lord 
Clai’ence ! 

Each, Alas, for botli ! both mine, Echvai*d 
and Clarence. 

Q, Eliz. What stay had I but Edward? 
and he s gone. ' ^ 

‘ Chil, What stay had we but Clarence? 
and he ’s gone. 
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I)uc/i, What stays had i but they ! and 
they ai*e gonih 

Q. Eli%, Was iievci’ widow had so tlcav a 
loss. 

Chil, Were never orphans Inid so dear a 

OSS. 

Dui'Ji. Was never itiother had so dear a 
loss. 

Alas ! 1 am the mother of those griefs : 

Their woes are parcoll’d, mine are general. 

8he for an Edward wt'eps, and so do 1 ; 

1 for a Clarence weep, so doth not she : 

These babes for Cdareiico weej), and so do T ; 

1 for an E<lward weep, so do not they :~- 
Alas ! you three on me, threefold distress’d, 
Pour all your te^irs, I am your sorrow’s nurse, 
And T will painjior it with lamentation. 

Dvr, Comfort, deal’ mother : God is much 
displeas’d, 

That you take with unthankfulness his doing. 
In common worldly things ’t is call’d ungrate- 
ful, 91 

With dull unwillingness to repay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly 
lent ; • 

Much more to be thus opposite with lleaveii,^^ 
For it requires the royiii debt it lent you. 

Bk\ Madam, bethink you, like a cai'eful - 
mother, 

Of the young prince your sou : send straight 
for him : 

Let 1dm be ca-fivvn’d ; in liim your comfort 
lives. 

Lrown ilespe.rate sorrow in dead Edward s 
grave, 

And plant your joys in living Eil wanl’s throne. 

Eidrr GlOSTEK, BufKlNOHAM, STANLEY, 
Hastin(;.s, BaT(’lii’F, and others. 

(Jh. Sister, have comfort : all of tts have 
cause 

To wail the dimming of our shining star ; 

But none can cui e their harms b}" wailing 
them. — 

Mailam, my mother, I do cry yon nieivy ; 

I did nut see your grace. — Humbly on my 
knee 

I crave your blessing. 

Duck, God bless thee, and put mcekuess 
in thy breast, 

Love, charity, olxulience, and true duty. 

OIo, Amen; [aMe] and make me die a 
good old man !- - 

That is tlie butt-end of a mother’s blessing ; no 
I marvel, that her gi ace did leave it out. 

Biicl'. You cloudy princes, and heart-sor- 
rowing ]x*ers, 

That bear this heayy mutual load of moaxit 
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Now cheer each other in each otlier’s love : 
Though wo have spent our harvest of this king, 
We are to I’eap the harvest of his son. 

The broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts 
But lately splinter'd, knit, and join'd together, 
Must gently ho ]>resprv'd, cherish’d, and kept : 
Me seemeth good, that*, with some littifi train, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young })riuce be 
fet 

Hither to London, to be crown’d oiir king, 
/tir. Why with some little train, iny Lord 
of Buckingham? 

Burk, Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitude. 
The new-heal’d wound of malice should break 
out ; 

Which would In? so much the more dangerous, 
By how much the estate is green, and yet 
ungovern'd ; 

Where every horse bears liis commanding rein, 
And may direct his course as ]dease himself, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, i:w) 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

(Bo, 1 ]iO|)e the king made peace with all 
of us i 

And the com’lmct is firm and true in m(\ 

, Bii\ And so in me j and so, I think, in all : 
Yet, since it is Jnit green, it should be put 
'I’o no aj)parent likelihood of bn^acli. 

Which, haf)ly, by much company might ))e 
urg’d : 

Therefore, I say with noble Btickingham, 

That it is meet so few should fetch tlie pi*ince. 
//fwt. And so say I. no 

(Bo, Then be it so ; and go wf» to determine 
Who they shall be tliat straight shall post to 
Ludlow. 

Madam, — and you, my sister, -will you go 
To give your censures in this business ? 
[E.truur all InU BccKTyc4HAM and Glostkr. 
Burk. My lord, whoever journeys to the 
junnoe. 

For God’s sake, let not us two stay at home : 
For by t!ie way T ’ll sort occasion, 

As index to the story we late talk’d of. 

To part the queen’s proud kindred from the 
prince. 

(rlo. My other self, my counsel’s consistory, 
My oracle, iny prophet ! — My dear cousin, isi 
I, as a child, wdll go by thy direction. 

Towards Ludlow then, for we 'II not stay 
behind. \ExrAmt, 

Scene HI. — Tlie Same. A Street. 

Enter two CitizenSy meeting. 

Cit, Good morrow, neighbour : whither 
away so fast ? 
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2 I promise you, I scarcely know my- 
self. 

Hear you the news abroad ? 

1 Cit. Yes; that the king is dead. 

2 Cit. Ill news, by ’r lady ; seldom comes 

the l>etter : 

I fear, I fear, 't will prov#5 a giddy worli. 

Enter another Citizen. 

3 Cit. Neighlx)urs, God speed ! 

1 (jit. Give you good morrow, sir. 

3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good King 

Edward s death ? 

2 Cit. Ay,,- sir, it Ls too truef; God help, 

the while ! 

3 (.^it. Then, masters, look to sec a troublous 

world. 

1 (Bt. No, no ; by God’s goo<i grace, his 

sou shall reign. lu 

3 Cit. Woe to that land that 's govern’d by 
a child ! 

2 ('"it. In him there is a hope of govern- 

ment ; 

That, in his nonage, council under him, , 

And, in his full and ri}>en'd years, himself. 

No doubt, shall then, and till, *l'hei‘i, govern 
well. 

1 Cit. So stood the state, when Henry the 
Sixtli 

Was crown’d in Paris but at nine months old. 

3 (jit. Stood the state so ? no, no, good 

friends, God wot ; 

For then this land was famously enrich'd 
With politic grave council : then the king 20 
Had virtuous uncles to ju’otect his grace. 

I Cit. Why, so hath this, both by his father . 
and mother. 

3 Cit. Better it were, they all came by his 
father, 

Or by his father there were none at all ; 

For emulation, who sliall now be nearest, 

Will touch us all too near, if God prev(»nt 
not. 

O ! full of danger is the Duke of Gloster ; 

And the (pieen's sons and brothers haught 
and ]>roud : 

And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule, 
This sickly land might solace as before. ao 
1 Cit. Come, come ; we fear the worst ; all 
will be well. 

3 Cit. When clouds ai*e seen, wise men put 
on their cloaks ; 

Wlieii great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for 
, night ? 

‘Untimely st(jrms make men expect a deartlu 
All may bo well ; but, if God sort it so, 

T is more than we deserve, or I expect. 
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2 Cit Tiuly, the hearts of men ar ’t full of 

fear : 

You cannot reason almost with a man 
That looks not lieavily and full of dread. 

3 Cit. Before the days of change, still is it 

so. 

By a divine instinct^ men’s minds mistrust 
Ensuing danger ; as by prov)f wo see 
The water swell before a boisterous storm. 
But leave it all to God. Whither away 'if 

2 Cit MaiTy, wo were sent for to the 

justices. 

3 Cit. And so was 1 : 1 ’ll uear yo\i com- 

l)any. * [E.ice.uut. 


Scene IV. — London. A Room in the 
Palace. 

Eiiter iltfi. Arckhitihop of Yoiik, the yo>ni(j 

4)uke of York, Quern Elizabeth, and the 

Enchetsa of Y oiiK. 

Arch. liust night, 1 heard, they lay at 
Stony Stratford, 

And at Nortltainpton they do rest to-night : 

To-morrow, or next day, they will l>e lien*. 

Duch, I long witli all my licart to see the 
ju’ince. 

I hope, he is much gro\vu since last 1 saw' him. 

Q. Ehh. But 1 hear, no : th(*y sjiy, my son 
of York 

Hath almost overta’en him in his growth. 

York. Ay, mother, but I would not have 
it so. 

Dnvh. Why, my young cousin, it is good 
to grow . 

York. (Trandam, one night, as we did sit 
■at supper, lo 

My uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow' 

More than my brother : “ Ay;’ quoth my 
uncle Gloster, 

Small lierbs have grace, great w'eeds do gi*ow’ 
apice : ” 

And since, inethinks, 1 would not grow' .so 
fast, 

Because sweet flow'ers are slow, and w^eeds 
make haste. 

Duck. ’Good faith, ’good faith, the saying 
did not hold 

In him that did object the same to thee : 

He was the w'retchecVst thing when he wtis 
young, 

So long a-growing, and so leisurely, 

That, if his rule w'ere true, he should be gra- 
cious. ^ ^ 

Arch. And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious 
madam. 


Dmh. I hope, he is; but yet let mothers 
doubt. 

York. Now, by my troth, if I had been 
remem Ixt’u, 

T could have given my uncle’s grace a flout, 

To touch liis growth nearer tlian he touch’d 
Jiiine. • 

Dncli. How, iny young York? J pr’ytliee 
let me liear it. 

York. Marry, they say, my uncle grew so 
fast. 

That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old : 

'T was full tw'o years ere I could get a tootli. 

Grandain, this would have been a biting jest. 

Ihich. I pr’ythee, pretty York, w'ho told 
thee this? 

York. Grandain, his nurse. 

Dark. His nurs(* ! wdiy, she was deud ere 
thou wast born. 

York. Jf ’t were not she, I cannot tell wlio 
told me. 

Q. Eliz. A parlous boy. Go to, you arc 
too shrewd. 

Arck. Good madam, be not angry wdth thf.* 
child. 

Q. Elh. Pitcliers have ears. 

Enter a Messenytr. 

Arck. Here comes a messenger: wliat 
news ? 

Mcifs. Such news, my lord, as grieves me 
to re]>ort. 

Eliz. liow' doth the ])rince ? 

Afess, Well, madam, and in liealth. 

Dach. What is thy news ? 

Mess. Lord Rivers and Lord Grey are sent 
to Pomfret, 

.‘\nd with them Sir Thomas Vaughan,, 
prisoners. 

Dneh. Who hath committed them? 

Mess. The mighty dukes,. 

Gloster and Buckingham. 

A rck. For wliat off’ence ? 

Mess. The sum of all I can, I have disclos'd : 

Why, or for what, the nobles were committed. 

Is all unknowTi to me, iny gracious lord. 

Q. Eliz. All me ! I see the ruin of my house. 

The tiger now* hath seiz’d the gentle hind ; w> 

Insulting ty ninny begins to jet 

Upon the innocent and aw less throne : 

Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre ! 

I see, as in a maj), the end of all. 

Duck Accursed and urKpiiet wrangling 
days, 

How many of you luive mine eyes beheld ! 

My husband lost his life to get the crow n, 

And often U}» and down my sons W'cie toss’d, 

For me to joy, and w'eep, their gain lUid loss : 
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And being seated, and domestic broils oo I 
Clean over-blown, tliemselves, the conquerors, | 
Make, war upon themselves; brother to brother, j 
Blood to blobd, self against self : — O ! prepos- 
terous 

And frantic outrage, ond thy damned spleen, 
Or let mo die, to look on death no 

Q. Eliz, Come, come, my boy ; we will to j 
sanctuaiy. ! 

Madam, farewell. 


ACT 

Scene 1, — London. A Street. j 

The Trumpets soimr/. Eider the Prince of i 

Wales, Gloster, Buckingham, Cardinal j 

Bourchier, and others. j 

Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, ; 
to your chamber. | 

Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts* 
sovereign : 

The weary hath made you melancholy. 

Prince, I7o, uncle ; but out* crf)sses on the 
way 

Have made it tedious, wearisome and heavy : 

I want more uncles here to welcome me. 

Clo. Sweet ])rince, the untainted virtue of 
your years 

Hath not yet div’d into the world’s deceit : 

No more cim you distinguish of a man 

Than of his outward show ; which, God he I 
knows, 

Seldom or never jumpetli with the heart. 

Those uncles wliich you want were dangerous; 

Your grace attended to their sugar’d words, 

But look’d not on the poison of their hearts : 

God keep you from them, and from such false 
friends ! 

prince, God keep me from false friends ! 
but they were none. 

Olo, My lord, th(" mayor of London comes 
to greet y«)u. 

Enter the Lord Maynr, and his Train. 

May. God ble.ss your grace with health and 
happy days ! 

Prince. I thank you, goo<l my lord ; and 
thank you all. — [^E.ce}tnt Mayor, d:c. 

1 thought my mother and my brother York 

Would long eic tliis have met us on the way; 

Fie ! what a slug is Hastings, that hf‘ comes not 

To tell us whether they will coiik^ or no. 

Enter Hastings. 

Buck. And in good time here comes the 
sweating lord 


Duch Stay, I will go with you. 

Q. Eliz, You have no cause. 

Arch, [To the Queen.] My gracious 
lady, go, 

And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 
For my part, I 'll resign unto your grace ’ 
The seal I keep ; and sq betide to me^ , 

As well I tender you, and all of yours. 

(to I ’ll conduct you to the sanctuary. 

[Exeunt, 


III. 

Prince. Welcome, my lord. What ! will 
our motlier come 1 

Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, 
not I, 

The queen yhur mother, and your brother 
York, 

Have taken sanctuary : the tender prince 
Would fain have come with me to meet your 
grace, 

But by his mother was perforce withheld, ao 

Buck. Fie ! what an indirect and j^eevish 
course 

Ls this of hers. — Lord cardinal, will your 
grace 

Persuade the queen to send the Duke of York 
Unto Ills princely brother presently? 

If she deny, Lord Hastings, go with him, 
And from her jealous arms pluck him pertbree. 

Card. My Lord of Buckingham, if ray 
weak oratory 

Can from his mother win the Duke of York, 
Anoii expect liim here : but if she be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy privilege 
Of Idessed sanctuary ! not for all this land 
I Would T be guilty of so great a sin. 

Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate, ray 
lord, 

Too ceremonious and traditional : 

Weigh it but with the grossness of this age. 
You break not sanctuary in seizing him. 

The benefit thereof is always granted 
To those whose dealings have deserv’d the 
place. 

And those who have the wit to claim the 
place : 

Tliis prince hath neitlier claim’d it, nor 
deserv’d it ; 

And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have 
it : 

Tlien, taking him from thence that ijiC not 
’ there, 

You break no jirivilege nor charter there. 

Oft have I heard of sanctuary men, ' 
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But flanotuary children, rie^er till now; 

iParc?. My lord, you shall 6*er-rule iny 
xhind for once. — 

Come on, Lord Hastings, will ybu go witii die'? 
Hast. I go, my lord. 

"JFHnce. (lood lords, make all the speedy 
^ haste yon may. — 

^ [£ijre9f.}/t Cardmtd and Hastings. 
Say, uncle (xioster, if our brother come, 
Where shall we sojoui'n till our coronation i? 
Glo, Where it seems best unto your royal 
self. 

If I may counsel you, some day pr two 
Your highness shall r(ijx>se you at the Tower : 
Then, wliere you please, and shall be thought 
^ most fit 

For your best health and recreation. 

Prince, 1 do not like tlie Tower, of any 
place. — 

Did Julius C-ajsav build that place, my lord 'i 
*Buck. He di<i, my gmoious lord, begin that 
place, 

Which, since, siicoetxling ages have re-edified. 

Priru'e. Is it \ipon record, or else rejK)rted 
Successively from age to ago, he built it 'i 
Bfick, , l^pcfi record, iiiy givacioiis lonl. 
Prince, But sjiy, my lord, it were not 
register’d, 

• Methinks, the truth sliould live t'lom age to 
age, 

As ’t were rettiird to all posterity, 

Even to tjie general all-ending day. 

(rlo, [AsideP^ So wise so yotmg, they say, 
do iieyer live long. 

Prince, What say you, luiole ? h* 

Glo, 1 say, witliout cliaracters, fiime lives 
long* 

S Atide.l Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniijuity. 

. moralise two meanings in one word. 

Prince, That Julius Ciesar was a famous 
man : 

With what his valour did enrich liis wit. 

His wit set down to make his valoui' live : 
Death makes no conquest of this corKpieror, 

; For now he lives in fame, though not in life. — 
I II tell you what, my cousin Buckingham, — 
Pack, What, my gracious lord ? »♦'» 

Prhtcc, An if I live until I be a man, 

1 II win our ancient right in France again, 

Or die a soldier, oh I liv’d a king. 

Glo, f Jaw/e.] Short .summers lightly have a 
forward spring, 

, B'/Uer YoRKf Hastings, mid the Cardinal. 

.Pilck, Now, in good time, here comes tlie 
' ' Duke of York. 

* ••Prince, Richard of York! how fares our 
noble brother ? 


York. Well, my dread lord; so' must I 
call you now. 

Prhice. Ay, brother, to our gnef, as it is 
vours. 

Too late lie died, that might have kept that 
title, 

Which Jby his death halSh lost much majesty. 

Gh, How fares our cousin, noble lx>rd of 
York ? joi 

y^ork. I tliank you, gentle uncle. O ! my 
lord, 

You said, that idlc^ weeils are fast in growth : 

The prince my brother hath outgrown mo far. 

Gh. He hatli, my lord. 

y(*rk. And therefore is he idle i 

Glo. O ! my fair c(msin, I must not say so. 

York. Then he is more beholding to you, 
than J. 

Glo. He may command me as iny .sovereign, 

But you have power in me as in a kinsman. 

York. 1 j)ray you, uncle, give me this 
dagger. no 

Glo. My dagger, little cousin ? witli all my 
heart 

Princ*'. A beggar, brother? 

York. Of my kind unc;!?, that 1 know wiP 

And being }>ut a toy, which is no grief to gi>'c. 

Glo. A greater gift than that I *11 give my 
cousin. 

Vork. A greater gift? O! that’s the sword 
to it. 

Glo. Ay, gentle coush i , wei*e it light enough. 

York. O ! then, I Ke(% you ’ll part but with 
Hght gifts : 

In weiglitier tilings you Siiy a lx.‘ggar, nay. 

Glo. It is tK) ^vcighty for your gi-ace to 
wear. 

York. I weigh it liglitly, were it heavier. ’ 

Glo, What ! vrould you liave my weapon, 
little lord ? 

Yo'rk. I would, that I might thank } mu as 
you (jail me. 

Glo, How ? 

York, Little. 

Prince, My Lord of Yoik will still he 
cross in talk. — 

Uncle, your grace knows how to bear witli 
him. 

York, You mean, to bear mo, not to bear 
with me. 

XTncle, my brother mocks both you ami me ; 

Because that I am little, like an ape, irj‘> 

He thinks that you should boar me on your 
shoulders. 

Bach, With what a sluirp-provided w it he 
i*easons 

To mitigate tlie scoin he gives his uncle, 
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He prettily and aptly taunts himself. 

Si> ou ailing, and so young, is wond(‘rfnl. 

(/h). My lord, will ’t please you pass along? 
JVIyself, and my good cou,sin Buckingham, 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome yon. 

York. What ! will you go unto the^Tower, 
my lord? ho 

Princfi. My lord protector needs will have 

it HO. 

York. I shall not sleep in ipiiet at the 
Tower, 

€Io. Why, what should you fear ? 

York. Marry, my uncle Clartnee’ angry 
ghost : 

My grandam told me, he was munler’d there. 

Prince, I fear no uncles dead. 

GJo. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince. An if they live, I hope, I need not 
fear. 

But come, my lord ; and, with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[.d Sennet, Exeunt Prince, York, 
Hast., Card.^ and Attendants. 

Ilnck. Think you, my lord, this little 
prating Yor}c 

\\'as not incensed by hi.s subtle mother 
To taunt and ^om you thus opprobrioualy ] 

Oh. No doubt, no doubt. O I ’t is a 
parlous l>oy ; 

Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable : 

He ’s all the mother’s, from the top to toe. 

Jhick. Well, let them rest. — Come liither, 
Catesby ; thou art sworn 
As dee[)ly to effect what we intend, . 

As closely to conceal wdiat we imjiart. 

Thou know’st our reasons urg’d upon the 
way ; — 

W'hat think’st thou ? is it not an easy matter 
To make William Lord Hastings of our mind. 
For the iiustalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle ? 

Cates. He for his father’s sake so loves tin* 
prince. 

That he will not bo won to auglit against him. 

Pack. What think’st thou then of Stanley ? 
will not he ? 

Cates. He will do all in all as Hastings 
doth. 

Pack. Well then, no more but this. Ho, 
gentle Catesby, 

And, as it were far off, sound thou Tx)rd 
Hastings, no 

How he doth stand affected to our pm-pose ; 
Ami summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 

To sit al)out the coronation. 

If thou dost find him tractable to us, 
Eueoumge him, and tell him all our reasons : 


If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 

Be thou so too, and so break off the talk. 

And give us notice of his inclination ; 

For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 
Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ’d. i«> 

Olo. Commend me to Lord William : tell • 
him, Catesby, ^ 

His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret ( ’astle ; 
And hid my lord, for joy of this good news, 
Hive Mistress Shore one gentle kis.s the more. 

Puck. Hood Catesby, go, effect this busines.s 
soundl} . 

Caters. My good lords both, wutli all the 
heed i can. 

(rio. Shall we hear from you, Cat* sby, ere 
we sleep? 

Cates. You shall, my lord. 

Oh. At Civsby Place, there sliall you find 
us both. \_E.cit Catesby. 

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if 
we perceive ’ jdi 

Loi*d Hastings w-ill not yield to our complots? 

Oh. Chop oftTiis head ; -something we will 
determine : — 

And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and all the movables 
Whereof the king, my brother, w^as possess’d. 

Back. I ’ll claim that promise at your 
gi'ace’s hand. 

Oh. And look to have it yielded with all 
kindnes.s. 

( ’ome, let us sup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digest our coinplots in some form, sw 

\Exmi\Jt. 


Scene IT. — Before Lord Hastings’ House, 
Enter a Messewjer. 

Mess. My lord, my lord ! - [Knocking. 
Hast. [Within.^ Who knocks ? 

Mess. One from the Lord Stanley. 

Hast. [IFiV/mi.] What is ’t o’clock ? 

Mess. UjK)n the stroke of four. 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Cannot my Lprd Stanley sleep these 
tedious nights ? 

Mess. So it apjiears by that I have to say. 
First, he commends him to your noble self. 
Hast, What then? 

Mess. Then certifies your lordship, that 
this night w 

He di’eamt the boar had rased off his helm : 
Besides, hd says, there are two councils held; 
And that may be determin’d at the one, 
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Which may make you and Jiim to rt.tj at tli' 
other. 

Therefore, ho sends to know your lordshipVs 
plojisure, — 

If you will presently take horse with him. 

And with all speed post with him toward the 
, north, , 

To shun the danger that lus soul divines. 

Hast, Go, fellow, go : return unto thy lord; 
Bid him not fear the separated couneils : 

His honour and myself aiT» at the one. 

And at the other is my good friend Catesby, 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth ns, 
Whereof 1 shall not have intelfigence. 

Tell him, his fears are shaft ow, without 
instance : 

And for liis dreams — I wonder he ’s so simple 
To trust the mot^kery of unquiet slumlHU's. 

To fly the boar, before the bojn pursues, 

AV ere to incense the boar to follow us, 

And make pursuit, wlieiH‘ lie did mean no 
chase. i 

Go, bid thy mjister rise and come to me ; 

And we will both together to the Tower, 
AVhere, he shall see, the boar will use us 
kindly. 

Mess, I ’ll go, my lord, and tell liim what 
you say. [Exit, 

Enter Catesbv. I 


Go<l knows, J will not do it, to the death. 

Cates. God kee[) your lordship in that 
gracious mind. 

Hast, But 1 shall laugh at this a twelve- 
month luuice, 

That they which brought me in my master’s 
• hate, • 

I live to look n}>on their tragedy. 

' Well, CUtesby, ere a fortnight make me older, 

I ’ll send some packing that yet think not 
on ’t. 01 

Cates. ’T is a vile thing to die, my gracious 
lord, 

Wlien men are unpreparM, ami look not for 
it. 

Hast, O monstrous, monstrous ! and .so falls 
it out 

With Rivers, A'aughaii, (irey ; and so ’t will 
do 

With some men els(*, who think tliemsc^lves 
as safe 

As thou and I ; who, as tluVvi kuow’st, are 
dear 

To princely Richard, ami to Buckinghaiii. 

Cates. The princes both mak(‘*higli aia.'ount 
ofyou; 

For they account Ids head iipfin tlie 
bridge. 

Hast. I know tliey do, au.d I have well 
desei'N ’d it. 


Cates. Many good morrows to my nohle 
lord ! 

Hast. Good morrow, ( ?atesby : you are 
early stirring. 

What Jiews, what news, in this our tottering 
state ] 

Cates. It is a reeding world, indee<I, my lord; 

And, I believe, will never stand upright. 

Till Richard wear the garland of the r(‘alin. 

Hast. How ! wear the g?irland ! dost tlio'i 
moan the crown '? 

Cates. Ay, my good lord. 

Hast. I ’ll have this crown of mine cut 
from my shoulders, 

Before I ’ll see the crown so foul misplac’d, j 

But oanst thou guess that lie doth aim at it ? f 
.. Cates. Ay, on my life ; and hojxjs to find . 
you forward 

Upon his party, for the gain thereof : 

And thereupon he sends you this good news,— 

That this same very day your enemies. 

The kindml of the queen, m\ist die at 
Pomfret. m j 

Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that 
news, 

Because they have been still my adversaries ; 

But, that I ’ll give my voice on Richard’s side, 

To bar ,my master’s heirs in time descent, 


Enter STANLEY. 

Come on, come oii ; where is your boar-spear, 
man ? 

Fear you the hoar, and go so uupn>\i<h‘d ? 

Ab'tan. My lon.1, good morrow : — good mor- 
row, (.'atesb} . - - 

You may jest on. but, by the holy rood, 

I do not like these several councils, I. 

Hast. My IoiyI, 1 hoM my life as <lear .‘is 
yours ; 

And never, in my days, I do protest;, 

Was it so precious to me as ’t is now. 

Think you, but that I know our .state isc<‘ure, 

I would be so triumpluiut as I .am ^ 

Stan. The lords at Pomfret, whf*u they njde 
from London, 

Wei*e jocund, and suppos’d their states were 
sure, 

And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust ; 

But yet,, you see, how soon tlu' day o’ercast : 

This sudden sttrb of rancoui* I misdoubt. 

Pray God, I say, T pwve a neeilless cowanl ! 

What, shall we toward the Tower ? the day 
|s spent. 

Hast, Come, come, have with you. — Wot 
you what, my lord ? 

To-day,*the lonls you talk of are beheuiled. » 
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Stan. They, for their truth, might better 
wear their headij, t-. 

Thau some that have accus'd them wear their 
hats. . ^ 

But come, my loi*d, let s away. 

Enter a liurHuivant, 

c 

IliuU Go on before ; I ’ll talk with this 
good fellow. i 

[Exeunt Stanley a/ui Gatksby. 

How now, sin’ah ? how' goes the world with 
thee ! 

PuT9, The better, that your lonlsliip please 
to ask. 

Jfnst. I tell thee, iiiaii. ’t is better with me 
now,, 

Than when thou rnett’sfc me last, where now 
we meet : 

Then w^as I going prisoner to the Tower, 

By the suggestion ol' the queen’s allies ; 

But now, I tell thee (ktnq) it to thyself), 

This day tliose enemies are put to death, 

And I in better state than e’er I was. 

Pnrs, God hold it, to your honour’s good 
contefit. 

^ ^ JLi3t. Graniercy, fallow. TJiere, drink that 
for me.^ [Throwhifj him hi9 purse. 

Purs. I thank your liononr. [Exit, 

Enter a Priest. 

Priest. Well met, my lord; I am glad to 
see your honour. 

Hast, 1 thank thee, good 8ir John, with all 
my heart. 

J am in your debt for your last exei’cise ; 

Come the next Sabbath, and I will content 
yon. 110 

Enter Buckinoh.^m. 

Burk. What, talking with a prie.st, lord 
chamberlain ! 

Your friends at Pomfr(^t, they do need the 
priest : 

Your honour hath no shriving work in hand. 

Hast. ’Good faith, and wlien I met this 
holy man. 

The men you talk of caim? into my mind. 

What, go you toward the Tower ? 

Buck. 1 do, my lord ; but long I cannot 
stay there : 

I shall i*etuni before your lordship thence. 

JIust. Nay, like enough, for I stay dijiner 
there. 

Buck. [Aside.'] And supper too, although 
thou know’st it not. ^ 

Come, will you go ? 

Hast, I ’ll wait upon your loidship. 

. .. . [Exeunt. 


Scene ‘ill. — Pomfret. * Before the Castle. ’ 

Enter B atclipf, with u iiutvrd^ coudAicthig: 

EiVEiiS, Grey, ami VAiuiHAN to exemUion, 

Riv. Sir .Richard Ratclilf, ‘let me tell th^ 
this : — 

! To-day shalt tliou heiiold /i subject die 
j For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. ; 

i (Iretf. God bless the prince from lall the 
pack of you ! 

A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

Vaugh. You, live, ^ihat shall cry w*oe for 
this he^eafttn-. 

Rat. Despatch : the limit of your lives is 
out. 

Ric. O Pomfrel, Pomfnjt ! O tliou Woody 
I prison, 

[ Fatal and ominous to noble peers ! 

Within the guilty closure of thy walls :o 

Richard the Second here wa.s hiick’d to deatk : 

And, for more slander to thy dismal seat, . 

We give to tliee our guiltless bloOd to drink. 

Civw/. Now Margaret’s curse is Mien u|>oli 
our heads, 

When she exclaim’d on Hastings, you, and I, 

For standing by when Richard ' sbibb’d ho* 
son. 

Riv. Tlien curs’d she Richard, then curs’il 
she Buckingham, 

Tlien curs’d she Hastings : — O, iciuember, 
God, 

To hear her jirayt'r for them, as now'for us ! 

And for my sister, and Jier princely sons, 

Be .satisfied, -dear God, with our true blood, 

Wliich, as thou know’st, unjustly must be 
spilt 

Rat. Make haste : the hour of death is 
expiate. 

Rir. Gome, Grey, — come, Vaiighan kt 
us her e embrace : 

Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. 

[ExeUiiU 


♦Scene IV. — London. A Room in tbo 
Tower. 

BucKiNCiHAM, Stanley, Hastings, the Bishop 
o/Ely, Catesby, Lovel, mul others^ siuirig 
at a table : Officers of thrCounxil aUendi!iig* 

Hast. Now, noble jieers, the cause why Nre 
are met 

Is, to determine of the coronation': 

In God’s name, sfieak, when is the royal dHy ? 
Bttxk, Are all things ready for the royal 
• time? ■ ‘ ^ •/' : 

They are ; and watits but nojuiinatic^^ 
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Ely, To-morrow then I judge a hj,\ppy clay^ 

Buck, Who knows the lord protector^s mind 
herein 'I 

Wlip is most inw'ard witli the nohle duke # 

' Ely, Your grace, we tluiik, sliould soonest 
know his mind. 

‘ Buck. We know^each other's faces ; for our 
hearts, i'> 

He knows no more of mine than I of yours ; 
Nor I of liis, my lord, than yoirof mine. 

Xiord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 

Hast, 1 thank his grace, I know he loves 
me well ; 

But, for Ills pur])Ose in the coronation, 

I hav^e not sounded him, nor life deliver'd 
His gi*acious pleasures any way therein ; 

But you, my honourable lords, may name the 
time : 

And in the duke's behalf I ’ll give my voice, 
Which, 1 presume, he 'II take in gentle part. » 

Eider Geoster. 

Ely. Ill ha]>py time, here comes th€‘ duke 
liimself. 

Oio, My noble lords and cousins, all, good 
’ijiorpow. 

I have been long a sleeper ; but, I trust, 

My absence doth neglect no great design, 
Which by my presence might have been con- 
cluded. 

Btf.ck, Had you not come u[»oii your cue, 
my lord, 

William Lord Hasting.s had pronounc’d your 
part, 

I mean, your voice, for crowning of the king. 

Glo. Thau my Lord Hastings, no man might 
be bohler : 

His lordship knows me well, and loves me 
well. 3<' 

My Loni of Ely, when I was last in Holborn, 
I saw good strawberries in your garden there ; 
I do beseech you, send for some of them. 

Ely, Marry, and will, my lord, with all my 
heart. [Eocit, 

Glo, Cousin of Buckingham, a word with 
you. \Takes him asi^h. 

Catesby hath sounded Hasting.s in our busi- 
ness. 

And finds the testy gentleman so hot, 

That he will lase his liead/?ere give consent, 
His master's child, as worshipfully he terms it, 
Shall lose the royalty of England's throne. 

Buck, Withdraw yourseli’ awhile ; 1 'll go 
with you. 

\Exennt Glosteu and Buckinohah. 

. Sian, We ^ve not yet set down this day 
of triumph. 

To^monow, in my judgment, is too suddeh ; 


For I myself am not so well provided, 

As else I would be, were the day prolong’d. 

Ee-enter Bisho]) of Ely. 

Ely. Where is my lord, the Duke of 
Gloster # 

I hav|5 sent for these i?trawberri(\s. 

Hast. His grac<i looks cheerfully and smooth 
this morning : 

There 's some conceit or other likes him well, 
When that he bids good morrow with sucii 
spirit. 

I think, there 's never a man in Christendom 
Can lesser liide his love or hate than he ; 

For by his face straight shall you know his 
heart. 

Stan. What of his heart perceive you in 
his face, 

By any livelihood he show'd to-day ? 

Hast, MaiTv, that with no man here he is 
offended ; 

For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 
lie-eider Glostkr and Buckingham. 

I 

Gh, I pray you all, tell me tidiat they <le- 

That do conspire my deatli with devilisli plots 
Of damned witchcraft, and that hath pre-- 
vail'd <M 

Ui>on my body with their hellisli charms ] 

Hmt, The tender love I bear your grace, 
my lord, 

ISIakes me most forward in this princely 
presence 

To doom the offenders : wdiosoe’er they be, 

I say, my lord, they ha\'e deserved death. 

Glo, Then be your eyes the witness of tliei:* 
evil. 

Look how I am bewitch'd ; behold mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, witJier'd u[) : 

And this is Edwani’s wife, that monstrous 
witch, 

Consorted with that harlot strumpet SIjor(\ :<> 
Tliat by their witchcraft thus ha n o marked 
me. 

Hast, If they have done this deed, my noble 
lord, — 

Glo. If! thou protector of this damned 
strumpet, 

Talk'st thou to me of ifs ! — Thou art a traitor % 
Off with his head !— now, l>y St. Paul I s\vear, 

1 will not dine until 1 see the same. — 

Level and Ratclilf*, look that it be done ; 

The rest that love me, rise, and follow me. 

[Exeif/d Council, with Gloster and 
' Buckingham. 

Hast. Woe, woe, for England not a whit 
for me ; 
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for 1, too 1011 ( 1 , iiiijnfJit have. prevented thus. «cj 
S tanley did dream, the boar did rase his helm ; 
And I did scorn it, and disdain’d to dy. 

Tliree times to-day my foot-cloth hoi-se did 
stumble, 

And sbirted when he look'd upon the Tower, 
As loath to bear me t« the slaughter-house. 

0 ! now J need the priest that sj)ake to me : 

1 now repent I told the pursuivant, 

As too triumphing, how mine enemies 
To-day at Poinfret bloodily were butclierkh 
And I myself secure in gi-ace and favour, 

0 Margaret, Margaret ! now thy heavy cui-sc 
Is lighted on jioor Hastings’ wretched head. 

Rat Come, come, despatch ; the duke 
would be at dinner : 

Make a short shrift, he longs to see your head. 

Jlaat, O mome ntary gra(*e of mortal men ! 
Wliicli we more hunt for tlian the gniee of 
God. 

Who builds iiis hope in air of your good looks, 
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast ; 

Ready wifli every nod to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. i"f» 

.Loi\ CoinV*, coiue, despatch ; 't is bootless 
to exclaim. ^ 

* II H8i. 0 blo(.Hly liichavd ! — miserable Eng- 
land ! 

1 prophesy the fearful Tst time to thee, 

That ever wret<;hed age hath look’d upon. 
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head : 
They smile at me, wlio shortly shall be dead. 

[ Axrn nl. 

S( KMC V.- -Tlie Same, The Tower Walls. 

Enter (xLosTKR mid Buckingham, in rotten 
annonr, nmrceUinis ill-faconred, 

Gh), Come, cousin, canst thou cpiake, and 
change tliy colour, 

M urder thy bi-eatli in middle of a word. 

And th(;ii again begin, and stoji again. 

As if thou wert distrauglit and mad with 
terror ? 

Buck. Tut ! I can counterfeit tlie deep 
tragedian ; 

8])eak, and look back, and pry on every 
sid' 

'reinble and start at wagging of a straw, 
Intending deep suspicion : ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles \ 

And both are ready in their offices, I’o 

At any time to grace my stratagems. 

But what ! is Catesby gone ? 

Glo. He is ] and, see, he brings the mayor 
along. 


Lnt^r the Ijord Mayor and Catesby. 

Buck. Lord mayor,— - 
Glo. Look to the drawbridge tliere ! 

*Buck. Hark ! a drum, 

Glo. Catesby, o’erlook the <*wall8. 

Buck. Lord mayor, the reason we have 
sent — 

Glo. Look back, defend thee : here are 
enemies. 

Buck. God and our iiinocency defend and 
guard us ! 

Enter LovEL<rr/^r(f Ratcliff, icith Hastings 
.. head. 

Glo. Be patient, they are friends ; Ratcliff 
and liOvel. 

Loo. Here is the head of that ignoble 
traitor,^'' 

The dangerous and unsuspeeted Hastings. 

Glo. So dear I lov'd the man, that 1 must 
weej). 

I t<)ok him for the plainest harmle.ss creature 
That breath'd upon the earth a (.‘hristiau ; 
Mad<* him my book, wherein my soul re- 
corded .. • 

The liistory of all her sf'cret thoughts : 

So smooth Ik; daub’d his vice with show of 
virtue, 

That, liis apparent open gviilt omitted, 

I mean his conversation with Shore’s wife, so 
He liv’d from all attaimhu* of suspect. 

Buck. Well, well, l)e was the covert’st 
slndter’d traitor 
That ever liv’d. — 

Wcnild you imagine, oi* almost believe 
(WereY not tliat by great j»re.servatiou 
We live to tell it), that the .subtle traitor 
'This day had plotted, in the council- house. 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Gloster? 
May. Had he done so? 

Glo. What! think you we are Turks, or 
infidels ? 

Or that we would, against the form of law, ‘ 
Proceed thus mshly in the villain’s death, 

Hut that the extreme j)ei*il of the case, 

The peace of England, and our persons’ safety, 
Enforc’d us to this execution ? 

May. Now, fair befall you ! he deserv’d his 
death ; 

And your good graces both have well pro- 
ceeded, 

To warn false traitors fi-oin the like attempts. 
Buck. I never look’d for better at his 
hands. 

After he once fell in with Mistress Shore ; 

Yet had we not determin’d he should die, 
Until youi’ lordship came to see his end ; 
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Which now the loving hiiusU3 of these our 
friends, 

Something against our meanings, have 2 )re* 
vented : 

Because, my lord, I would have luul you heard 
The traitor speak, and timoi’ously confess 
The manner and tly^ pui*| - ^se of his treasons ; 
'That you .might well have signified the same 
Unto the citizens, who haply, may 
Misconster us in him, and wail his death. 
May. But, my good lord, your grace’s words 
shall serve. 

As well as I had seen, and hejjrd liiiii sjieak : 
And do not doubt, right noble princes both, 
lilut I ’ll acquaint our duteous citizens 
‘With all your just proceedings in this ciise. 
Glo. And to that end wc wisli’d your lortl- 
ship here, 

To avoid the censures of the carping world. 
Buck. But since you come too late of our 
intent, 

Yet witness wliat you hear wo did intend : *50 
And so, my good lord mayor, we bid fai*cwell. 

[Exit Lord Mayoi\ 

Glo. Go after, after, cousin Buckingham. 
'The maf or towards Guildhall hies him in all 
post 

‘There, at your nieetest vantage of the time, 
infer the bastardy of .Edward’s children : 

Tell them, how Edwai'd j)ut to death a citizen, 
<,)nly for saying he would make his son 
Heir to the crown; meaning, indeed, his 
house, 

Which by the sign thm‘of was termed so. 
Moreovei*, urge liis hateful luxury. 

And bestial appetite in change of lust ; 

Which stretch’d unto their servants, 
daughter’s, wi\'es, 

Even wliero his raging eye, or savage heart, 
Without control lusted to make a prey. 

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my 
jwson : 

Tell them, wlien that my mother went with 
child 

Of that insatiate Edward, noble York, 

My pi*incely father then had war’s in Fruiice ; 
And by true computation of the time. 

Found that the issue was not his begot ; 
Which well appeared in his lineaments, 90 
Being nothing like the noble duke my father*. 
Yet touch this spai’ingly, as ’t were far off ; 
Because, my lord, you know, rny mother lives. 
Buxk. .Doubt not, my lord, I’ll play the 
orator*, 

As’ if the golden fee, for which I plead, 

Were for myself : and so, my lor*d, adieu. 

Gh. If you tlirive well, bring thorn to 
Baynar^d’s Castle ; 

IS 


Where you shall find me well accompanied 

With reverend fathers, and well-learned 
bishops. 

Buck. 1 go ; and, towards three or four 
o’clcK^k, 

Look for the news that the Guildhall affords. 

• • \^E'.Jcit. 

Glo. Go, Lovel, with all sjiecd to Doctor 
Shaw, — 

Go thou \to Cates.] to Fiiar renker : — bid 
them Vioth 

Meet me within this hour at Bayiiard’s Castle. 

[Expuiit Lovel and Catesby. 

Now will I go, to take some privy order, 

To draw the brats of (.larcjne uut of sight ; 

And to give notice, that no manner person 

Have any time recourse unto the princes. 

[BxH. 


SCEXE VI. — TIjc Sanu\ A Htreet. 

EuU'r a S< rirrucr. 

Beriw Here is the indic tment of the good 
Lord Hastings ; 

Which in a set liand fah ly is engross’d, 

That it may be to-day read o'er in Paul’s : 

Ami mark how well the seijmd hajigs together. 

Ele.ven 110^*8 I have spent to write it over, 

For yesternight by C^vtesby was it stmt me. 

The jirecedeut was full as long a-doing ; 

I And yet within these five liours Hastings 
liv’d, 

Untaiiiteil, nnexaininM, fi'oe, at libcu’ty. 

Here’s a good world the while ! — WTio is so 
gross, j»» 

That cannot see this palpable device 1 
J Y«3t who so bold but ? ays he sees it not 1 

Bad is the world ; and all will come to 
naught, 

When such ill dealing must be so('u in 
thought. \^Exit. 


Scene YII. — The Same. TIk' Court of 
Baynard’s Casfl«\ 

Enter GlosteRu^ one dout\ and Bitc^kinoham 

at a noth*' r. 

Glo. How now, how now 1 what say the 
citizens ? 

Back. Now by the lioly mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, say not a word. 

Glo.^ Touch’d you the bastardy of Edward’s 
children t 

Btixk. I did ; with his contract with Lady 
Lucy, 


40 \ 



Act hi. 


KING RICHARD III. 


SCErfB VII; 


And his contract by deputy in France j 
The insatiate greediness of his desires, 

And his enforcement of the city wives ; 

His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastai-dy, 

As being got, your father then in France ; lo 
And his resemblance, being not like the duke. 
Withal I did infer yofir lineaments, ( 

Being tlie right idea of your tatlioi-, 

Both in your foriri and nobleness of mind ; 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 

Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace, 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 

Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purj[Xise 
Untouched, or slightly handled in discoui’se ; 
And, when my oratory <lrew toward end, 

I bade them that did love their country's gocal, 
Cry — “ God save Kiohard, Knglaud's royal 
king ! ” 

And did they so ? 

/kick. No, so God help me, they spake not 
a word ; 

But, like dumb statiias, or breathing stones, 
Star’d each on other, and look’d deadly pale. 
Which when I saw, I reprehended them, 

And ask’d tfte mayor, what meant this wilful 
. silence : ^ 

His answer wa^s, the jieople were not us’d 
To be spoke to but by the recorder. »> 

Then he was urg’d to tell my tale again : — 
“Thus saith the duke, thus hath the duke 
inferr’d ; ” 

But nothing spoke iu warrant from him.self. 
When he had done, some followers of mine 
own, 

At lower end of the Jiall, huiTd up their caps. 
And some ten v oices cried, “ God sav e King 
Richard ! ” 

And thus 1 took the vantage of those few, — 

“ Thanks, gentle citizens, and friends,” quoth 

I } 

“ This general applause and cheeiful shout 
Argues your wisdom, and your love to 
Richard : ” 4 o 

And even here brake off, and came away. 

Glo. What tougiieless blocks were they ! 
would they not speak i 

Will not the mayor tlieu and his brethren 
come 'I . 

Buck. The mayor is liec'e at liand. Intend * 
some fear ; 

Be not you spoke with but by mighty suit : 
And look you get a pniyer-book in your hand, 
And stfiiid between two churchmen, good my 
lord : 

For on that ground 1 ’ll make a holy (^escant : 
And be not easily won to our requests ; 

Play the maid’s part, stiW. answer nay, and 
take it. m 


Glo. T go; and if you plead as Well fiir 
them. 

As I can say nay to thee for myself, 

No doubt we bring it to a happy issue. 

Buck. Go, go, up to the leads! the lead 
mayor knocks. [Exit Glostbr* 

Eiiter the Lord May&iy Aldcrvim, and 
Gitizem. 

Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance here; 
I think the duke will not be spoke withal. — 

Enter, J\ om the Castle, Catesby. 

Now, Catesby ! what says your lord to my 
reipiest ? 

Cedes. He doth entreat your gwice, my 
noble lord. 

To visit him to-morrow, or next day. 

He is within, iyith two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to me<litatioii ; . ai 

And in no worldly .suits would be be mov’d; 
To draw him fi*om his holy exercise. 

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious 
duke : 

Toll him, myself, the mayor and aldermen, 

In deep designs, in matter of great iioment, 
No less importing than our general good^ 

Are come to have some conference with his 
grace. 

Cates. I’ll signify so much unto him 
straight, [Exit. 

Buck. All, ha 1 my lord, this prince is not 
an Edward ; ro 

He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed. 

But on his knees at meditation ; 

Not dallying with a bi-ace of courtesans, 

But meditating with two deep divines ; 

Not sleeping, to engross his idle body, 

But praying, to enrich his watchful soul. 
Haj)py were England, would this virtuous 
prince 

Take on his .grace the sovereignty thereof ; 

But, sure, I fear, we shall not ,win him to it. . 
iWay. Many, God defend his gi-ac® should 
say us nay I m 

Buck. I fear, he will. Here Catesby comes 
again. — 

Re-enter Catesby. 

Now, Catesby, what says his grace 1 

Cates. He wonders to what end you have 
assembled 

Such troops of citizens to come to him ; 

His grace not being warn’d thereof before* , 

He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him; 

Buck. Sony I am, my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him : 

By Heaven, we come to him in perfect love ) 
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And so once more return, and tell hi i grace* 

[Exit Oatesby. 

When holy and devout religious men m 
Are at their beads, ’t is much to draw them 
thence ; ^ 

* So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

Eni&r Gloster, hv a galh y above , between 
two Bishops, Oatesby retnrm . 

May, See, where his grace stands ^tween 
two clergymen 1 

Buck, Two props of virtue for a Christian 
pnnce, 

To stay him from the fall of vanity ; 

And, see, a lH)ok of prayer in his hand, 

True ornament to know a holy man. — 
Famous PJantagenet, most gracious prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requests, luo 

And pardon us tlie interrupticxi 
Of thy devotion, and right Christian zeal. 

• Glo, JV^y lord, there needs no such a[)ology; 
I'Uo beseech your grace to pardon me, 

Who, earnest in the service of my God, 
Defeir’d tlie visitation of my friends. 

But, leaving this, wliat is your giace*s 
pieas'ire % 

Buck, Even that, I hope, which pleaseth 
God above, 

And all good men of this ungovern’d isle. 

Glo, I do suspect, I have done some offence. 
That seems disgr^^aous in the city’s eye ; ui 
And tluit you come to reprehend my ignorance. 
Buck. Yo\i have, my lord : ’would it might 
please your grace, 

On our entreaties to amend your fault. 

Glo. Else wherefore breathe 1 in a Christian 
land 1 

Buck. Know then, it is your fault that you 
resign 

The supreme seat, the throne majestical, 

The scepter’d ofiico of your ancestors, 

Your state of foi-time, and your due of birth. 
The lineal glory of your royal bouse, m 

To the coiTuption of a blemish’d stock ; 
Whiles, in the mildness of your sleepy 
thoughts. 

Which here we waken to our country’s good, 
This noble isle doth want her proper limbs; 

' Her face defac’d with seal’s of infamy, 

Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants, 
And almost shoulder’d in the swallowing gulf 
Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion. 
Which to recurii we heartily solicit 
Your gracious self to take on you tlie charge 
Ajid kingly government of this your huid: m 
Hpi as protector, steward, substitute, 

Or lowly factor for another’s gain ; 

$tit as successively from blood to blood, 


Your right of biilh, your empery, your own. 
For this, consorted with the citizens, 

Your very worshipful and loving fnends, 

And by their vehement instigation, 

In this just cause come I to move your grace. 

Glo, I cannot tell, if to depai-t in silence, 

Or bitterly to sjxjak iii^your reproof, i4i 

Best fitteth my degree, or your condition : 

If not to answer, — you might haply think, 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty, 

Which fondly you would here impose on me ; 
If to reprove you for this suit of yours, 

So season’d with your faithful love to me, 
Tlien, on the other side, I check’d my friends. 
Tlierefore, to speak, and to avoid the lii’st, iw) 
And then, in speaking, not to incur tlie last, 
Definitely thus I answer you. 

Your love deserves my thanks ; but my desert 
Unmeri table shuns your high I'eqnest. 

First, if all obstacles were cut away, 

And that my path were even to the ci*«wn, 

As the ripe revenue and due of birth, 

Yet so much is my ix>verty of sph’it, 

So mighty, and so many, my detSets, 

That 1 would rather hide me from my gresf ,*" 
ness, loo 

Being a bark to brook no mighty sea. 

Than in my greatness covet to be hid, 

And in the va|)our of my glory smother’d. 

But, God be thank’d, there is no need of me ; 
And much I need to help you, were there 
need ; 

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, 

Which, mellow’d by the stealing horn’s of time, 
Will well become the seat of majesty, 

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 
On him I lay that you would lay on me, no 
The right and fortune of his lmp[)y stars ; 
Which God defend that I should wring from 
him ! 

Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in 
your grace ; 

But the resixjcts thereof are nice and trivial, 
All circumstances well considered. 

You say, that Edward is your brother’s son : 
So say we too, but hot by Edward’s wife ; 

For first was he contract to Lady Lucy — 
Your mother lives a witness to his vow — 

And afterward by substitute betroth’d lau 
To Bona, sister to the king of France. 

These both put ofi* a poor j>etitioner, 

A care-craz’d mothei’ to a many sons, 

A beauty-waning and distressed widow, 

Even the afternoon of her best days, 

Made prize and purcliase of his wanton eye, 
Seduc’d the pitch and height of his degi’ee 
To base declension and loath’d bigamy. 
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By her, iii his unlawful bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our manners call the 
prince. 190 

More bitterly could I expostulate, 

Have that, for reverence to some alive, 

I give a s]>aring limit to my tongue. 

Then, good my lord, fake to your roya’ self 
This proffer’d benefit of dignity ; 

If not to bless us and the lancl withal, 

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 
From the coiruption of abusing times. 

Unto a lineal true-derived coui'se. 

Do, good my lord ; your citizens en- 
treat you. 

Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer’d 
love. 

Cates. O ! make them joyful : grant their 
lawful suit. 

(Jlo. Alas ! why would you heap this cai*e 
on me? 

I am unfit for state and majesty : 

I do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 

I cannot, nor I will not, yield to you. 

Buck. If you refuse it, — as in love and zeal, 
Loath to depose the child, your brother’s son; 

^ 8 well we know your tenderness of heart, 
And gentle, kpid, effeminate rcmoi*so, 210 
Which we have noted in you to your kindred, 
And equally, indeed, to all estates, — 

Yet know, whe’r you accept our suit or no, ' 
Your brother’s son shall never reign our | 
king; 

But we will [)lant some other in the throne, 

To the disgrace and downfall of your house : 
And in this resolution here we leave you. — 
Conic, citizens, we will entreat no more. 

[Exeunt Bi’CKIX(31IAM and Citizens. 
Cates. Call him again, sweet prince; accept 
their suit : 


If you «?.eny them, all the land will rue it. m 
Glo, Will you enforce mo to a world of 
cares ? 

Call them again ; I am not made of stone. 
But jHUietrable to your kind entreaties, 

[ Eant Catesby. 

Albeit against my conscience and my i^ul. — 

Re-enter Bitckingham, and the reM. 

Cousin of Buckingham, and sago, grave men, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back. 

To bear her burden, whe’r T will, or no, 

I must have patience? to endure the load : 

But if black ^scandal, or foul-fac’d reproach, 
Attend the sequel of your imposition, * 230 

Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the imjiure blots and stains thereof ; 
For God doth know, and you may partly see, 
How far I aid from tlie desire of this. 

May. God bless your grace ! we see it, and 
will say it. * 

Glo. [n saying so, you shall but say flie 
truth. 

Buch. Then I salute you with this royal 
title, — 

“Long live King Richard, Engkinc^’s worthy 
king ! ” 

AU. Amen. 

Burk. To-morrow may it please you to bo 
crown’d ? wo 

Glo. Even when you plpase, for you will 
have it so. 

Buck. To-morrow tlicn wo will attend your 
grace : 

And so most joyfully we take our leave. 

Glo. [To the Bishoys^ Come, lot us to our 
holy work again, — 

Farewell, my cousin : — farewell, gentle friends. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT IV. 


ScEXE T. — Before the Tower. 

Enter., o^a one side, Queen Elizabeth, Duchess 
0/* York, and Marquees ry' D orset; on the 
other., Anne, Duchess of Glosteu, leadiwj 
Lady Margaret Plaxtagexet, Clarence’s 
young daughter. 

Dvch. Who meets us liere ? — my niece 
.Plan ta genet, 

Led in the liaiid of her kind aunt of Gloster ! 
Now, for my life, she ’s wand’ring to the 
Tower, • 

On pure heart’s love, to greet the tender 
princes. — 

Daughter, well met. 
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Amv*,. God give your graces both 

A happy and a joyful time of ilay. 

Q. Eliz. As mucli to you, good sister : 
whither away ? 

Anne. No further than the Tower; and, as 
I guess, 

Uj>on the like devotion as 3^011 rselves, 

To gratulate the gentle princes there. 10 

Q. Eliz. Kind sister, thanks : wo ’ll enter 
all together. 

Enter Brakenbury. 

And, in good time, here the lieutenant 
comes.- 

Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leaver 



Act \ f. 


KING KICHARI) HI. 


Scene I. 


How doth the prince, and my yoiin^f son of 
York 'i 

Brak, Eight well, dear madam. By your 
patience, 

I may not suffer you to visit them : 

' The king hath sti’icdly charg’d the contrary. 

Q. ^liz. The king ! who ’s that ? 

Brak. J mean .ao lord protector. 

Q. Eliz. The Lord protect him from tliat 
kingly title ! 

Hath he set hounds bc^tween their love and 
mo ? 

I am their jnoth(*r ; who shail^ bar me from 
tluMii '] 

Duck I am their father’s mother ; 1 will 
see them. 

Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their 
mother : 

Then bring mo to their sights I ’ll bear thy 
blaiiu‘, 

And take thy oltice from th(‘e, on my ])eril. 

'Brak. No, madam, no; I may not leave it 
so : 

I am bound by oath, and therefore par<lon me. 

[Exit. 

Enffj' Stanley. | 

Sta7i^. L(d/ inc^ but meet you, hnlies, one 
hour hence, 

And I ’ll salute your grace of York as mother, 

And reverend lookei-ou of two fair qiu.^ens. — 
Annf..] Come, iiiadjun, you must straight 
to Westminster, si 

There to be crowned .Richaid’s royal queen. 

Q, Eliz. Ah ! cut my lace asunder, 

That my pent heart may have some scojx) to 
beat, 

Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news. 

Anne. Despiteful tidings! 0, unplea.sing 
news ! 

Deyr, Be of good cheer: — mother, how fares 
your grace 1 

Q, Eliz. 0 Dorset I speak not to me, get 
thee gone ; 

Death and destruction dog thee at thy heels : 

Thy mother’s name is ominous to children. 4o 

If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas, 

And live with Eichmond, from the reach of 
hell. 

Go, hie thee, hie thee, from this slaughter- 
house. 

Lest thou increase the number of the dead, 

And make me die the thrall of Margaret^s 
curse, — 

Nof mother, wife, nor England’s ’counted 
queen. , 

Stan. Full of wise care is tins your counsel, 
madam. — 
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Take all the swift advantage of the hours ; 
You shall have lettei*s from mo to my son 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : w 
Be not hi’eii tardy by unwise delay. 

Duck 0 ill-disj)ersing wind of misery ! — 

0, my accurscfl womb I tlio bed of death, 

A cockatrice hast thou* hatch’d to the world, 
Whose unavoided eye is murderous 1 

Stan. Come, madam, come ; I in all haste 
w'as sent. 

Anns. And I with all unwillingness wdll, 
go.— 

0 ! ’would to God, tliat the inclusive veige 
Of golden metal, that must round my brow^, 
Were red-hot steel to scar me to the brain 1 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; 

And die, ere men c-aii say — Gwl save the 
queen I 

Q. Eliz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy 
glory ; 

To feed my humour, wLsli thyself no harm. 

Anne. No ! why 1 — When he, that is my 
husband now. 

Came to me, as 1 follow^’d Henry’s coi*se ; 
When scarcjc the blood was well^wash’d from 
his hands, 

Which issu’d from my other qngol husband, 
And that deal* saint wliich then I weeping 
follow’d ; 

0 ! when, I say, I look’d on Richard’s face, ro 
This was my wish, — Be thou,” quoth I, 
** accuvs’d, 

For making me, so young, so old a widow 1 
An' I, when thou wedd'st, let sorrow haunt thy 
bed ; 

And be tliy wife (if any be so mad) 

More miseralihi by the life of thee. 

Than thou liast iiuide me by my dear loixl’s 
death I ” 

Lo ! ere I can repeat this curse again, 

Within so small a time, my woman’s heart 
Grossly grew captive to his honey word.s, 

And prov’d the subject of mine own soul’s 
cui'se : 

Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from 
rest; 

For never yet one hour in his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep, 

But with his timorous dreaiiLS was still 
awak’d. 

Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick, 
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 

Q. Eliz. Poor heart, adieu; I pity thy 
complaining. 

Ann(i No moi*e than with my soul I mourn 
for yours. 

Dor. Farewell, thou woful weloomer of 
glory. 



Act IV. 


KING RICHARD III. 


Jnm. Adieu, poor sod, that tak'st thy 
leave of it. w 

IXtich. [To Don.] Go thou to Richmond, 
and good fortune guide thee ! — 

[To Anne.] Go thou to Richard, and good 
angels tend thee ! — 

[To Q, Eliz,] Go thou to sanctuary, air I good 
thoughts possess thee ! — 

I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with 
me 

* Eighty odd yeai s of sorrow have I seen, 

And each hour’s joy wrack’d with a week of 
teen. 

Q. Eliz, Stay yet ; look back with me unto 
the Tower. 

Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes, 
Whom envy hath immur’d within your walls ; 
Rough'cradle for such little pretty ones ! loo 
Rude ragged nurse, old sullen play-fellow 
For tender princes, use my babies well ! 

^ foolish soiTOW bid.s your stones farewell. 

[E^ceAint. 


II. — A Roon of Stiite in the Palace. 

Flourish of Trumpets. Richard, crcnmied; 

Buckingham, Catesby, a Page, and others. 

£. Jiieh. Stand all apart. — Cousin of Buck- 
ingham, — 

JBmk. My gnicious sovereign ! 

A, Pick Give me thy hand. [Rich. 
iscemis the throne.'] Thus high, l)y thy 
advice. 

And thy assistance, is King Richard seated : — 
But shall we wear these glories for a day. 

Or shall they last, and Ave rejoice in them ? 

Bu^k. Still live they, and for ever let them 
last ! . 

K, Rick Ah ! l^uckingham, now I do play ' 
the touch. 

To try if thou be current gold indeed. — 

Toung Edward lives. — Think now what I 
would speak. w 

Buok. Say on, my loving loixl. 

K. Rick Why, Buckingham, I say, I would 
be king. 

Bmk. Why, so you are, my thrice-re- 
nown^ lord. 

K. Rick Ha! am I king] *Tis so; but 
Edward lives. 

Bmik. True, noble prince. 

K. Rick 0 bitter consequence, 

That Edwai'd still should live ! — ‘‘Tme, noble 
prince.” — 

Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull : — 
Shall I be plain ? — I wish the bastards dead ; 
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Scene it 

And I Would have it suddenly perform’d. 
What say ’at thou now? speak suddenly, be 
brief. » 

Buck. Your gi'ace may do your pleasure. 

K. Rick Tut, tut ! thou .art all ice, thy . 
kindness fro.?zes. 

Say, have I thy consent rtmt they shall^ie? 
Buck. Give mo some little breath, some 
pause, dear lord, 

Before I positively speak in this : 

I will resolve you herein presently. [ExU, 
Cates. [Aside^ ] The king is m)gry : see, he 
gnaws, his lip. 

K. Rick [DesccAids Jroni his throne,]^ I will 
converse with iron-witted fools, 

And unrespective boys : none are for me 
That look into me with considerate eye. so 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circum- 
spect. 

Boy !- 

Page. My lord. f * 

K. Rick Know’st thou not any, wliom cor- 
rupting gold 

Will tempt unto a close exploit of death] 

Page. I know a discontcntetl gentleman, 
Whose humble means match nof^hisl haughty 
spirit : 

Gold were as good as twenty orators, , 

And will, no (loubt, ttuupt him to anything. 

K. Rich. What is his name ] 40 

Page, His name, my lord, is Tyrrel. 

K, Rich. I partly know the man i go, call 
him hither, boy. — [Ev^U Page, 

The deep-revolving Avitty Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my 
counsels. 

Hath he so long held out with me untied, 

And stops he noAv for breath] — well, bo it 
so. — 

Enter Stanley. 

How now, Lord Stanley] Avhat’s the news] 
Sian. Know, my loving lord, 

The Marquess Dorset, as I hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. . 
K. Rick Come hither, Catesby : rumour it 
abroad, w 

That Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick ; 

I will take order for her keeping close. 

Inquire me out some mean poor gentleman, . 
Whom I will marry straight to Clai^nce*.. 
daughter : — 

The boy is foolish, and I fear not him.-<r. 

Look, how thou dream’st I — I say agaio^ rive 
out; 

That Anne, my queen, is sick, and like 
to die: 

About it ; for it stands me much upon, 



KING RICHARD III. 


Scene TIL 


Act it. 

To stop all hopes whose growth may damage 
me. — [Exit 6atesby. 

I must be manied to my brother’s daughter, 
Or eke my kingdom stands on bnttle glass. — 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her ? <52 
Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in 
Sq far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin. 
Tear^lalling pity dwells noi In this eye. — 

Ra-mter Fagey untk Tyruel. 

Is thy name Tyrrel ] 

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient 
subject. c 

K, Rich, Art thou, indeed 1 • 

Tyv, Prove me, my "gi*acious lord. 

K, Rich, Dar’st thou resolve to kill a friend 
of mine ? 

Ty^\ Please you ; but I hml rather kill 
two enemies. t 

K, Rich. Why, then tliou hast it : tw’^o 
• deep enemies, 

ibes to hiy re.st, and my sweet sleep’s dis- 
turbers, 

Are they that T would have thee deal upon. 
Tyrael, 1 mean those ba.stards in the Tower. 
Tyr. Let jne have open means to come to 
tneni, 

And soon I ’ll rid you from the fear of them. 
K. Rich. Thou sing’st sweet music. Hark, 
come liither, • 

Oo, by this token. — Rise, and loud tliine ear. 

[ Whiff pers. 

There is 'no more but so ; — say, it is done. 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 
Tyr, I will despatch it straight. [Exit 

Re-enter Buckingham. 

Btfxk. My lord, I have consider’d in my 
mind 

The late request that you did sound me in. 

K, Rich, Well, let that rest. Dorset' is 
fled to Richmond. 

Ruck, 1 hear the news, my lord, 
y jK Rich, Stanley, lip is your wife’s son : — 
well look unto it. 

Ruck, My lord, I claim the gift, my due by 
promise, 

, Tor wmch your honour and your faith is 
pawn’d ; 

The earldom of Hereford, and the movables, 
Which you have promised I shall possess. » 
K, Rich, Stanley, look to your wife : if she 
convey 

letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. 
Ruck, What says your highness to my jus 
request ? 

K, Ruh, I do remember me,*^Henry the 
Sixth 


Did prophesy, that Richmond should be king, 

Wlien Richmond was a little j)eevkh boy. 

A king ! — j)erhrtps — 

Ruck, My lord, — 

K, Rich, How chance, the prophet could 
not at that time 

Have told me, I beiiif^ by, tliat I should kill 
* him 1 low 

Ruch. My lord, your promise for the earl- 
dom, — 

K, Rich. Richmond l—When la.st I was at 
Exeter, 

The mayor in courtesy show’d lue tlio castle. 

And call’d it — Rougemont : at which name I 
started, 

Beaiuse a banl of Ireland told me once, 

I should not live long after I saw Richmond. 

Ruck. My lord, — 

K. Rich. Ay ; what ’.s o’clock ? 

Ruck. I am thus bold to put youi' grace in 
mind 

Of what you promis’d me. no 

K. Rich. Well, but what’s o’clock? 

Buck. Upon the stroke of ten. 

K. Rich. Well, let it strike. • 

Ruck. Why, let it .strike ? 

K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, tlijft 
keep’st the stroke 

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 

1 am not in the giving vein to-day. 

Buck. Why, then resolve me whether you 
will, or no. 

K. Rich. Thou troublest me : I am not in 
the vein. 

[Ejceft/at King Ric:jjari) and Train. 

Bnxk. And is it thus ? rc])avs he my deep 
ser\ ice 

With sueli contempt ? made I him king for 
this ? 

O ! let me think on Hastings, and be gone no 

To Brecknock, wliilo my fejirful head is on. 

[Exit 


Scene 111. — The Same. 

Enter Tyrrin. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and Moody act is done; 
Tlie most aixjh deed of pittnuis massacre, 

Tliat ever yet this land was guilty of. 
Digbton and Forrest, whom 1 did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless butchers^ • 

Albeit they were desh’d villains, blood}’’ 
dogs, 

Melteitwith tenderness and mild compassion, 
Wept like to children in their death’s sad 

storv 
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Act IV. 


KING RICHARD III. 


SCI^ E IV. 


“Oh! thus,” quotli Dighto^i, “lay the gentle 
babes,”— 

“Thus, thus,” q\ioth Forrest, “girdling one 
aiiotJufr io 

Within their alabaster iniiocont arms : 

Th(,‘ir lips wore four red roses on a stalk. 
And, in their suiimur beauty, kiss’d^ each 
other. 

A book of prayers on their pillow lay ; 
Which once,” cpioth Forrest, “almost chang'd 
my mind ; 

But, O! the devil ” — there the villain stopp'd; 
When Dighlon thus told oji, — “We smothered 
The most rej)lenished sweet work of nature. 
That, from the prime creation, (^’er she fram’d.” 
Hence botli are goiio with conscience and re- 
morse : if* 

They could not speak ; and so I left them lK)tli, 
To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 

Entf^r Kliuj Richard. 

And here he <x)mes. — All liealtli, my sovereign 
lord ! 

yr. Rich, Kind Tyrrel, am I happy in thy 
news i 

Tyr, If to have done the thing yon gave in 
charge 

Beget your h.‘ij)|>iness, l)e happy then. 

For it is done. 

K. Rich. Blit didst thou see them dead? 

Tyr. I did, my lord. 

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tyirel I 

Tyr. The cbaplain of the Tower hath buried 
them Si* 

But wJiore, to say the truth, 1 <lo not know. 

K, Rich. Como to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after- 
supper, 

When thou slialt tell the process of their 
leath. 

Meantime, but think how I may do thee good, 
And be inheritor of thy desire. 

Farewell till then. 

Tyr. I humbly take my leave. \ExiL 

K, Rich. Tlie sou of Clarence have I pent 
up close ; 

His daughter meanly have I match'd in 
marriage ; 

Tlie sons of Edward sleep in Abmliarn's bosom, 
And Anne, my wife, hath bid this world good 
niglit. 

Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims 
At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter, -» 
And, by that knot, looks proudly on the 
crown, 

To her go I, a jolly Uiriving wooer. ^ 

Eyilr.r Oatbsby. 

Cates, My lord I — 


K. Righ. Good or bad news, that thou' 
com'st in so bluntly 1 

Cates. Bad news, my lord : Morton is fled, 
to Richmond ; 

And Buckingliaiu, hack'd with the hardy 
Welshmen, 

Is ill the fichl, and still hi^s power incroijseth. 

K. Rich. Kly with Richmond troubles me 
mor(» near, 

Than Buckingham and his rash-levied 
strength. m 

Come ; I have learn’d, that fearful com- 
meuting* 

Is leaden servitor to dull delay ; 

Delay leads ir'* potent and snail-pac’d beggary : 

Then fiery expedition be my wing, 

Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king. 

Go, muster men ; my counsel is my shield 

We must lie It ief, wJieii traitors brave the 
lield. [Exe.unt. 


Scene IV. — Before the Palace. 

Enter Queen Margaret. 

Q. Mar. So, now prosperity bc\gin.i to mel- 
low, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 
Here in these contines slily have I lurk'd, 

To wat(.*h the waning of mine enemies. 

A dire induction am I witness to, 

And will to France; hoping, the consequence 
Will ])rove as bitter, black, and tragical. 
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret : who 
comes here % \^Retirhig, 

Enter Quccji Elizabeth a7i<l the Duchess of 
York. 

Q. Eliz. All, my poor princes ! ah, my 
tender liabes ! 

My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets ! lo' 
If yet your gentle souls fly in the air, 

And 1)6 not fix'd in doom ixirpetual. 

Hover about me with your airy wings, 

And hear your mother's lamentiition. 

Q. Mar. Hovei* about her ; say, that right 
for right 

Hath dimin’d your infant morn to aged night, 

Duch. So many miseries have craz'd my 
voice, 

That my woe-weaiied tongue is still and 
mute. — 

Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

Q, Mar, Plantagenet doth quit Plantag>fh 
net ; * 

Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

Q. Bliz. Wilt thou, 0 God ! % froni Buob. 
gentle lambs, 
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Scene IV. 


And throw them in the entrails of the wolf ? 
When didst thou sleep, when such a cleeii was 
done ? 

Q, Mm\ When holy Harry tlied, and my 
sweet son. 

» Ditch, Dead dife, blind sight, poor mortal 
living ghost, 

Woe's scene, world's shaii; , grave’s due by 
life usurp'd, 

Brief abstract and record of tedious days, 
Rest thy unrest on England’s lawful earth, 

[Sitthtg down. 

Unlawfully made drunk with uuiocent bhxKl I 
Q. Eliz. All ! that thou wwildst as soon 
• aflbrd a gra\'e, ’ .-.i 

As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ; 

Then would I liide my bones, not rest them 
li(Te ! 

Ah ! who hath any cause to hut we 

[^Sitting down bg Iwr. 
t Q, Jlffr. [Coining /or inn rd.\ If ancient sor- 
* rdw be most reverend. 

Give mine the Ixmofit of seniory, 

And let my gri(d!s frown, on the iipp('r hand. 
If sorrow can admit socaety, 

^ / [^Sifting donm with ihem. 

Tell o’er yolir woes again by viewing mine : — 
I had an Kdward, till a Richai-d kill’d him ; to 
I had a Henry, till a Kichard kill’d him ; 
Thou hadst an Edward, till a Kichard kill’il 
him ; 

Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill'd 
l/ini. 

Ditch. I hiul a Richard too, and thou didst 
kill him ; 

I had a Rutland too ; thou holp’st to kill him. 
Q, Mar. Thou hadst a Clai*ence tex), and 
Richard kill'd him. 

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath 
crept 

A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death ; 
That dog, that had his teetli before his eyes, 
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood ; w 
That foul defacer of God’s handy-work, 

That excellent grand-tyrant of the earth, 

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls, 
Tliy womb let loose, to chase us to our 
graves. — 

O ! upright, just, and tnuMlisposing God, 
How do I thank tliee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother’s body, 

And makes her pew-fellow with othei-s* moan ! 
Duch. O, Hany's wife ! triumph not in my 
. woes : 

God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 
Mar. Bear with me : I am hungry for 
revenge, • ^ 

And now I cloy me with beholding it. 


Thy Edward he is dead, that kill’d my 
Edward ; 

Thy other Edward dea<l, to quit my Edwaixi ; 
Young York he is but boot, because both they 
Match not the liigh perfection of my loss. 

Thy Clarence lie is dead, tliat stabb’d my 
Edwai d ; » 

And i!iie bcliolders of this frantic play. 

The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, 
Grey, 

U ntimely smother’d i 1 1 their dusky graves. :o 
Richard yet lives, helUs black iiitelligeiicei’, 
Only reserv’d their factor, to buy souls, 

And send them thither ; but at baud, at hand, 
Ensues his piteous and unj)itied end : 

Earth gapes, litdl bui'ns, lieiuls roar, saints 

To have him suddenly convey’d fi oui hence. — 
Cancel his bond of life, dear Goil ! I jiray, 
That J may live and say, the dog is dead. 

Q. EUz. O ! thou didst jirophesy, the time 
would come, 

That I should wish for thee to help me curse 
Tliat bottled si>ider, that foul bunch-back’d 
toad. » 

Q. Mar. I call’d thee then vain Hourisli of 
luy fortune; ' ' • 

I Cfill’d thee then poor sliadow, •painted queen ; 
The presentation of but what I was ; 

The tlatteriiig index of a direful pageant , 

One heav’d o’ high, to be huid’d down below ; 
A mother only mock’d with two fair babes ; 
A dream of wbat tlioii wast ; a garisli flag, 

To lx> the aim of every dangei‘oiis shot ; 

A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ; w 
A queen in jest, only to fill the .scene. 

Where is thy luisliand now ? where be thy 
brothtu's { 

Where be thy two sons ? wherein dost thou 

joy'* 

Who sues, and kneels, and says — God save the 
queen ? 

Where Ix) the bendhig ])eers that flatter’d thee? 
Where be the thronging troops tliat follow’d 
thee ? 

Decline all this, and see what now tliou art. 
For happy wife, a ino.st distressed widow ; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; w 
For one being sued to, one that humidy sues ; 
For queen, a very caitifi' crown’d with care ; 
For she that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me ; 
For she being fear’d of all, now fearing one ; 
For she commanding all, obey’d of none. 

Thus hatli the cui’se of justice whirl’d about, 
And left Uiee but a very prey to time ; 
Having no more but thought of what thou 
wast, 

To torture thee the more, being what tliou art 
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Sci^K IV* 


Thou didst usuz7> my place,, and dost thou not 
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow ? no 
Now thy proud neck bears half my burdenM 
yoke ; ^ 

From which, even heie, I slij) my weaiied 
head, 

And leave the bunien of it all on tJiee. 
Farewell, York’s wife, and queen of sad niis- 
chancei : 

These English woes shall make me smile in 
France. 

Q. Eliz. O thou ! well skill’d in curses, stay 
awhile, 

And teach me how to curse mine enemies. 

Q. Mar. Forbear to slec]> the night, and 
fast the day ; 

Compare dead hap))incss with living woe ; 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they | 
wei‘e, 

And he that slew them fouler than he is : 
Bettering thy loss makes the bjul-causer 
worse : 

Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 

Q. Eliz. My words are dull ; O ! quicken 
them^vith thine ! 

Q. Mar. Hiy woes will make them sharp, 
and pierce likV mine. [Exit. 

Duch. Why* should calamity be full of 
words ? 

Q. Eliz. Windy attorneys to their client 
woes, 

Aiiy suoceeders of intestate joys, 

Poor breathing orators of miseries ! 

Let them have scoi)e : though what they do 
imj)art i:**) 

Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart. 

Bitch. If so, then be not tongue-tied : go 
with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words let ’s smother 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons 
smother'd. [A Trumpet heard. 

The trumpet sounds : be copious in exclaims. 

Enter Kintj Richard, and his Train, 

marching. \ 

K. Rich. Who iiitercej)ts me in my expedi- 
tion ? 

Duch. O ! she that might Imve intercepted 
thee. 

By strangling thee in her accursf‘d womb, 

From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou 
hast done. 

Q. Eliz. Hid’st thou that forehead with a 
golden crown, mo 

Where should be branded, if that right were 
right, 

The slaughter of the priii«e that owVl that 

crown. 


And th^ dire death of my poor sons A|id: 
brothers ? 

Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my 
cluldren ? 

Dicch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy 
brother Clarence, 

And little Ned Plantage^et, his son ? ^ 

Q. Eliz. Where is the gentle Rivei*s, 
Vaughan, Grey ? 

Duch. Wliere is kind Hastings ! 

K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets ! — strike 
alarum, drums ! 140 

Let not the heat ens hear these tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lcfird’s anointed. Strike, I say t — 
[Elourish. Alct^ms. 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 

Or with the clamorous re]>ort of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Duch. Art hf-iou my son ? 

K. Rich. Ay ; I thank God, my father, and 
youi*self. , » 

Duch. Then patiently hear my impatiencb. 

K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your 
condition, 

That cannot bix)ok the accent of reproof. 

Duch. O 1 let me speak. *, i 

K. Rich. Do, then ; but 1 not hear. 

Duch. I will be mild and gentle in* my 
words. wi 

K. Rich. And brief, good mother; for I 
am in haste. 

Duch. Art thou so ha>sty ? I have stay’d 
for thee, 

God knows, in toiment and in agony. 

, K. Rich. And came 1 not at hist to comfort 
j you ? 

I Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know’st 
it well, 

Thou cam’st on earth to make the eaHh my 
hell. 

A grievous burden was thy birth to me ; 
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy ; 

Tliy school-days frightful, desperate, wild and 
furious ; 

Thy prime of manhood daring, bold and ven- 
turous \ 

Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, sly, and 
bloody. 

More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in 
hatred : " 

What comfoi*table hour canst thou name, 

That ever grac’d me with thy company ? 

K. Rich. ’Faith, none, but Humphrey 
Hour, that call’d your gi*ace 
To breakfast once, forth of my company* ^ ; 
If I be so disgracioiis in your eye, 

Let me mai^ch on, and not offend yinti^ 
madam. — 



KING RICHARD IIL 


Scene IY. 


Act tv: 


Sftrfke up the flrnm ! * 

Dueh, I pr’ythee, hear me speak. i«o 

A. Hick You sj>eak too bitterly. 

Btick Hear me a word ; 

For I shall never speak to thee again. 

KJ Rick So. 

Dmk Either thou wilt die by God’s just 
ordinance, 

Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror ; ' 

Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish, 
And never more beliohl thy face again. 
Therefore, take with thee my most grievous 
curse ; 

Which, in the day of battle, ti^e thee more 
Than all the complete armour that thou 
wear'st ! 

My pray era on the adverse party light ; 

And there the little souls of Edwar<Ps children 
Whisper the spirits of thine »!nemies. 

And promise them sucee.ss and \'ictory. 
bloody ,t^hou art, blocxly will be thy end ; 
iShame serves thy life, and doth thy cleatli 
attend. [A’riV. 

Q, Eliz, Though far more cause, yet much 
less spii-it to cursf^ 

Abides^in fho : I say Amen to her. \(.ioiiuj, 

’ K, Rick Stay, madam, I must talk a word 
with you. 

Q, Eliz. I have no more sons of the royal 
blood 

For thee to slaughter : for my daughtera, 
^Richard, 

They shall be praying nuns, not weejung 
queen.s ; 

And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

A. Rick You have a daughter call’d Kliza- 
beth, 

Virtuous and fair, royal and gi^acious. 

Q, Eliz. And must she die for this ? O ! 
let her live, 

And I ’ll corrupt her manners, stain her 
beauty ; 

Slander myself as false to Edward’s Ixxl ; 
Throw over her the veil of infamy : 

So she may live unscarr’d of bleeding slaugh- 
ter, 2J0 

I will confess she was not Edward’s daughter. 

A. Rick Wrong not her birth; she i.s a 
loyal princess. 

Q, Eliz. To save her life, I ’ll say she is not 
so. 

A. Rick Her life is safest only in her birth. 

^Q. Eliz, And only in that safety died her 
• brothera. 

A. Rich, Lo ! at their bii*th good stars were 
opposite. 

Eliz. No, to their lives ill friends were 
contrary. 


K. Rich. All unavoided is th© doom of 
destiny. 

Q. Eliz, True, when avoided grace makes 
destiny. 

My babes were tlcstin’d to a fairer death, i»o 
If grace had bless’d thee with a fairer life. 

K^Rick You sj>eak, as if that I had slam 
my cousins. 

Q. Eliz. Cousins, indeed ; and by their 
uncle cozen’d 

Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whose hands soever lanc’d their tender hearts, 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 

No <loubt the mm-derous knife was dull and 
blunt, 

Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart, 
To revel in the (uiti'ails of my lambs. 

But that still use of grief makes wild grief 
tame, 230 

My tongue should to thy ears not name my 
boy.s, 

Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine 
oyes ; 

And I, in such a desjierate bay of death, 

Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling i*eft, 
Rush all to pieces on tl,\y roetky bosom. 

K. Rick Madam, so tliriv^ I in my t^nter- 
y>rise, 

And dangerous success of bloody wars, 

As I intend more good to you tmd yours, 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm’d I 

Q, Eliz. What good is cover’d with the 
face of heaven, 240 

To lie discover’d, that can do me good ? 

K. Rich. The advancement of your children, 
gentle lady. 

Q. Eliz. Up to some scalfold, there to lose 
their heads 1 

K. Rich. Unto the dignity and height of 
fortune, 

The high inniorial type of this earth’s glory. 

Q. Eliz. Flatter my sorrow with j-eixirt of 
it : 

Tell me, what state, what dignity, whaf 
honour, 

Canst thou demise to any child of mine 1 

K. Rick Even all I have ; ay, and njyself 
and all, 

Will I withal endow a child of thine ; 250 

So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 
Thou drown the sad lemembrance of those 
wi-ongs. 

Which thou sup]>o.sest I have done to thee. 

Q, Eliz. Be brief, lest that the process of thy 
^ kindness 

Last longer telling than thy kindness’ date. 

A. Rick Then know, that from my soul 1 
love thy daughter. 
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Act IV. 


KING RICHARD III. 


9ce:#e IV. 


Q. Ellz, My (laughter’s .mother thinks it 
with her soul. 

K, Rich. What do you think ] 

Q, Eliz. That thou dost love rny daughter 
from thy soul. 

So, from thy soul’s love, didst thou love lier 
bi^others ; • ^ 

And from iny heart’s love I do thank thee for 
it. 

K. Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my 
meaning. 

T mean, tJiat with my soul T love tliy daughter, 
And do intend to make lier Queen of England. 

Q. Eliz. Well then, who dost thou mean 
sliall be her king 1 

K. Rich. Even lie that makes lier (j[ueen : 
Avho else slionld be 1 

Q. Eliz. What ! thou { 

K. Rich. I]ven so : how think you of it ? 

Q. Eliz. How canst thou woo her 1 

K. Rich. That I would learn of you, 

As oiK^ being best aetjuainted with her humour. 

Q. Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me ] sn 

JC Rich. Madam, w'ith all my heart. 

Q. Eliz. S(flid to her, by the man that slew 
lu'i* brothers, ^ 

A^^air of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave 
Edward and tork ; then, Inifdy, will slie 
weep ; 

Therefore present to lier — as sometime Mar- 
garet 

Did to thy father, steep’d in Rutland’s 
blood, — 

A handkerchi(d‘, which, say to her, did drain 
Tlie purple sap from her sweet la-other’s Inidy, 
And bid her wi[)e her weeping eyes wdthal. 

If this inducement move her not to love, 2m 
Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; 

Tell her, thou mad’st away her uncle Clarence, 
Her uncle Rivers ; ay, and, for her sake, 
Mad’st quick conveyance with her good aunt 
Anne. 

K. Rich, You mock me, madam ; this is not 
the Avay 

To win your daughtet*. 

Q. Eliz. There is no other way, 

Unless thou couldst put on some other shape, 
And not be Richard that liath done all this. 

K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of 
her? 

Q. Eliz. Nay, then indeed, she cannot 
choose but hate thee, 

Having bought love with such a bloody spoil. 

K. Rich. L<x>k, what is done cannot be now 
amended : 

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, ' 

Which after-houra give leisure to i-ej^ent ; 

If 1 did take the kingdom from your sons, 


To make, amends I ’ll give it to your daughter*. 
If I have kill’d the issue of your womb, 

To quicken your increase, I will beget 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter. 
A gi-andam’s name is little loss in love 
Than is the doting title of a niother : 

’rhey are as children but qne step below,. 
Even of your mcdtle, of ydiir very blood ; 

. Of all one pain — save for a night of groans 
Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like sorrow. 
Your children were vexation to your youth ; 
But miiKi shall be a comfort to your age. 

The loss you haf 'e is but a son being king, 
And by that *^loss your daughter is made 
(|ueeii. * ‘ 

I cannot mak(^ you wliat amends F would, 310 
Therefore accept such kindness as I can, 
Dorset, your son, that with a fcai-ful soul 
Leads disconteiiCed steps in foreign soil, 

Tliis fair alliancf 3 (piickly shall call home 
To high promotions and gi-eat dignity : ‘ 

The king, that calls your beauteous daughteV* 
wif(‘, 

Familiarly shall call thy Doi-set brother; 
Again shall you be mother to a king, 

And all the vuius of disti'essful tiipes^ 
Repair’d witli double riches of content. 320- 
What ! wi} have many goodly days to sec : 

The li([uid drops of tears that you have shed, 
Shall come again transform’d to orient pearl,, 
Advantaging their loan with interest 
Of ten times double gain of Jiappiness. 

Go then, my niother ; to thy daughter go : 
Make bold her bashful years with your* 
exjK^rience ; 

Prepai -(3 her ears to hear a wooeEs tale ; 

Put in her tcnider heart the aspiring flame 
Of golden sovereignty ; actjuaint the princess 
WTth the sweet silent hours of marriage joys : 
And wlieii this arm of mine hath chastised ass 
The jietty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come,. 
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror’s be(.l ; 
To whom I will rettdl my com^uest won, 

And she shall be sole victress, Csesar’s Ciesai’. 
Q, Eliz. What were I best to say? her 
father’s brother 

Would be her lord ? or shall I say, her uncle ? 
Or he that slew her brothers and lier uncles » 
Under what title shall I woo for thee, Jwi 
That God, .the law, my honour, and her love. 
Can make seem pleasing to her tender years? 
A. Rich. Infer fair England’s peace by this 
alliance. 

Q. Eliz. Wliich she shall purchase with sUU 
laatii^ war. 

K. Rich. Tell her, tlie king, that may com- 
mand, entreats. 



KING EICHARD III. 


SCEKE IV. 


Act iV. 


Q, Eliz. That at her hands, wjiicb the kings' 
King forbids. 

liich. Say, she shall be a high and mighty 
queen. 

'Q, Eliz, To wail the title, as her mother 
doth, 

K,. Rich, Say, I ‘will ]ov« her everlastmgl}^. 

Q, Eliz, But how long snail that title, ever, 
last 1 , •‘^* 1 ' 

K, Rich, Sweetly in force unto her fair life’s 
end. 

Q, Eliz, But how long fairly shall her sweet 
lifelfust? 

K,^Rich, As long as Heave\i, and nature, 
lengthens it. 

Q, Eliz, As long as hell, and Bichard, likes 
of it. 

K, Rich, Say, I, her sovereign, am her 
subject low. * 

Q, Eliz, But she, your subject, loathes such 

\ sovereignty. 

K. Rich, Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best, being 
plainly told. 

A'. Rich, Then plainly to her tell my loving 
talo.^ -w* 

Q, Eliz, Plain, arid not honest, is too harsli 
a style. 

E, Rich, Your reasons are too shallow and 
too quick. 

Q, Eliz, O, no, my reasons are too deej) and 
dead ; — 

Too deep and dead, i>oor infants, in their 
graves. 

K, Rich, Harj) not on that string, madam; 
that is past. 

Q, Eliz, Harp on it still shall I, till heart- 
strings break. 

K, Rich, Now, by my George, my garter, 
and my crown, — 

Q, Eliz. Profan’d, dishonour’d, and the 
third usurp’d. 

K, Rich, I swear — 

Q, Eliz, By nothing ; for tliis is no oath. 

Thy George, profan’d, hath lost his holy 
honour ; 

Thy garter, blemish’d, pawn’d his knightly 
viitue ; 

Thy crown, usurp’d, disgrac’d his kingly gloiy. 

If something thou wouldst swear to bo believ’d, 

Swear then by something that thou hast not 
wi*ong’d. 

K, Rich, Now, by the world, — 

Q! Eliz, ’Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

* K, Rich, My father’s death, — 

Q, Eliz, Thy life hath it dishonouv’d. 

K, Rich, Then, by myself, — 

Q, Eliz, Thyself is self-misus’d. 

413 


K, Rich, Why then, by God, — 

Q. Eliz, God’s wrong is most of all. 

If thou hadst fear’d to break an oath by Him, 
The unity, the king my husbaild made, 

Thou hadst not broken, nor my brothei*s died. 
If thou hadst fear’d to bi*eak an oath by Him, 
The vujierial metal, ciVcling now thy head. 
Had gi-ac’d the tender temples of iny child ; 
And both the princes had been bre^a tiling here, 
Which now, two tender liedfellows for tlust, 
Tliy broken faith hath made the prey for 
worms. 

What canst thou swear by now ? 

K, Rich, The time to come. 

Q, Eliz, Tliat thou hast wronged in the 
time o’ei past ; 

For I myself have many tears to wash af) 
Hereafter time, for time past, wrong’d by thee. 
The children live, whose fathers thou hast 
slaughter’d, 

Ungovern’d youtli, to wail it in tlieir age : 
The parents live, whose children thou Inisi 
butcher’d, 

Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come ; Tor that thou 
hast , ^ 

Misus’d ere us’d, by times illjus’d o’erpast. 

K, Rich, As I intend to prosjier, and repert, 
So thrive I in my dangerous ailaii’S 
Of hostile arms ! myself myself confound ! 
Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours I 
Day, yield me not thy light, nor, night, thy 
rest ! 

Be opposite all planets of good luck 

’Fo my proceeding, if, with dear heart’s love, 

Immaculate devotion, lioly thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous piincedy daughter! 
In her consists my happiness and thine : 
Without lier, follows to niystdf, and tliee, 
Herself, the land, and many a Chi-istian 
soul. 

Death, desolation, min, and decay : o . 

It cannot be avoided but by this ; 

It will not be avoided but by this. 

Therefore, dear mother (1 must call you so), 
Be the attorney of my lov^ to lior. 

Plead what I will be, not what 1 have been ; 
Not my deserts, but what I will deserve : 
Urge the necessity and state of times. 

And be not peevish-fond in great designs. 

Q, Eliz, Shall 1 ho tempted of the devil 
thus ? 

K, Rich, Ay, if the devil tenipt thee to do 
good. ^*0 

Q.JSliz, Shall I forget myself to be myself 1 
K, Rich, Ay, if yourselfs remembrance 
wrong yourself. 

Q, Eliz, Yet thou didst kill my cliildren. 



Act ly* 


KING RICHARD III. 


SCKNB 


K, Eich But in your daughter's womb I 
bury them : 

Where, in that nest of spicery, they will 
breed 

Selves of themselves to your recomforture. 

Q, Eliz, Shall I go win my daughter to thv 
will ? • , 

K. Eidi, And be a happy mother by the 
deed. 

Q, Eliz. I go. — Write to me ^ ery shortly, 
And you shall understand from me her 
mind. 

A. Rich, Bear her my true love's kiss, and 
so farewell. {Kistthig her,) 

[Erit Q. Elizabeth. 
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing woman ‘ 
How now % what news ? 

Enter Ratcliff ; Oatesby folhwhig, 

Ectt, Mast mighty sovereign, on the western 
coast 

Rideth a puissant navy ; to our shores 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unami'd, and unresolv'd to beat them back. 

'T is thought^tliat Richmond is their admiral ; 
Ajjd there they hull,*expecting but the aid 
Of Buckinghanj to welcome them ashore, 

K, Rich, Some light-foot friend ix)6t to the 
Duke of Norfolk : — 

Ratcliff, thyself, — or Oatesby ; where is he t 
Cates, Here, my good loi*d. 

K. Rich, (.-atesby, fly to the duke. 

CcUes, I will, my lord, with all convenient 
haste. 

K, Rich, Ratcliff, come hither. Post to 
Salisbury : 

When thou coni'st thither, — [To Oatesby.] 
Dull, unmindful villain. 

Why stay 'at thou here, and go st not to the 
duke ? 

Gates, First, mighty liege, tell me your 
highness’ jdeasure. 

What from your grace I shall deliver to him. 
K, Rich, O ! true, good Oatesby, — Bid him 
levy straight aso 

The greatest strength and power he can make. 
And meet me suddenly at Salisbury. 

Cates, I go. [Exit, 

Rat. What, may it please you, shall I do at 
Salisbury ? 

A. Rich, Why, what wouldst thou do there, 
before I go ? 

Rat, Your highness told me, I should post 
before. 

Enter Stanley. 

JP, Rich, My mind is chang’d. — Stanley, 
what news with you ? 


AS'^n.#None good, my liege, to please you. 
with the hearing ; 

Nor none so bad, but well may be reported, 

K, Rich, Heyday, a riddle ! neither good 
nor bad ] , , 400 ^ 

What need’st thou run so many mUes about;, 

When thou may'st tell ^y tale the nearest 
way 1 

Once more, what news ] 

Etan, Richmond is on the seaa. 

K, Rich, There let him sink, and be tho 
seas on him ! 

Wlnte-livcr'd ^runagate 1 what doth he there? 

Etan, I ki^ow not, mighty sovereign, but by 
guess. 

K. Rich, Well, as you guess ? 

JSta7i, Stirr'd up by Dorset, Buckingham, 
and Morton, 

He makes fof England, here to claim the 
cix)wn. 

A'. Ri(‘h, Is the chair empty ? is the swojfd 
iinsway'd ] 470 

Is the king dead 1 the empire unpossess'd ? 

What heir of York is there alive, but we ? 

And who is England's king, but great York's 
heir 1 \ 

Then, tell me, what makes he upon the spas ^ 

Etaii, Unless for that, my liege, I cannot 
guess. 

K, Rich, Unless for that he comes to be 
your liege, 

Yon cannot guess wherefore the Welshman 
comes. 

Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

iSta7i. No, ray gooil lord ; therefore mistnist 
me not. 

A" Rirh, Where is thy power then to beat 
him back? 

Where be thy tenants, and thy followers? 

Are they not now upon the western shore, 

Safe-conducting the rebels from their ships ? 

Efa7i, No, my good lord, my friends are in 
tlie north. 

K, Rich, Cold friends to me : what do they 
in the north. 

When they should serve their sovereign in the 
went ? 

Stan, 'riiey have not been commanded, 
mighty king. 

Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave. 

I'll muster up my friends, and meet your 
grace. 

Where, and what time, your majesty shall 
please. 

K, Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone'to 
join Richmond ; 

But I '11 not trust thee. 

Stan, Most mighty $overeigB, 
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, KING BICHARD III. 


Scene V. 


IT- 


V'Tott no cause to hold my fy^endship 

doubtful 

I n^ver was, noi’ never will be false. 

K. Jiich» Go then, and muster men: but 
leave behind 

* Your son, George Stanley. Look your heart 

\ be firm, 

Or else his head’s assurance is but frail. 

Stan, So deal with him, as I prove time to 
you. ’ [Exit; 

Enter a Messewjer, 

Mess, My gracious sovereign, now in 
Devonshire, * 

An I -j^y friends am well advert&ed, sfw 

Sir Edward Ooiirtuey, and the haughty prelate. 
Bishop of Exeter, liis elder brother. 

With many more confederates, ai^e in arms. 

Enter another Messihi(jer, 

^ 2 Mess, In Kent, my liege, the Guildfords 
• ai*e in arms ; 

And every hour more competitoi’s 
Flock to the rebels, and their jx)wer grows 
strong. 

, E'^xt-er a third Messenyer, 

3 JMess, My lord, the army of great Buck- 
ingham- 

K, Rich. Out on yo, owls ! nothing but 
songs of death \ [He strikes him, 

‘ There, take tliou that, till thou bring better 
news, 

3 Mess, The news I have to tell your 
majesty sio 

Is, tliat by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham’s army is dispers’d and scatter’d; 
And he himself watuier’d away alone, 

ITo man knows whither. 

K. Rich, I cry thee mercy : 

There is my purse, to cure that blow of thine. 

* Hath any well-advised friend proclaim’d 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 

^ : 3 Mess, Such proclamation hath been 
made, my lord, 

^ EnUr a fourth Messenyer, 

; 4 Mess, Sir Thdmas Lovel, and Lord Mai*- 
: ; quess Dorset, 

said, my liege, in Yorkshire are inarms: 
'^Sut this good comfort bring I to your liigh- 
; , ness, — 

Bretagne navy is dispei’s’d by tempest. 
Bichlimnd, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
tibie shore, to ask those on the banks, 
were his assistants, yea, or no ; 
ahiswer’d him, they came from Buck- 
ingham 

his party : he, mistrusting them, 


Hois’d sail, and made his course again for 
Bretagne. 

K, Rich. March on, march oii, since we are 
up in arms ; 

If not to fight with foreign enemies, m 

Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

> 

* Enter Catesbv. 

Cates, My liege, the Duke of Buckingham 
is taken ; 

That is the best news. That the Earl of 
Richmond 

Is with a mighty jicwer landed at Milfoi*d, 

Is colder news, but yet they must be told. 

K, Rich. Away towards Salisbury ! while 
o reason hei*e, 

A royal battle might be won and lost. — 
Some one take orcler, Buckingham be brought 
To' Salisbury ; the rest marcli on with me. 

[Exewnt^ 


‘Scene Y. A Room in Lord Stanley’s 
House. , 

Enter Stanley aiid Sir Ghristopher 

I Urswick. 

Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this 
from me : — 

That, in the sty of the most bloody boar, 

My son George Stanley is frank’d up in hold ; 

If I revolt, off goes young George’s head ; 

The fear of that holds off my present aid. 

So, get thee gone : commend me to thy lord. 

Withal, say, that the queen hath heartily 
cojisente<l, 

He should espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 

But, tell me, wliere is princely Richmond 
now' ? 

Chris. At Pembroke, or at Ha’rford-west, 
in Wales. 

JStn7i. What ine]i of name resort to liiui ? 

Chris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned 
soldier, 

Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley ; 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir JameN 
Blunt, 

And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew ; 

And many other of great name and worth : 

And towards London do they bond tJieir 
power, 

If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Sta7i. Well, hie thee to thy lord ; I kiss 
his hand ; 

My letter will resolve him of my mind. sso 

Farewell. 

[Gioiny papers to Sir Christopher, 

[Exeunt 
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ScfofE IIE 


ACT V. 


Scene I. — Salisbury. An Open Pljice. 

EatdT the Shenfy (ni(h Guard, vnih Bucking- 
ham, led to executiO)K 

Buck, Will not King Richard hd me B|)eak‘ 
with him 1 

Sher. No, my good lord ; therefore be 
patient. 

B^ick. Hastings, and Edward’s childi’en, 
Grey, and Rivers, 

Holy King Henry, and thy fair sou Ktlward, 
Yaughan, and all that liave miscarried 
By underhand conmpted foul injustice, 

If that your moody disconieutcil souls 
Do through the clouds behold this present 
hour, 

Even for revenge mock my destruction ! — 
Tlii.s is All-8oul.s’ day, fellow, is it notl lo 

tShe7\ It is. 

Buck, Why, then All-Souls’ day is my 
body^s doomsday. 

TS»is is the day, whio^i, in King Edward’s time, 

I wish’d might fall on me, wlien T was found 
False to his children, or his wife’s allies : 

This is the day, wherein I wish’d to fall 
By tlie false faith of him whom most 1 
trusted ; 

This, this All-8o\il.s’ day to my fearful soul 
I.S the detornnn’d respite of my wrongs. 

That high All-Seer, wliich 1 dallied with, so 
Hath turn’d my feigned prayer on iny licad. 
And given in earnest what 1 begg’d in jest. 
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points in their masters’ 
bosoms : 

Thus Margaret’s cur.se falls heavy on my 
neck : — 

‘^When he,” quoth she, “.shall split thy 
lieart with sorrow, 

Remember, Margaret wa.s a prophetes.s,” — 
Come, lead me, officers, to tlie block of shame; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of 
blame. 

^Exeunt Bcjckinuiiam aiul Ojjicers. 


Scene TI.--A Plain near Tamwortli. 

Enter, vnth dnnn aiid coloim, Richmond, * 
Oxford, Sir James Blunt, Sir Walter 
H erbert, and others, with Forces, mhrehing, 

Bichm, Fellows in arms, and my mast | 
loving friends, | 


Bruis’d underneath the yoke, of tyranny. 
Thus far into the boweds of the land 
Have we march’d on wiUiout impediment : 
And here receive we from our father Hanley 
Lines of fair oonifoi't and encouragement 
The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, 
That spoil’d your sunnner fields and fruitful 
virifis, 

Swills your wann blood like wash, and makes 
his trpugh 

In your emlx>weird bosoms, this foul swine » 
Lies now even in the centre of this isle, 

Near to the town of Leicest<*r, a.s we learn : 
From Tam worth thither is but one day’s 
march. 

In God’s name, cheerly on, courageous fi'iends, 
To reaj) the harvest of perpetual pqjtco *' 
By this one bloody trial of .sharp war. 

Oxf, Every man’s conscience is a thousand 
men. 

To fight against tlii.s guilty homicide. 

Herb. I doubt not, but his fribnds will turn 
to us. 

Blunt. He hath no friends, but what are 
fneiuls for fear, ‘ w 

Which in his dearest need will fly from him. 
Hickm. All for our vantage : then, in God’s 
name, mareli. 

True hope is swift, ami flies with swallow’s 
wings ; 

Kings it makes goils, and meaner creatures 
kings. [ExeunU 

Scene III. — Bosworth Field. 

Enter King Richard, and Forces ; the Dnhe 
Norfolk, Earl f>/' S urrey, and others, 

K. lUch. Here pitch our tents, even here 
i in Bosworth Field. — 

My lord of Surrey, why look yon so sad ? 

SuT, My heart is ten times lighter tlian my 
looks. 

K, Rich, My Lord of Norfolk, — 

For, Here, most gi-acious li^. 

K, Rich, Norfolk, we must have knoefas; 
ha ! must we not ? 

Nor, We must both give and take, my 
loving lord. 

K, Rich, tip with iny tent I heio will I He,, 
to-night; 

But where^ to-morrow?-— Well, all’s one 
that.- 

Who hath descried the number of the traitontf ; 
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^‘,ACT-aV;, 

Six or seven thousand is their utmc 

powvA. 

', y ^ Why, our battalia treides ty i 

; ; , account: 

Vesicles, the king’s name is a tower of strengtl , 
V: . Whieh they upon the adverse faction want. 

• ;tTp with the tout f — Come, noble gentlemen 
^ ; l>t us survey the vantage of the ground. — 

• Call Tor some mea*of soun i direction. — 

Let’s lack no discipline, make no delay, 

!For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeim 

U^iier^ on the other side of the fields Iltci 
MONO, *Vir William Brandon, Oxford, an 
other Officers, So rue of tite Soldiers pik 
Richmond’s Tent. 

Richm, The weary sun hath made a golde 
set. 

And, by the bright ti-ack of his fieiy car, 
Gives token of a goodly day Jo-moiTow. — 

Sir William Brandon, you shall bear m 
, ' standard. — 

Give md some ink and paper in my tent : 

I ’ll draw the form and model of our battle, 
Limit each leader to his several charge, 

And part in just proportion our small powc] 
My Lord ,of Oxford, — you, Sir Williai 
ferdhdon, — 

And you, Sir Walter Herl)ert, stay with m< 
The Earl of Pembroke keejjs his regiment : 
Good Captain Blunt, bear my good night t 
hint, 

And by the second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in my tent. — 

Yet one thing more, gooil captain, do for me 
Where is Lord Stanley quarter’d, do yo 
know 1 

Blunt, Unless I have raista’eii his coloin 
much 

S \rhich, well I am assur’d, T have not done). 

is regiment lies half a mile, at least, 

South from the mighty power of the king. 

Richm, If without pei*il it be possible, 
Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak 
with him, 10 

And give him from me this most needful note. 
Blunt, Upon my life, my lord, X ’ll under- | 
take it : I 

And so, God give you quiet rest to-night I 
Ricfim, Good night, good Captain Blunt. 
Come, gentlemen, 

us consult upon to-morrow’s business ; 

III to my tent ; the dew is raw and cold. 

[They withdraw into the Tent, 

to his Tent, King Richard, Norfolk, 
Ratcliff, and Catesbt. 

^ JT; Meh, What is ’t o’clock 1 


Scene 

Cates, It’s siinner-tiTYiA- mv lord : it’s nil 
o’clock. 

K. Rich. I will* not sup to-night, — 

Give me some ink and papier. — # 

What, is my beaver easier than it was, 

And all my armour laid into my tent ? 

Cates, It is, my liege ; an<l all tliinifs an 
in readiness. ^ 

K,'Rich, Good Norfolk, hie thee to thj 
chai’ge. 

Use careful watch ; choose trusty sentinels. 
Nor, T go, my lord. 

K, Rich. Stir with tlie lark to-moiTOW 
gentle Norfolk. 

No^\ I warrant you, my lord. \Exit 

K Rich. Ratcliff! 

Rat. My lord ? 

K. Rich. Send out a pursuivant-at-arms a 
To Stanley’s regiment : bill him biing hii 
power 

Before sun-rising, lest his son George fall 
Into the blind cave of etemal night. — 

XTll me a bowl of wine. Give me a watch. 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. 
Look that iny staves bo sound, and not to< 
heavy. — , 

Ratcliff I — 

Rat. My IoitI ? t 

K. Rich, Saw’st thou the {uelancholy Lort 
Northuml)erlaud i 

Rat, fl»»> V.5»rl nf Miii'i'ov ni’ifl lii yi) . 

self, 70 

Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troojj 
Went through tlie army, clieering up the 
soldiers. 

K, Rich, So : I am satisfied. Give me a 
l)Owl of wine : 

I have not that alacrity of S2)irit, 

Nor cheer of mind, that 1 was wont toh“^'"^ - 
Set it down. — Is ink and pa[)er ready] 

Rat. It is, my lord. 

K. Rich. Bid my guaitl watch. Leave me. 
RatcliO', al>out the mid of night come to my 
tent, 

And hel 2 > to arm me. — Leave me, I say. w 
[King Richard retires into his tent. 
Exeunt Ratcliff and Catesbv. 
Richmond’s Tent opens^ and disroners him 
and his Officers, dec. 

Enter Siwnley. 

Stan, Fortune and victory sit on thy helm I 
Uichm, All comfort that the dark night 
can afford, 

Be to thy jierson, noble father-in-law ! 

Tell me, how fares our loving mother ] 

py ftff.ornev. hlesa theA fmm thv 
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Who prays continually % RichmoiKr.s good. 
So much for that. — The silent hours steal on, 
And flaky <larkness breaks 'within the east. 
In brief, for so the season bids us be. 

Prepare thy battle early in the morning ; «» 

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody strokes, and mortal-stai'ing war. 

1, as I may (that which. I would I cannot). 
With best advantage will deceive the time, 
And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms : 
But on thy side I may not be too for’ward. 
Lest, being seen, tliy brother, tender George, 
Be executed in his father’s sight. 

Farewell. The leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love, i m 
A nd ample interchange of sweet discour.se, 
Which so long sunder’d friends should dwell 
upon. 

God give us leisui*e for these rites of love ! 
Once more, adieu. — Be valiant, and speed 
well ! 

liichin. Good lords, conduct him to his 
regiment. 

I ’ll strive, with troubled thouglits, to take a 
nap : 

I^est leaden si lumber pcLse me down to-morrow. 
When I should mount with wings of ^'ictory. 
OnSb' more, good night, kind lords, and 
geutlemefi. 

[Kveteni Lordsy vjUh Stanley. 
0 ! Thou, whose captain I account myself, no 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 

Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, 
That they may crush down with a heavy tall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries ! 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement, 

Tliat we may praise thee in thy victory ! 

To thee I do commend my watchful soul, 

Bre I let fall the windows of mine eyes : 
Sleeping, and waking, O ! defend me still ! 

I Sleeps, 

TfiA Ghost of Prince Edward, Hon to Henry 
the Sixthy rwes heiiceen the two Tents. 

Ghost. [To K. Rich.] Let me sit heavy on 
thy soul to-morrow ! lau 

Think, how thou stabb’dst me in my ])nnie 
of youth 

At Tewksbury : despair, therefore, and die. — 
[To Richm.] Bo cheerful, Richmond; for the 
wronged souls 

Of butcher’d princes fight in thy behalf : 

King Henry’s issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

The Ghost of King Hexby the Sixth rise^t. 

Ghost. [yv> K. Rich.1 When I was mortal, 
my anointed boay * 

By thee was punched full of deadly holes. 


Think on the Tower, and me : despair,^Aiwi 
die; 

Hariy the Sixth bids thee despair, and dieW ' 
[To Richm.] Virtuous and holy, be tliou 
conqueror ! 

Harry that ])i*opJiesy’d thou shouldst be king. 
Doth comfort thee in sleep: liVe, and flourish!- 

The Ghost of Clar,v:nce rises. f 

. Ghost. [To K. Rich.] T^et me sit heavy on 
thy soul to-morrow ! 

I, that was wash’d to, death with fulsome wine. 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death 1 
To-morrow in tlu. battle think on me, 

And fall thy edgeless sword. Despair, and 
die ! ^ f 

[7b Richm.] Thou otfspring of the houso qf 
Lancaster, 

The wronged hea-s of York do pray for thee ; 
Good angels g^ard thy battle! Live, and 
flourish ! J 4 *» 

Tlw Ghosts of River.s, Grey, a/id! Vaughan/ 

Ghost of Rh. [To K. Rich.] Let me sit 
heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 

Rivers, that died at Pomfi;et. Des])^ii*, and 
die ! 

Ghost of Grey, [To K. Rich.] Think ui>on 
Grey, and let thy soul despair. 

Ghost of Vaugh. [7b K. Rich.] Think upon 
Vaughan, and with guilty fear 
lAjt fall thy lance. Despair, and die ! — 

All. [7b Richm.] Awake, and think, our 
wrongs in Richard’s bosom 
Will conquer him. — Awake, and win the day! 

The Ghost o/ Hastings rises. 

Ghost. [To K. Pi.icH.] Bloody and guilty, 
guiltily awake ; 

And in a bloody battle end thy days. 

Tliink on Lord H astings. Despair, and die ! — * 
[7b Richm.] Quiet untroubled soul, awake, : 

awake ! wi 

Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair Englaiid’s 
sake. 

The Ghosts of the two young Princes rise. 

Ghosts. [To K. Rich.] Dream on thy cousins 
smother’d in the Tower : 

Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richai*d, ; 
And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, andi’ 
death. 

Thy nephews’ souls bid thee despair, and 
die! — r ^ 

[7b Richm.] KSleep, Richmond, sleep in peae^, 
and wake in joy ; . . 

Good, angels ^uaid thee from the boar’s annoy i ‘ . 
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beget a happy race of kings. 
Ed^ai^’s tualiappy sous do bid thee flourish. ^ 

ilie Ghost of Queen Anne rises, 

GIM, [To K. Rich.] Richard; thy. wife, 
that wretched Anne thy wife, i6i 

Tliat never slej)t a (piiet hour with thee, 
Now^fills thy sleep* with perturbations ; 
So-morrow in the iJattle think on uuj, 

And fall thy edgeless sword. Despaii*, and 
die ! — 

\To liiCHM.] Thou, (piiei soid, sleep thou a 
quiet sleep ; 

Dream of success and happy \Hictory : 

Thy adversary’s wife doth pra 3 ?^for thee. 

TIui Ghost of Buckingham rises. 

Ghost, \2h K, Rich.] Tlio first was I that ’ 
help’d thee Uy the crown \ 

The last was I that felt tliy tyi'anny. iro 

O I in the battle think on Buckingham, 

And die jn terror of thy guiltiness. 

Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and 
death : 

Fainting, despair; despairing, yield thy 
breath ! — 

[To Ric|IM.«} I died. for hope ere I couhl lend 
thee aid : 

But* cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay’d : 
God and good angels fight on Riclimond’s side; 
And Richard falls in height of all his pride. 

[The Ghosts vanish. King Richard starts 
out of his dream, ! 

, K, Eich, Give me another hor.se ! — bind 
up my wounds U— j 

Have mercy, Jesu ! — Soft! I did but drcain. — 1 
0, coward conscience, how dost thou atflict I 
me 

The lights burn blue.— It is now dead mid- j 
night ' ' 

Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling ; 

flesh. j 

'What, do I fear myself? therc’s none elst^by : j 
Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I. 

I» there a muixlerer here ? No ; — ^yes ; I am : | 
Tiien fly, — what, from myself? Great reason, 
why; 

Dest l revenge. What, myself upon myself? 
Alack 1 I love myself. Wherefore ? for any 
good 

$|iat I myself have done unto myself? 
iO;) no: alas! I rather hate myself, 
hateful deeds committed by myself. 

;Jt;ain a villain. Yet I lie ; I am not. 
feol, of. speak well: — fool, do not 

(r > flatter. 

m conscience hath a thouscypid several 
^ngues, 


And every tongue biings in a seveml tale, 
Ami every tale conderans me for a villain. . 
Perjury, j)ei*jury, in tlie high’st degree ; 
Murder,, stern murder, in the dir’st degree ; 
All several sins, all u.s’d in each degree, aoo 
Throng to the bar, crying all, — Guilty ! guilty ! 
ji shall despair. — There is no creature loves 
• me; 

And if 1 die, ^lo soul shall pity me : — 

Nay, wherefore should they? since that 1 
myself 

Find in myself no ])ity to myself. 

Methought, the souls of all that I had mui’- 
der’d 

Came to my tent ; and c^vtuy one did threat 
To-morrow’s vengeance (m the head of Ricliard. 

Enter Ratcliff. 

Eat, My lord, — 

K Eich, Who ’s tliere ? 21 c 

Eat. Ratcliff, my lord ; ’t is I. The early 
village cock 

Hath twice done salutation to the morn : 
Your friends are up, and buckle on tlieir 
armour. ^ 

K. Eich, O Riitclifi‘! I have dream’d a 
fearful dream.- 

What tliinkiist thou? will oqr friends prove 
all true ? 

Eat. No doubt, my lord. 

K. Eich. O Ratcliff! I fear, I fear, — 
Eat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of 
shadows. 

K, Eich. By the Apastle Paul, shadows tu~ 
night 

Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard, 
Thau can the substance of ten thousand 
soldiers, 

Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me : 
Under our tents I ’ll play the eaves-ilropper, 
I\) hear if any mean to shrink from me. 

[ExeunU 

Richmond vmkes. EyUer Oxford and 
others, ” 

lArrds. Good morrow, Riclimond. 

' Richm, Cry mercy, lords, and watchful 
gentlemen, 

That you have ta’en a tardy sluggard here. ^ 
Lords. How have you slept, my lord ? 
Eichm. The sweetest sleep, and fairest- 
boding dreams, 

That ever enter’d in a di-owsy head, m 

Have I since your departure had, my lords. 
Methoiight, their souls, whose bodies Richard 
murder’d, 

Came to my tent, and cried on victory ; . 
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T promise you, my heart in very jocuri«l 
In the remembrance of so fair a dream 
How far into the morning is it, lor<)hf * 
Lords, XJ])on the stroke of foiii*. 

Itickm, Why, then ^tis tiuio to aim, and* 
give direction. — 

\^IIe advanreb to thc 7'roop^, 
More than I have said, loving count lynk'ii, 
The leisure and enforcement of the tinio tao 
Foi'bids to dwell on : yet reniendaa this, — . 
God and our good cause fight upon our side ; 
The prayers of holy saints, and w romped souls, 
Like high-rcavM bulwarks, .stan<l before our 
faces. 

Richard except, those whom we tigiit tgainst 
Had rather liave us win, than him tlicy lollow. 
For what is he they follow i trul} , gmitlemen, 
A bloody tyrant, and a liomicidc , 

One rais’d in blood, and one in bloo 1 estab- 
lish’d ; 

One that made meaus to < om“ b> what he 
liath, 

And slaughter’d those tliat \veie the means 
to help him ; 

A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 
Of England’s chair, where he is filsei) set 
One that hath ever been God’s eueiii>. 

Then, if you fight against God’s <‘iiemy, 

God will, injustice, ward you as hi^ soldiem; 
If you do sweat to put a tyrant down, 

You sleep in })f*ace, the tyrant being slam ; 

If you do fight against your countiy’s foes, 
Your country’s fat shall pay your pains the 
hire ; -««> 

If you do fight ill safeguard of youi wsv(»s, 
Your wives shall wekome hoim* tlic con- 
querors ; 

If you do free your cliildreii from the sword, 
Your children’s children quit it in your age. 
Then, in the nameof<x()d, and all the-ie rights, i 
Advance your standanls, diaw yoiii willing 
swords. 

For me, the ransom of my bold .ittiuapt 
Shall be this cohl cor.se on tJic eartlVs cold 
face; 

But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 
The least of you shall sha-e his part there- 
of. 270 

Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and 
cheerfully j 

Go<l and Saint George ! Richmond and 
victory I [ Krimni. 

Re-enter King Richard; RATCoipr, Atten- 
(IdntSf and Forces. 

K. RieJt. What said Northumboilkud, as 
touching Richmond ? 

RaL That he was never trained up in arms 


K, Rich, He^id the truth : and 
^ ' Srrrey then ^ ‘ 

I}at, He smil’d and said, the better for odr 
purpose. 

, K. Rich. He was i’ the right ; and so, indeed 
it is. [Clock strikes^ 

Tell the clock tliere. — Give me a calendaiv*^ 
Who saW the sun tonlay 1 ^ 

Rat. Not I, my lojrd. 

K. Rich. Then lie disdains to shine ! for, by 
the book, im 

He should have bra\’d the east an hour ago : 

A black day’’ will it be to somebody. — 

Ratcliff, — 

Rat. My lorA # 

K. Rich. The sun will not be seen t(>day : 
The sky doth frowm and lour upon our army. 

I would, these dewy tears were from the 
ground. 

Not sliiiie to-daj^' ! Wh}% what is that to me 
More than to Richmond 1 for the selfsame 
heaven, « 

That froNvns on me, looks sadly iqxin hiin. 

I Enter Norfolk. 

Xor. Arm, arm, my lord 1 the foe vaunts 
in the field. i 

K. Rich, (’onie, bitstlc, bustle. Cai>av,i»on 
my liorse. 

Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his 
[>ovver. 

I w ill lead forth my^ soldiers to the plain, 

And thus my battle shall lie ordered.. 

My forward shall be drawn out all in lengtbi 
Consisting equally of horse and foot : 

( )iir archers shall be placed in the midst. 

John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surreyi 
Shall ha\ e tlio leading of the foot and Imrse. 
They thus dii-ected, we will follow 
In the main battle; whose puissance on eith(^ 
side 

Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse* ’ 
This, and Saint George to boot! — ^Wbat 
tliink’st thou, Norfolk ? 

Nor. A good direction, warlike sovereign.*— 
This found I on my^ tinit this morning. 

[Giving a acrolL 
K. Rich, [/?eac^.] “Jocky of Norfolk, be not 
*too bold, 

For Dickon thy master is bought and sold.'^ 

A thing devised by the enemy. — ’ 

Go, gentlemen ; every man to his chargei* ^ 
Let not our babbling dreams affright Otit^ 
souls; / m ^ 

Conscience is but a word that cow«i,rds *use^ 
Devis’d at first to keep the strong ih «W0 } \ 
Our strong fiirm be our conscience, swordi 
law. 
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US to*t pell- 

;lf. jiot to'heayeii, tlien liand in hand to hell. — 
.. What shaH I say more than J have infeiT*d 1 
.' .Bemember wlioni^'ou d-Ve to cope withal ; — 
A sort of vagdbohds, i^als, and runaways, 
of Bi^ttfgues, p.nd ba§e lackey 2)eaaant8, 

. v^WhOjgi their o'ey-cloyeu^ country vomits 
forth, I “ £2> 

.tpp desperate adventures an4 assur’d desti'uc- 
tion. 

r/vlTou , sleeping safe, they h/ing to you unrest ; 
ifott having lands, and blessM with l>eauteou.s 
wives, 

They would restrain the one,di8ifiin the other. 
And ** who doth load them, but a j>altry 
■ ' fellow, 

X^ng kept in BreUgne at our mother’s cost 1 
A milksop, one that never in his life 
Felt so much cold as ove^n^a in .snow ? 
Let’s whip these stragglers o’er the seas 
" again; 

Lash hence these overweening mgs of France, 
These famish’d beggars, weary of their lives; 
Who, but for dreaming on tliis fond exploit, 
For Want of means, poor rats, had liang’d 
tjiers’selves. . 

If we be conquer’d, let men conquer ns, 

And not these bastard Bretagiies, whom our 
fathers 

HllYoan their own land beaten, bobbM, and 
thump’d, 

^ And, on, record, left them the lieirs of shame. 
SliaU these enjoy our lauds'? lie with our 
j . . wives? 

Ravish our daughter? — [Brinn afar off.] 

; , Hark ; I hear their drum. 

Fight, gentlemeu of England ! light, bold yeo- 
^ men! wo 

|}raw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ! 
SpUlf your proud horses hal'd, and ride in blood : 
the welkin with your broken staves ! 

K’- Enter a Messenger. 

^Hfjiateays Lord Stanley? will he bring las 
power? 

My lord, he doth deny to come. 
\K':‘^JCg\jRiGk Off with his son George’s head ! 

jtfy lord, the enemy is pass’d the 
■ , marsh : 

the battle let George Stanley die. 
jy A, itich. A thousand hearts are great with- 
f ; in my bosom. 

Aftvimce our standards I set upon our foes ! .w 
^cient word of courage, fair Saint George, 
Wipllef 119 vith the spleen of fiery dragons ! 
Upon them I Victory sits on ou^ helms, 

[Exeunt, 


Scene IV. — Another Part of the Fields v t 

Alarmnf Excursions. Enter KorfoXiK, 

Forc is ; to him CATESBy. 

Cates. Rescue, my Lord of Noifolk! rescue, 
rescue I 

The king enacts more w^jaidei's than a mtm, f 
Danzig an opposite towery danger. y • 

His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights, {A 
Seeking for Iviclimond in the throat of death. ’ ' 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost ! ; , 

Alarum. Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich. A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom 
for a horse \ 

' Cutes. Withdraw, my lord : I ’ll help you 
to a horse. 

K. Rich. Slave I I have set my life upon a 
cast, 

And I will stand the liazard of the die. »o 
I think there bo six Richmonds in the field ; 
Five have I slain to-day, instead of him. — 

A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse I 

[Exeunt. 

Alarums. Enter King Richard and Rich- 
mond ; and exeunt fighting. Reirevd and 
flourish. Tlmi Richmond, STAjjftEY, 

hearing the crown., vnth diners other Lordsy ' . 

I . and Forces. 

Richm. God, and your arms, be pi*ais’d, 
victorious iVieiids, 

The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead, 

Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou 
jicqnit thee. 

Lo 1 here, this long-usurped royalty 
From tlm dead temples of tliLs bloody wretch 
Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal : 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. #> 

Richm. Grix^it Ciotl of heaven, say Amen to 
all!— 

But, tell me, is young George Stanley living ? 

Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in lA‘ic(:Jster 
town, 

Wliither, if you ple»ise, we may wiihdraw \m. 

Richm. What tuen of name ar<^ slain on 
either side ? 

Stan. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord 
Feirers, 

Hir‘ Robert Bji'akenbiny, and Sir M’^illiam 
Brandon. 

Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their 
births. 

Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled 
That in submission will I'etum to us ; ao 
And tjien, as we have ta’cn the saci'ament, , 
We will unite the white rose and the red : 
Smile Heaven upon this fair conjunctioiv 



Act V, 


KING EICHARD IIL Sew® 


That long hath frownVl upon their enmity I — 
What traitor liears nio, and says not Amen 'i 
England hath long been mad, and scair d hoiv 
self ; 

The brother blindly shed the brother’s blood, 
The father rashly slaugliterM his own son, - 
Tlie son, compeird^ been, butcher to the 
sire ; ‘ ^ 

All this divided York and Lancaster <'» 

Divided in their dire division.--: 

O ! now, let Kiehmond and Elizabetli, 

The tj’uo succceders of each royal lioiise, 

By God’s fair ordinance conjoin together I 
And let their heirs (God, if thy will be so) 


Enrich the time to ,eome with smopth-&o^d 
peace, ' ^ V, 

With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days 1 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Loi*d, 
That would rediiee tJi^e bloody days again, 
And make poor Englaiid weep in streams of 
blood ! ^ ‘ *0 

Let them not live to taste tliis huid’s increase, 
’rliat would ^Y^ith treason wound this fair land’s 
peace ! - . 

Now civil wounds are stopp’d, peace lives 
• again : ^ . 

Th^it she may lorig live here, God say Amen 1 
‘ ' ■ \Exeunt, 
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,ook betoreyou Leap.” 1 Glitters. 

EIGHTEENPENNY STORY BOOKS. 

All lIluMraied lliruughout, and bound in cloth gilt 


My Work for God. M.v WuIk with God. 

My Aapiraiiuns. My Aids to the Divine Life. 

My Emotional Life, My Sou roes of Strength. 

My Body. My Father. 

My Growth lu Divine Life. M.v Bible. 

My Hereafter. My Soul. 

KELPS TO RELIEF. Edited by the Kev. C-.<nr,ii SIktc, M.A. 
Creation. By Harvey Goodwin, D. D., late Lord liisjiop of C.irlhle. 
Prayer. By the Rev. Canon Shore, M. A. 

Miraoles. By the Kev. BrownJow Malthmd, M.A. 

The Atonement, By William Copner M.agev, D.D , Kite Arch- 
bishop of York. 

Sormone Preached In Memory of The Rt. Kon W. E. 

Oladetone in Kawardea Parish, May 22, 1898. 
Shortened Church Services and Hymns. i 


Wee WilUo Winkle. 

Three Woe Ulster Lassies. 
Up the Ladder. 

Faith’s Father. 

By Laud and Sea. 

Tom Morris’s Error. 

Jeff and Lefl^ 

Tbrougb Flood — Through 


Girl with the Golden Looks. 
The Chip Soy; and other 
Stories. 

Boses from Thorns. 

Stones of the Olden Time. 
Dick’s Hero ; and otherio 
Stories. 

The Old Fairy Tales. With 
(irigiiial Tn'i<i'ratioiik. Cloth. 
(Also tn taesrd . is.) 


British Museum, The Bible Student In the, tBe 

kev. J. G. Kltrhin, M.A. uVeio and Kes- isrA Editton, 

IVEickv Magee's Menagerie f or, Strange Animals 
and Ihe r Doings. By B. H. H.iim-r. Wiih S Coloured FKitu^ 
and other Jllufttrat <>ll^ by Harry NeiNoii, 

On Board the ** Esmeralda" | or, Martin Leigh's Log. 

Chuf E tit ion. 

In the Days Of King George, By Col. Percy Groves. With 
Four Full-page BlubtratToits. 

John Drummond Fraser, IW Phiialethes. A Story of Jesuit 
Intr^fue io the Church oi England. Cheap Bdition. 


THE LIBRARY OF WONDERS. 

Illustrated Gift Books for Boys Crown Svo, cloth. 

Wonders of Bodily Strength and SK ill.— Wonderful -Balloon 
Ascents. ^ 

In Dangor's Hour; or. Stout Hearts and Stirring 

Deeds. A Book of Adveutiires tor )ji.houl and Home. With 
Coloured I’lates ami other llliistratious. {Also ai as. 6 rl.) 

Cassell's Classical Readers. Vo), i. (Also Eoi. J/., «s. 6 d.} 

Physiology for Schools. By Alfred T. Schefield, M.D.i 
M.K.C.S., See. lllusinited. Cloth. { Also %n 'J hree Parts, paper 
copiers, yl. each ; or duih iimp, Cd. each,) 

EDUCATIONAL. P' 

French, Cassell's Lessons in. Mtw and Revised Edition. 

IKull. (.Pan II. ill meparatioii.) liacli. 

Hand and Eye Training. By O. i^ickh, B.Sc., and J. Vaughan. 
Illustrated. Vol. 1.. Dtfcigi.iiig with Coloiireti Papers; Vol, IL, 
D«bicning in Cardboard. (Vol. 111., Colour Work ana Design, 3 s.) 
Ulstoncal Cartoons, CasseU's Coloured, (Ulae 45 m. 

X 3 <in. Six, Each. (See also and 

PracUcal Solid Geometry, A BKanual oL By wuiiam 
Gordrwi Ross, Major R.E. 

Sheet for infant Sehoets, (Also at ». bd.) * 


Casse// Lwnpany; Lipeiigd, Lutt^fd Lor df i ; Pans, New Yerk ami MeiMerm. 
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KDVCATXONAX. {lOntinved), 

Applied Meehanlcs. By hir r. stawdl Bail. ll. d. 

tilaeiu* Drawlap^i By E. a DavkVbon. ^ 

OrUiogntphlo and laometrical Projection. 

Bnlldlav Oonotructlon, The Blomenta of. 
SpateauLtlo Drawing and Shadiap. By Charles Ryan. 

iXonea'a 8 oOlC«keopinff* By Theorlore For Schuuls, 2 S. ; 

for tho Million, as. [Also tn doth, v*-) Rnlwi as. 


Reading Sbeeta* Modem. 

rodfrs, 5S, eaih.) 


3Series. Hath. (Altn 


Tk|S 


'BKU.B SAUVAGC’* X.ZBRARY. Coth. H.ich 


Th« Fortunes of Nisei. 
Guy M^'merins. 
OoniUtfsby. 

Wutherlug Heights. 
Bvelina 


Eugono Aram. 
ThaoKuray’u Yellow;; .Ush 
Papers. 

Washington Irving’s Sketch 

Book. 

Boott’s Poems. ^ Laai Days ofPalsn.vra. 

Seleotlons trom Thomas i Prldoand Projudlee. 

Hood’s Works. L TKe Old Ounb^ity Shop. 

Lord Lytton’s Plays. " .Amerioan Humour. 

Margaret Ly ndsay . 


MISOELLAHEOVS. 

.A Oun-Room Ditty Box. By c'.. st. ^v in liowius. with a Preface 
by Hear Admir.il I.nrd (..iurles Her. 

Suceoaaftel XJ(e. The. By .in i'.ldor Urntlier. Che.^p Kd.tinn. 

Gontloman. Tho Perfect. Bf -'e Kov. a. Sniythe-Fatmer, iJ.n. 

Che.(|j hdilton. efciS- ^ ' 

The London Health Lawa. I’rr-imrrd by th.* M.insion House 
Cniulcil cui llie Hwciting.s cf the Poor. 

Modern Dreaamaklng, The Elemonta of. By Jc-mnte 
£. Havis. lllustrau'd. 

Gaa* The Art of Oooklng by. By Marie Jenny .Sugt;. Illustrated. 

OaaaeU*a Popular Cookery, With Coloured ri.itci. 

How Dante Climbed the Mountain. Uy K.F.Selfe. Illustrated. 
CaaaoU’a Book of Xn>door Amuaomenta, Card 
Gamoa| and^lreaido Fun. liiusti.itfd. 

8 hor| Styidlea Ikom Nature, lliu^rr.-itr 1 . 


THS << GOLDEN MOTTOES" 


SERIES. 

<)iij;inal llhtsu.i. 


Each Book containin'.; pit'cs. wiili J’oiii fnll-iin'. 

iwiis. I, lowu d'lili t;»iu 
"Nil llesperandum.’’ By the . "Honour is iny Guido." By 
Rev. F. Langbrid<c, M. A, Joniie Ilering (Mrs. Ad.iins* 

"Bear and Porboar." By : Adouh 
.Sarah I’itt. j "Aint at tho Sure End.” By 

"He Conquers who BnduroM.” i l-tnily Srauhiield. 

By ths Author of “May t'liiiiiini;- ■ “ Poromost if £ Can." By 
ham's Trial," »Vi;. I Helen Aff<'ri(l,.'c. 

TWO«SHXLLZNO STOR7 BOOKS. 

AU lUustrsted throughottt, and coniaiiiing .Stnrios ft.r Young People. 
Crown 8 vu, handsomely bound in cloth gilt. 


< CROPS AND ORGWM’* 

With Four IlliiMraiion!; in each Book, printed on a Tint 

Through Trial to Triumph, I Br« Fire and Sword: A Story 
Strong to SulTor. 

Adam Hepburn’s Vow. j j^'J^^t'VestaL^* Story of 

Freedom’s Sword : A Story of tL^ of Wnllaoc and Bruce 


Half-crown gift books. 

POPULAR VOLUMlxf FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 

Pleasant Work for Busy Fingers ; or^ Kindergarten 
at Home. By M-iggie Browne. lUuslriUed. 

The Cost of a Mistake, ByS.ir.ih Mu. inu^uated. 

Little Mother Bunch. By Mrs. Molcswurtli. Illnstruted. 

Wild Adventures in Wild Places. By Dr. t.ordon Stabler 

R.N. llliLStr.-ue.l. 

Pictures of School Life and Boyhood. .Selected frum the 

bL•^l Authors. I'liitcd by Pi-n j l it. goi.ild, M.A. 

Perils Afloat and Brigands Ashore. Bv Alin d lihvc^ 
Modern Explorers. By r. ibost. iiiustraieci. 

The True Robinson Crusoes. Cloth gilt. 

Early Explorers. By Thoma', Fi .st. illustrated. 

Home Chat with our Young Folks. l)lu$tr.ited throughout. 
Jungle# Peak# and Plain, illustrated throughout. 

Peeps Abroad for Folks at Homo, iilustintrd. 

Heroes of Every-Day Life. By l.aui.i i am-, iilustruted. 
Rambles Round London. By C. L, Matoaux. 

Around and About Old England. By C. L. Mattfaux. 
Working to Win. By Maggie Symington. Illustrated. 

Paws and Claws. By one of the Authors of “ I’ocmii Written for 
d Cluld," 

Heroes of the Indian Empire# By Ernest Foster. 

At the South Pole. By the l itc W. II. G. Kingston, 


'*‘”^[M>UCATXONAi;y 


Storlen of the Tower. 

Mr. hurke's Nieces. 

Fcgg.y, and othor Tales. 
"Little Folks’’ Sutiday Book. 
The Children of thu Court. 


Four Cats of the Tippertons 
Little Flotsam. 

In Mischlof Again. 

Poor Nelly. 


BOOiCS BY EDWARD S. ELLIS. Ulustrdtrd. 


^Soout) and ConiradoB, or 
• Toouniseh, Chief of the 
Shawanoes. 

Klondike Nuffgots. 

Cowmen ano KustlerM. 

A Siracge Cratt and its 
vVonderful Vo.vag:e. 
Poiitiao, Chief of the Ot- 
tawos. A Tala of the .Siege 
of Detroit. 

In the Days of the Pioneers. 
Shod with Sllenoe. 

The Phantom of the Hlvor. 
The Great Cattle Trail. 

Tho Path in tho Ravnie. 
The Young Bonohers. 


Lost Jn Samoa, (with Him. 
Tod; or, •* Getting Even’’ 
The Hunters oftlic Osark. 
Tho Camp in the Mountains. 
Tho Lost War Trail. 

EoU in the Woods. 

Ned on tho Biver. 

Nod in tho Block House; A 
Story of l'K'»n;r Life in Kentucky. 
The Lost Trail. 

Camp-Firo and Wigwam. 
FootprlniB in the Forest. 
Down the MiBsiBsippl. 

Lost in the Wilds. 

Up tho r 
tures i 


CASSELL'S MINIATURE POETS. 

Two Volumes in one, cloth gilt, gilt edges. 

Milton I Burns 

* Hood I Byron 

dheridan and Goldsmith 

• 

«<WARTED-A KING" SERIES. 

Chtap H<itfiO>u illustrated. 

Fairy Tales In Othfr Lands. By Julia Goddard. 

Bobin's Bide. By EUinor l^veuport Adams. 

Wxited-'h King; or. Kow Merle set the Nursery Bhyaes 
to atghU. By Maggie Brawne. 


The Coming of the Kilogram f or# the Battle of the 
Standards. By H. U. At<i<>l'M‘urstor, M.B. illustrate^ 

Farm Crops By Profr<r-or Wrigl.lsou. IllustrateU. 

The Young Citisen | or# Lessonii>ln our Laws. By H. F. 

l.i'.stcr, B l uHi' llJiisiraicil (Also in two iMrts, xK 6 d. tacli.; 
Sculpture# A Primer of. l’>y F- K. Mutiiim. 

Numerical Examples In Practical Mechanics and 
Machino Design. By K G. Blun.’, M.h, Ant; Aduion, 
/•tt/tirne.t. With yg liluslraticns. 

Latin Primer (Tho New). By I'rof. J. i’. I’listgato. 

Latin Prose for Lower Forms. By M. A. BayApKl, M.A. , 
Chemistry# The Public Scbool. vty J. H. Andorion, M.A. 

Oil Painting# A Manual of. By tho Ii<>ri. John Collier. Cloth. , 
French Reader# Cassell's Public School# By (.•uiilaiuiie S. 

t.<)|ir.ut. 

French Grammar# Marlborough. Ari<uig«>d and Compiled 
by Kev, J. F. Biiglu, M.A. " J‘..\-ernses," 3 s. 6 tl.) 

Algebra# Manual of. By Gnlbr.dta and llaughton. Fart 1. 

CloUi. {< ompifte, 7 ',. 6 fl.) 

Euclid. B..oks I., n . 11 1. By ( ..ilbr.uth an-i H;.ug -.tim. 

Uiioks IV., V'., VI. By Calbrailli and llnu^hion. 

Optics. By Galbraith and HaURhlou. Entirely ,\'ew and 

/r.tj.'Aiu, 

Model Joint" Wall Sheets# for Instriictivu m Manual 
1 r.iiiiing. By S. Barter. Elgin .Slicucs. Each, 

This World of Ours. By H- u. Arriuld-l orLitc*r, M.l'. Being 
Introductory i.esbons to the htuily of Geography. C/ieup i'.lUwn, 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

The New Penny Magaslne. with ri 0 iiiustr.iiions. Voi. i. 
Protestantism# The History of. B.v iIk' Rev. j. A# 
WyI-IK, 1 -L U. ContBiiiing upwards of 6 .iy lliusiratloJiS. Lhtap 
lidition. Ihrve V Is. Each. 

Library Year Book. a Record of ticnaral Library 
I’rogre^J and Work. Edited by Thomas Greenwood. With over 
50 Special Engravings. 

Schoolmaster Sketchea By t. J. Mncnamara. l.L ix 
A Book of Absurdities. For Children of from Seven Years of 
.\ge to Seventy. By ,Ui Uld Volunteer. 

Tbe Breech-loader# and Kow to Use It. By w. w. 

Greener. Illustrated. .Ww oxict Pniarned I.duu'n. 


Liquor Legielation 
Canada. By F. i- ‘ 


'tuar^ed < 

In the United States and 

iiisliawe, ol the Inner Teiin>le, Barrister, 

Field Naturalist's Handbook# The. By me Kevs. j. 
Wood mid Iheodore \Voc»l. Lhc.tp JuitftOH. 

The Art of Making and Using Sketches, From the 

French of G, Fraipoiii. By Clara Boll. With Fifty Jllu.su ariotis. 

OeoiSetrical Drawing for Army Candidates. By ii. r. 

Liiley, M.A. NrU' ana P.it.'art:ed liaition. 

Free Public Libraries. By Ihomas Greenwood, l■.K.G..S. 

Pitiu and iiuiun-fd MdUton. Illustrated. 

National Raitlways. An Argument for State I’uichase. By 
James Hole. 

Norsing of Sick Children# A Handbook for the. By 

Cathonne J. Wood. 

Church Reform in Spain and PertugaL By tht K«v. 

H. E. Noyes, D.D. illustrated. ^ 


CAsdi CQmpany^ Limittd^ Lud^at^HiU^ Lm^i^n ; Peris^ York and Mtlbournt, 
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Tb* South SftUtonk Xtuflwu-y. Iis Pd^^bonger Services Rnllinj^ 

bti'ik, LocoJiiotives, <.<r..iUiCiUs, ai>>l hxino'rt SpeRiis. Wv tnu 
Author of "iJntib ) UAilwa>s. ' Wiin riirer I'utes. 

The XfOndoA, ChUtthum And Oovar Railway. >>7 

I’-WiiOsicr Servi. os, '.jIj’): s>t vU , l.vH-oiuoUvfs, (.'iraaii-iiri, .mu 
hxj'rc‘'» .Si>e«*ils. <>f " Hrii<>h IvAilways." Wuh FUtf... 

Mechanics for Vovn. r ' .>>.9irlnnersi A First Book of. 

Uy fJjo Hav. J. 'J- f-Ciisj 1.. M., , 

Nature's Wonder Workera By k.uo R. i.oveU. iiiuMi.ufj. 

Browninjy« An Introduotlon to the Study of. By 

Arthur S> uimis. 

The Enyland of Shakespeare. By b:. i.tMdbv. iiiusn.aoi. 

Unicode. Tl»o Universal I ologS^ ..^{’hruM: Boivk. />* i •' <’> 

hdUians. r.:nl». 

Bo-Peep* A Treasury for the Uttle ones, ^cvlr1y 

VdIuwo. Biiardb. (.S« od.j 

New Testamentf An Introduction to the. 


The Xiady's Dresslny-Room. 

I-ady Cohn CampLiell. 


■f'r.HnslriK'd from iln- l ifiuh by 


3 /- 


Fairway Island. By lioiiico Huti iiinson. Jii isti.uR>i. 

ItOst Oh Du CorrlKi or, 'Twistt Earth and Ocean. 

By Slanjisn 0 '<.r.ui>. With s Jiill-junc Iltu -u.irii.ns 

biiA^nion, The I Before and After. By a. k.omneii. 


TEOKNXOAX. MANUAX.S (lllusirutea). 

The Blemeuts of Prsctloal | Urawrug tor UabiaHtmiskers. 

MoaS**D?sylrtiie. Drawing for Bnoklayors. 

Drawing for ^dnemseoni). | Gothic Stonework. 

seU's 


• « • • 


By 


.Cassell's 

Sheets. Coiisisiitig 


New Coloured Natural History Wall 

Coiisislitig <if if> bubjCLts. bi/c— J.J i-V 31 m. Muuiifcd 

on rollers and varnished. 1 .ir.h. 

Kow to X>raw from Models end Common Objects. 

. fiy W, Is. Sp.rrkes Wuli +5 I'l^tes. Cloth gilt. 

UeW to Shade from Models, Common Objects, and 
Casts of Ornament. A I‘r.K(ii:nl M.mu.it. By \v. h. S|>.irkcs. 
Prstotical Plane and Solid Oeometry, including 
Ontphic Arithmetic. Voi. i., IiiemeiU.ii) .Stage. 
XlementaxT Flower Painting, wuit I irtiit Coloured Plates 
and Wood hngravings. 

Sepia Painting, A Course of. Two^'T/.....4ch. 
Marlborough Arits*metlc Eaamples. 

Tides and' Tidal Currents. By (..aibr.iitli and ll.-rughimt. 


SCHOOL COMMENTARIES. 

Oenoaia < 33 . 6 d.) 

Bxodus. (3.V.) 
lAvitlaas. \s».) 

Numbors. 6d.i 
Douterouomy. ('./s. 6d.) 


8t. Matthew, (i'k <kL) 

St. Mark. (in. I 

St Xiuke. (3s. ed.) 

St. J’obn. (3$. 6 ti.i 
The Acta of the Apoatlea. 
. < 3 », 6 d.) 


fcidited by Bisirop Elite ott. 

Romans, ('js. 6d.) 

Corinthians 1 . and II. ()>.) 
OnlatUna. Ephesiana. and 
Philippians. (3s) 
Coloasisua. Thossaloniaos, 
and Timothy. (3s. 1 
Tltua, PhJlemoD. Hebrews, 
and Jaraea. i.3S.) 

Pete^ Jude, and John. ()«..> 
Tile Revelation. ( 3 s.) 

An Introduction to the New 
Tontamcht. <sts. 6d.i 


THE WORLD'S WORKERS. 

.New and Original \ tilmnes by I’opulai AuMioi>. With Pi>rli.u 
Six Vols., each containing 3 woiks. Ci-iih, gilt edges, b-.u li 
*S*‘ Each work cun »lsu be liad separatety. (.SVr is.) 


Cassei 

tliAn 


The Century Science Series, luiued i>y Sir Deary ].. Ko<>cuu. 
U.C.L., X'.K.S, Crown 8vo. Each (hoe l-uradAy, ss. 

List oj the Voliemes Post Pree ou afiplUatian.) 

EDVCATXONAX.. 

POpntar Educator, Cassell's, with Coloured I'lmrs and 
Nepii, and other Iliusiration!,. Cheap Pditton. hi Eight Vt.lB, 
Each. ( Also in hhi. ht I 'o ‘> .. <y. each. ) 

•ell's English Dictionary. Giving Dt^rmitious of iiKiir 
...an 100,000 words aiul Phrases. Cheap JidUion. lAlso Supciior 
Bdittou, 5s.) 

Cassell's New Biographical Dictiooary. Coiuaiiuug 
Memidr'i of the Most HmiUMiir Men and Wumen of all Ages and 
Countries. Cheap Edition. , 

Technical Educator, Cassell's. An enttreJy New Cycto- 

• ijuidta of Technical Education, with (..oimired I’i.ite.s atid 
Engravinf^ Complete in .Six ^^lhlllll•.,. Each. 

Rolifc. A I leans of Icarntiig Erein. h and Substitute for Conver'.aticni in 
that language. 

Drawing for Carpenters and Joiners. By e. a. 

Davidson. With ass Engravings. 

Practiesl Mechanics. By Prof. Perry, ,M.h. 

Cutting Tools Worked by Hand end Machine. By 

Prof. Smttfj. 

Handrailing and Stalrcaslng. By Frank o. Cressweii. 
Hydrostatics. ^ Galbraith and Hau^^ton. c'loili. 
nKuthematlcal Tables, By Galbraith and Haiigiuon. 
Me^suaics. By Calbrattu ami lladghton. Cloth. 

Xdnear Drawing and Projeeiioa. 1 wo Vuls. in ouc 
Oermaa XMLctionary, Cassell's. 

Gwnian>Engtish and hugiisti-Gonnun. Cloth. (Also in halfs/mro, co, 5s.) 
Colour. By Prof. A. H. Church. Nnv and Hnlarsfed {•..htton. 

English Literature, The Story of. By Anna Bin.ki.tnd. 
Herman Grammar. The Marlborough. Compiled and 
Arranged by the Rev. J. F. Bright, M. A. Cloth. 

French Eacerclses, Marlborough. By the Kev. g. w. Dc 
U de, M. A., French Maxtor in Marlborough Coli^e. 
French*Saglish and Bagllsh-Freach Otottonary. (Aho 
in half moroCio. ^s.| 

Cassell's X,atin 'Dictionary, kaus in hmifmarocco, 5a.) 

THE FXaVXER SERIES. ' 

Cheap Edidou. lUustretnd throughout 

The Insect World. | ^e Qpesn World, 

ReptOea and Birds. I The World before the Deluge. 
The Humaa Race. ) Mammalia 

The VegesSble World. 


OA8SELL>^S POPULAR. LXBKART OF FXOtXOK. 

Oupld’s Gardcu. By Ellen Tnorneycrott FowLir. 

■ Tiny .-uttmll. By !•.. W, Iforimiig, 

Luveday. Eb' E. Wit.khaui. 

Tuxter’s LiAle Mold. By G. B. Burgln. 

Ta« Highway of Sorrow. By WosIia Strottort and 
The Hiiuiailvola Plat©, Byjolm Bloundello* Burton. 

A Free Lonoe xn a Par Laud. By Itcrberl Compton. 

The White Shiola. By Berrrhm Mitford. 

A Prison PrineertH. By Major Arthur Grlrtiths, 

T*hc- Admirable Jjad.y Biddy Pane. By Frank Barrett. 

Diet, ye Daiidsiuen ! A Romauee ox Incident. 

W. (“bilk Ruistfil. 

Pomona’s Travel.,. By Frank R. Stockton. 

*l*ue Reputation of George Saxon. By Morley Roberts* 

The Dighta ot Sydney. liy Lilim Tui.ier, 

la. A l.aiv«T story. By rtlustrated 0 • 

A Ki m‘t$ Huesar. By Herbert Compton. 

Playthlngn ana Parodies. Sliun .Stones, Sketches, . Ac., by 
... Bony Pain. 

The Lii.tle .Hquiro. By Mrs. Henry De I.a I’aslure. 

Zero, the Slaver. A Kmudneu ui liiiiidtori.il .\(rir.i. By I-awrence 

I'lctclier. , „ ' ^ 

Into thoyuknowil: A RomOicc of .South Africa. By I^twreiice 
Fletclicr. 

Mount Desolation. An Aiistr,ihAti Romance. By W. Cnritou Uawe. 
The Awkwtrd Sq.uadii\ Jnd other UUter Storioa. By 
Khan 1 *. Bullock 

The Avenger of By J. Mdclaren Cobban. 

The DoiupB of Rallle.,1 Haw. By A. Conan Doyle. 

Tlio Man in Block. By Klanley Weyni-n). Illustrated. ^ 
Father HttUford. A Novel. By Anthony Hope. 

The Medioijio Dad.V. By J .. I . Me.nle. 

“La Holla,*’ and otlicrs. By ligorton Caule. - 

Fourteen to One, &c. By Eli/iabeth .Stuait Phulps. 


Pemberton, Mast C'Vorks by). Poonlar Pditiou. Fach. 

The Xron Pirete« A Plain r.ilc of Strange H.ippcniugs on the 
^e.,. lllitsti.itr:-l. f, 

The Impregnable dtp* '7**5 aUo 6s.j 
The Sea Wolves. 

The Rebellion of Lil Carriogton. Ity I-. T. Meade. 

lllllstl.'ltl.»l. 

Britain's Roll of Glorpi or. The Victoria Cross, Hs 
Heroes, and their Valour. By I>. H. I'arty. Itlir.trated. 

( lu.xp and linlarff.d h.dilion. 

Stevenson, Itobert Louis (Works by). Popular IldUion. 
l-.uh I VC rt/.it> tij atul6».j 

King Solomon's Mines. KyH. KnterHagg.'inl. Bid. ( Vrra/rofid.) 

British Battles on Xdxnd and Sea. cheap hduion. in 

I'uur Vols. Wuh aliout 8cx> Hagriivings. Eai h. ‘ 

Science for All. Edited by Dr. Koberl Hrowu. M. &c. 

Cheap hdtiioH. With over i.ytrt Jlhistratid.V,. I'lve Vols. Each. 
Familiar Garden Flowers* l oeuhtr Pdition. in Five Vols. 

Forty Coloured I'iatfS in each Vol, C loth gilt, Each. 

Familiar Wild Flowers. By F', llulme. F.L.S., F.S.A. PopU‘ 

iar Edition. In J'i\e VoK. With 40 Coloured Pl.'ites in each Vol. Each. 

Merry Girls of England. By 1.. r. M«.ide. niiistr.deil, 

Ao Old Boy's Tarns. By Il.irol>l Avery. H'itli 8 Plates. 

A World Beneath the Waters i or. Merman's Land* 

By Key. Gerard W, B.iitcky. 

A Ride to Khiva. By i>red Buriinby. Xeio FMtwn Illustrated. 

Locomotive Engine, The Biography of a. By Henry 

I'rith. llliisiratfd. 

Liberalism, Essays In. By Six Oxford Men. 

Magic at Home. By Prof. Hortinan Fully Illustrated. 

Some Legendary Landmarks of Africa. By Mrs. 

Fi.mk F.iaiis, 

Old and New Testaments, Plain Introductions to 
the Books of the. Kepmit. il tiom Hishup Ellicott's Bible 
t '.inmenl.uv. In Two V’ljlumcs. Earli. 

The Early Days of Christianity. By um Very Rev, Dpan 
l-aii.ir. I'.K.S. Cheap h.iition. (Srt also 7s. tod., 153., 24.., 

The iLife of Christ. By the Very Rev. Dean Farrar, D.D., F’.R.S. 
Willi 16 I idl p:ig« 1 ’l.itcs. Cheap lidirion. Cloth gill, {hitpertor 
J’.diHon, fifth i;ill, I’llf edicts, js. 6rf. See also 7s. 6d., »os, 6d., ais., 
ats., and .({“s ) 

The Life and Work of St. Paul. By the \'ery Rev. Dean 
Farrar, D.D., F'.R.S. Cheap Edition. With iG ] uli-pagu Plates, 
l loth gilt. ( 'tee also 7s. 6d., los. tod., t.s^, siS., 423. i 

Gleanings after Harvest. Bv tiio Rev. jolm R. Vernon. M.A. 

Story Poems for Toung and Old. Hduod by E. Davenport. 

Cheap hattion. 

Shaftesbury, K.O.. The Seventh Earl of. The Xdfe .. 

>rk of. By Edwin Hodeter, Illustrated. Cheap Edition, 


and Won 
The Ladles' 


Physician. By a Phy.sicMit. Cheap Edition. 


Beetles, ButterSies, Moths, and other Insects. By 

A, W. Kappel, F.L.S., and W. Egrnont Kirby, Wuh Coloured Plates. 
The Carnation Manuml. Kdited and Issued by the Nariunol 
Carnation and Picotee boeicty (Soutiiern Scctloup Xeiu EdUum. 
Artistic Anatomy. By Prof. M. Duval. Cheap Edition. 

The English School of Painting. Cheap Edition. 
Buckinghamshire Sketches. By £. B. Koscoc. With illus- 
trutions by H. R. Bloomer. Cioth. - 

Verses, Wise or Otherwise. By Ellen Thorncy cruft Fowler, 
Life of Nelson. By Robert Southey. Ill u-st rated. 

The Law of Musical and Dramatic Copyright. 
Aubrey de Vere'S Poems. A Selection. F'dited by John Dnmis. 
Shaksperb, The Leopold. with about 400 iiiuscraiious. 

Cloth. {Also at 5s. and 7s. Gd.) 

Sports and Pastimes, Cassell's Complete Book of. 

Cheap Edition, With overgoo llluslratiuiis. Cloth. 

Ponltry-Keepev, The Practical. By Lewis Wright. With 
Numeroui, Wooiicuts Xtvi and tnlargei Edition 

Pigeon Keeper, The Practical. By Lewis Wright, 

VuiAM With worl 


iiy Marianna S. Hagen. 

TOUNG PEOPLE'S STORT BOOKS. 

Cheap Edition. Wdh Original Illustrations. Cloth gUt. 

Undte Bayard's Raantwr. By Henry Frith 
The Obampton of tKUn. hr J, Frederick Hodgetts. 

Bound by a Spell. By the Hon. Mrs. Greene. 

BOOHS FOR TOUNG PEPI*L«i> 

Two Old Ladloo, TWO FoptlfOi ralrloo* and a Tom 

'ilustrated. 

Torror i A Story of tbs PsHs Oommnne. : By . 

. Edvard King. lUuatrsted. , * 

The Quooa'o Soaxlotv By Georgs Manvtlie F'ean. 
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Cassell ^ Company's Classified Price List, 


Oovyrlglit In Books, Tho I*»w aul Histonr of* 

Aufl[w«ltie BirrelLM.P. Net. 

Tho Capture ortke *<Sstrolla." 


, ^ By 

BirrelTM.P. Net. 

^ ;re o? tke *<Sstrollai'* A Talo of tha SUvo Tra(l<% 

By Commander ClauUe Hardini?. K.N. 

Bob X*o veil's Career, a Story uf Aumrican Sailway Life. By 
£dward S. Ellis. 

ratnr Tales Tar and Near. RetuM.by g. 

-To Punish the Ossri A Story of the Orimesu By 

Horace HutchluMon. Ula^trated. 

Told Out of Sehoel* By a. ). Daniels lUu-ktratcd. 

The Romaaoe of Invention i vi^'m-ues from the Annals of 
Industry and Science. 

Sent Back bn the AnseU, ai^ other BaUads. »y tiie 
Rev. F. La^oridi;e, M.A. Cloth. Aerii hd^tunK Net. 

A Sunday Story-Book* By Browne. Smu Browne, and 

Aunt Etavl. lllu'iirah.'sl. 

Ot^nlnys from Tjopular Authors* c<>tii]itete In our Voi. 

vUh Orlgjiial jlhistraimns. 

Heroes of Britain in Peace and War* With {oo OriKdnai 
lilnstr.itio is. Cheap Bdition, Complete in (Ino Vol. 

Oassei;i's Illustrated Bunyan. With original lUust/'drions. 
Cheap Eaiiion. 

A Book of Merry Talea jly Maggie Browne, “Sheil.!.” Isabel 
’ WilsOn, and C. L. Mal/raux. 1 ,> :i rated. 

Tho Sunday Sorap«Book. Containing several hfindrcd .Strip- 
tnre Sturivs m Pictures. Boards. (Also tn ftolh, ss.) 

JBsop'S Tablea Cheap PdtliaM. s'loth. (Alsa vt clolht bevelled 
boaetls, etfeedjrts ^s.) 

The Chit-Chat Album. Illustrated throughout. 

Picture Album of i^l sorts* Wi^l^'nll-puge IllnslrAtions. 

“ " " ■ “ ^ Cuutaintiig ntiinernus 


Song) for Colleges and Schools. E.<lltod by John 

Parmer. (Tin* words ufdy, ‘ 


Album for Home, School, and PMy. 

wSiiorios by popular Authors. 

Bo.Paep. A. Treasury for the Xiittle Ones. 

throughout. Cloth gilt. Yearly Vnluiue. (See also ai,. td. 


.'id.) 

Edition of, 

Walter Paget. 


Rvbinson Crusoe, Casiell's Fine-Art 

With upwards of too Original Illustrations by 
C heap udition. Cloth gilt. al ss. i 

Swiss Family Robinson, CasseU'a illustrated, cloth. 

(Also itt ilii/h, bevelled boards, gilt edt;c\, ss.) 

The Liondon. Brlybton and H.ic<uth Coast Railway, its 

Passenger th.'rvicos, l<(i 1 linindlH^'',%. Locomotives, (Gradients, ami 
Hxpre-iS Speeds. With Two J^l,«es. 

Oulliver's Travels* Cheap P.dHion, With Light V -eight Kngr.iv- 
mgiby .Morten. Crown 4to. clolh {Also in cloth, gilt edges, 5.S. ) 
Idttle Folks (NKW A.N 1 ) K.M,AKChD .SKKlhb). llaU-Y early 
V’ols. With -Six l'ull-i)age Coloured Plates and numerous other 
Pictures limited la Colour. Coloured boards. (.Srr also is. 1 

POPU 1 .AR BOOHS FOR TOimO PEOP 1 .E. 

Crown 8vo, with Eight Full- page nhtstration.s. Cloth gilt. 

f Red Rose end Tiser Lily, By T.. T. Meade, illustrated. 

^ „ .. . 


f A Sweeten 'Thraduaie* 


Blnsirated. 


Itbry, A Story ol the Soudan War. By 


+ PoUy I AHewffashio'ned airl. By L. 'i*. Me.idc. llliistr.ited. 

f A IPJorld of OirlstA Story of a School, By i... r. Me.ide. 
■I The Palace Beauiiful* A Sioty tor Girls. By L. T, Meade* 
f Bashfbl Fifteen* By L. T. Meade. Illustrated . 

I The dfhite House at Inch Oow. By Sar.-iit Ihtt. Illustrated. 

The Kina's Command i A Story for Oirts. By Maggie 
Syiiiingion. lllustiatcd. Cheap JuiUtnn. 

Lost amony White Africans 1 A Boy's Adventures 
^ on the Upper Conjro* By U.ivid Ker. 

For Fortune and Olors 
Lewi.H Hough. 

** Follow my Leader"! or, The Boys of Templeton, 

By Talbot flames Heed. ' 

For Glory and Renown. By l). H. Furry. With 8 Full-page 
llluslrattons. 

With Claymore and Bayonet. By Col. Percy Groves. 
lllustmtcU. 

Five stars in a Little Pool. By Edith tiarriligton. Illustr.ated. 

Looks marked thus f can also be had in superior bindings, estra 
cloth gilt, gift edges, 5J. each. 

Tke Story of Africa and Its Explorers. By Ur. Robert 
Brown, F.L.S. Illustrated. In Fovir VoK. i^hrap Muion. Each. 

- {,Vrr«/j0 7S. Cd.) 

Bible Commentary for English Readers, Bishop 
Eilieott'S, Hnibr.rciiig the Obi) .iikI NkW TliSTA.MHN-| S. Light 
Vols. Each. Per set 30s. titee alto an., £4 j.s. fid. and 17s. ul). 
Building World. The Ni'w PracMcal journal on Buliaiiig and 
Building Trades. Half-yearly volumes. P,ach. 

Work. The Illnstrated journal fur Mechanics. l\lew and Enlarged 
berus. Half-Yearly Vols. litu h. 


, papt . , 

be obtained in shimts cotitniiimg two Soi^s (words ai»d music) in 
quabtities of one de/ee and uf.natds, at idl per sheut. 

Dttice Oomum, Rhymes .md .son ■^•t’hUdreo. Edited by John 
Farmer. UUl -Notation anti Word-;. IVords 0/ the Songs 

in '* biUie Dovmm" (-with the Ai Tonic ^ol-P'a amt Old 

Notation I can be had tn two parts I e. 

Blackboard Drawing. By \ ^ i:. .^trarkes. With 52 Fuibpaifo 
iilnstr.ili MIS. 

Historical Cartoons, Cassell’s Coloured, Six. Mounted 

on ( .inv.iH .md varmslnrd, with rollers, l-.ji li. {See also id. and 

Dyeing of Textile Fabrics, The. Bv I’rof. HumraeL 
Steel and Iron. By Prof. W' ik(,re.-nwoo,i. i- c.s., Ac. 
Water-Colour PainUn/.^'^ok. By u. 1*. Leitch. With 

,'7olf.iireil Hates. 

Neutral Tint, A Course of Painting In, With Tweiitv- 

lour PUtes by ft. 1 '. l.eiuji. 

China Painting. By Moreuce Lewis. ^Vitll .Sixteen OrigiuM 

folourud I'liitps. 

Flowers, and How to Paint them. By Maud NaftcL With 

Coloured Phiies. 


Adventure, The World of. f Am/ I-iitian. Hlnstmted with 
.Stirring Pu.tntek and Ivightct-n ( oLiircd riures. In 'Ihrwe Vols, 
n.i'-h. (.V-j; /r/oKtf.) 

Whys and Other Whys ; or. Curious Creatures ami 
their Tales. By S. if. H.iin<>r. W nn i:lusti.itioiis by Harry B. 
Ni-ilsoii. toliKired bnartls Als > cloih, i^ili eilges, full glU,6i;. Ou, 

Q'S (.A. f. gmllri-Coiuli) Works, UnUorm Edition of. 

Dead Man‘a liock. (See also , Tlio BlueJPaviliqnii; 


“I Suw Throe Ship#,’* and 
otln r WnitePii 1’ales. 
NouglitH and Crdtwea 
The Delect nbio Duchy. 


Tuo Splendid ttpur. 

The Autonlahing Hiatory of 
Troy Town. 

Wandering Heath. . 

Cassell's Magasine Volume. H-^h-VeAriy Vots. WiUt 

ationt 7C10 G1igm.1l iiln.slr.it ion*. ( Al»o Yearly Vol , .Ss.) 

Our Own Country Cheap l ditlon. With I.an<j original Ulus- 
tratioiis. 'Three 1 kniblft Vols. T-.ich. 

The Story of the sea. llditml by 0. (A. T. gulllcr Couch,) 
Illnsrr.itcd. Cheap Pdttion. In '1 wo Vols. Each. 

Rogues of the Fiery Cross. By s. Woikny. wau 6 Full. 

payt; Jliuslratliins. 

The South African Climate, fly w. c. Schoitx, M.u. 

The Highway of Letters and Its Echoes of Famous 

Footsteps. By Thomas Archer. Jllusirntcil. 

The Home Life of the Ancient Greeks* 'Translated ftum 
tho (niriu.ut n> . Prof. )i. Bluiuner by Alice /inimcnt. lIlusUHtod. 
Cheap fiiiitionr~^ e»t v 

Vicar of Wakefield, The, and othetaWorks by Culdsmltti. 

lllnstintK'l. 

To the Death* By K. D. Chetwode. With Four Plates. 

Beyond the Blue MountrAns. illustrated. By L, Meude. 
Industrial Freedom 1 A .study m iViimcs. By B. r. \flse. 
Loans Manual* a tmnpiUtion of Tublrs -md Rules for tho Hso 
of Loc.'il Anrliorities- By CJuirle. P. (.1 tioii, M.lnst.C.L'., M.K.TA. 
Birds' Nests, Eggs, and Egg-Collecttng. By R. Kearton, 

I’.Z.h. With 23 Coloured PI, iit-s ol Eggs. 

Modern Shot Guns. By W'. W Greener. Illustrated. 

EttgUsh Writers. By Pr.if. H. Mudey. \'ul.s. i. to XI. Each, - 

Vaccination Vindicated. By lohn c. McVail, .M.D. 
Medical and Clinical Manuals, tor Praciitiuuers and Stu- 
dents ot Medicine. A List post jtte on appiicatioH, (Also at 
7s. 6<1., 8s. 6d., QS., and tos. 6d.) 

English Commons and Forests* By the Rt. Hon. G. bhaW- 
T^-fevre. 

Agrarian Tenures. By ih« Rt Hon. G. .shaw-Lcfevre. 

Cassell's Concise Cyclopaedtsu Wlilv oou Illusirationa. A 


Cychip.Tfdia m One. Volume. 

Michael 


Elements of Machine Construction and Drawing.— 

By Prof. Henry J. spooiiGr, C E.. d{e.,and Ed. G. iJ.ivcy, A.M.I.M.Ii. 
^ Fifty .Sheets. Sixo inches. Complete .Set, in Paper Wrapper. 

^ (.See also los.td.) 

London, Greater. Complete in Two V'ols. By Edward W.il(ord. 
With about 400 Original Illustrations Cheap Hdttton. Each. 
s. See also 

London, Old and New. in Six V«ls. Cont.iiniug about i.sioo 
iliustraihiiis Cheap lidutotn Flacli. (.SVr 0/10 gs.) 

World of Wonders, The, lllusuated. Cheap pdition, la Two 
Vols. Each. 

Watch and Clock Making, By D.. Glasgow, Vice-Presiaent of 
the Britikh Horological Institute. 

Design in Textile Fabrics. By T. R. AshonUuibt. with 
Comnrud and numerous other Illuktraliuns. 

Spinning Woollen and Worsted. By w. s. n. McLaren. 
French, Cassell’s Lessons In. Nev. and Pevised Edition. 

Couijijete ill One Vol. \See also vs. 6d,) 

Drawing for Machinists and Engineers. By EtUs a- 

Da-vidiion. With over two IlhistrationH. 


.el Faraday i tiis Life and Work* By Prof. Silvtmus P. 

Thoiiip<.iiii, i^K.S. Century bcieuce berit-h.) 

St* George for England l .and other Sermons preached to 
Children. By the Rev. C.inon Tcigiunnuih Sliore, M.A. 

POPULAR NOVELS, 

Extra crown 6vo. clotR F^ach. 

The Shellback t or at Sea In tbe 'Sixties, By Alec j. 
Boyd. 

The Garden of Swords: A Story of the Siege of 
Strasburg* By -Vax Pembertun. 

Sbronstadt* By Max Pemberton. 

A PuriTan'S Wife. By Max Peinboitcin. 

The Impregnable City. By Max ihunberton. (/tlso a Popular 
HtUhon, 3s. od.) 

Potsherds. By Mrs. Henry Birchcnougli. 

Some Persons Unknown. By E. w. ifomung., 

The Refiner's Fire. By Mrs Lrue&t Hr,i..klit{c. 


|rouBgJIBaood*_ 




W. Hornuiig. 


ILLUSTRATED BOOHS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE* 
Flora's FmssL A Masque of Flowers. By Walter Craim. With 


JEdttle Folks* Half-Yearly Vols. New and ttnlarged StHes. With 
» F'ull-jMga Coloured i'lates and numerous other Kcturcs prtuti^ 
Colour. Cloth gih, gdt edges. (See m/so 3s. 6d. j 

EDUOATtONALc 

A History of BesIeimI* Prow Ibo Landing of Julius CieHar to 
the Present Day.^y H, O. APNolo-FORSI Ur, ILP Illustraterl 

Oassell's DieUooary of Cookery. With about 9,000 kecipet 
and Key to the iMacipres of Cookery. Cloth. 

Ssarlot smd Eltfb. or, BonsR for SoMlors and Sailors. 

By John Faivmer. ( Words only, royal 301110, Od. or 9d.f 
PhysMosy for Students, dBlomontwryv By Alfred T. 
aach^ldTM. D.. M. R.C.B, With T wo Coloured nates and numerous 
^^^Hj^^lons. New Md CMeetperSdition. 


Lord Duke. , 

Tho Rogue's March . ) 

Spectre Gold t A Romance of Klondyko. ) By Headon 
By a Kair's-Broadth. illustrated / dtswn. ; Hiu. 
The Girl at Cobhurst. 

A Story-Teller’s Pack. ) 

Mrs* Cuff's Yskcbt. ^ « /By I'tank Stoebtoo, 

The Adventures of Captain Mom. ) 

(Also 3». 6d.» ^ 

j Bv J M '-a-rt.. 

From the Memoirs of a MIolster of France. 1 By Stanley 
Tbe Story of Francis Cludde. 1 w ryman. 

Treasum Inland. v>ee. also <ki i * 

The Blaster of Ballantrae. 

The Black Arrow. ( Bv R. L. Stevenson. 

Island Mishts' Entesriainments. .-Library Edition. Aiso 
3s. 6d. onty. i Popular Jiditton, 3s. od, 

SffllonK*’ } 

Xhe Wrecker* By Robert Louis Stev(Mn,oii. „ 

and Lloyd Ositoi^iic. 

Grace O'Malle/i Princess end Pirate, By Robert Machray, 
A Uhidted Suneess- By sarah i’itt. 

'Mie WrothsuoUi of Wrotham Court* By Frances heath 
i'reshfieid. 

fU-getten Gold i A Story of a Great Wrong and a 

Reveajve. By w. g. Tar bet. 

»rl By w. Clerk Russell. 


The Black Wateh i the Record ot au Historic Regiment. 
Archibald Forbes, LL.D. « 


'CatstS O CmpanSi imhut, Zw| 4 aH!« Lmdm: t'arit, A’ew i’ork auS MtlSmmi, 
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Cassell ij" Coinphn/s Classified Price List. 


I 


A(l^enturi»a In Critlclun- Consistinjj Articles contributed to 
J hr Uv A. T. <Juil/er Couciu 

Wild Life at Home I)y R. Keartoni' F. Z,S. Profusely lllusu -ted 
L Hist )ry for the People. Hy Hie 
J., Deiii of Otoucciitsr. Jllusouted. 

SlKht IToars of Trouble in 


Churcli of EniFl«,n<*,,,T»f,o. A 

Very Rev. H U M. O.D., 
t.oin;ner-» in r-MJi 

A root<Kote to i Sli 


iSamoa. By R. L ai'^veiLV >. 

The COUutrleo of tbo WUrld By Dr. Rot^rt B-own. I-.L..*^. 
f /iii-.C'.ifed. ch'aff Coitiijlete in Six Vols. l-.n.li. 

Caasoir* Po elcet Guide to Sviropo, 1888. Si.re 3,1 )'V iJ i i. 

Pictorial New Zealand.^^ With Pn-'-.i-c i.y Sii w it. ivr- 

ruval, A^oint-G«iiHjrJhr’..**yN[cw Ze.ii.-»nil. Ijlustr .t.-.l. 

CauBeilfu Universal Portrait Gallery. 

Ponrait-; o( i^elom.ited Men and \Vo no i o' the 
ineiijoirs nii-l /acsimuf auioyraplis. in thie Vol. 

New World of Wl^. and Humour, wirh New 
Ihciures and Now IVxt. J/j Two Vols. li.icli. 

Cookery Book* New Unlvereal, Cassoll's. By 

I-ntzie lIerica.-o. \Villi i.f Cuiuuro.i i'lates .nid olher JtJn ar.i.i -ns. 

I'a, B.iiled bv Piol. P. M.rtin 
Double Vol-„ llliKirated. 

Tlxe Tbree Konaes. By the \'ery Rev. l-'arrar. D.Ih, P R.S. 

WnU K l-Jli-pamo Illu; 

Ballads and Sonya. By WIIImth M.>kt|>e.ivH rh.t. kcray. Witli 
Oriirinai iliu.-,tr.iHiins by II. M. P.rrnk, t 1 ih, v;ilt top. 

Memories and Studies of War and Peace. By ArDiibaid 

PoriiOH. I,U.D. 

Queen Summer ; or, the Tourney of the Lily and 

the Hose. Conummy 4.1 ol U-.tiKns b> W iln-r i lauf, 

prinreft in t^ofours. 

Hand and Sye Training, it) i;. RkU's, b..sc. Tw... \'..i ... with 

Sr.tOiMi ot C'iloiiro'l iT.itPs in r.ith VnJ. Cr-jivjj 41-1. l:a< h. 

Bible Educator, The. I dited by the V'eiyRev. IV.ia Pluinptre. 

D.l). Jilniiraie-i. t.-jinplf'ii.- ni J t-iir Vul.-,-. Cloth, iia- h. >« 

y-iv I Wy., nvs. or .4;.) 


Day. M’lili tiri 


Natural History, Cassell's. 

I^uiKan, M.D.. F.R.S. la I io.-..- Dou 


Trear*Book of Treatmeat, Tiie, for 1890. A Critical 
Review lor PructitioncM of Medicine. Fiftcooth year of publication. 
Natural History, Casaeirs Coneise. Hy Prof. li. Pwceval 

VVrijfht, M.A.., Illusr ■ ' " /. ......v I 


MXSCELL ANEOUS . 

The Life of William Ewart Qladstooe. I chtc I by Sir 
B'einyss Reid. Pri-tasoly )llij-,tratfil. if 
Star>X.and. By SircRc-bcit sMowll illustr.itcd. 

.*« f r//i' I /.fi.' ec, ir;- I'Ko/. I 

The Dictionary 0 / EnaUsh History. lUiiieil by Sidne-y |. 

l.,.>w^.,V., ,-md Prvii. 1'. S. Tuliin^', M.A. < 

Enallsa Literature, A First Sketch of. By t'rot. Ilcfry 

Morky. ami }\‘<:ur^<U h,U(totu 

Alyebra, Manual of. By 1 iaibralth and Hnui;'bt< 

Enslish Literature, Library of. By Pi.ifesair Henry 
M *rlcy. With ilUi‘.:rati<>iw l:ik.cii (riim (tii^inal MSS. Fopular 
b'iiitiut, Vol. i.: SlbiKVl.R »• \< .l.t^n Pot- .vtx Vol, I : Jl,l Its* 
fKAlIOVS <»!• Ji:N.-.I.I‘'(l Rl'I.bVl iV. V'ul. III.: E.NC.U:,!! pLAi-S. 
Vol. IV.: SHi.itill.lt WOKK.-I I.V I'NGl.I.Mi I’Ro.St;. \’ol. V, : 
SKP.TCHRS OP I-ONf.Kli WiiKKS IN VURSH AN13 

PkO'iIC Each, f,s.) 

Electricity in the Service of Man. A Poi^niar .-tn<j Prai 
Tro.'il»‘4e. Willi upivard': ot 950 Illustration-., .\tw /-iiuum. 
Applied Mechanics. By J.>hu IViry, M.E., i!>c. tllusirntofl. 
Planet. The Story of Our. B> tin- R<v. Proi. Boiiuoy, f.k.s.. 

ii:c. \V:tii Coloured and .'ind .ibvut 1 .0 lllujir.ilions. 

Oassoll's History of India. In Dm-. Vol. C/rmp hditioH. 

The Works of Charles Burton Barber, iUum rated with 
r<jrly-on.‘ Pali's I’o'lnits, .in-l coiitauun^ Iulrudui.tiOit by 
llnrry Furniis. i.heap liUition, 

British Ballads. Ch^ap HdUion. liuistnued. Two V'eR. in Due. 
i loth. 

picturesque Australasia, Cassell's. With upviards of 

!,'>>< Ilhisrr.ilioiis J-’oiir VoD. Huh. 

Vnole Tom's Cabin. By H.uriet Jh'rcli<-r .Sfowe. P^inr Art 
Mt'fKoria: With upwards of Doe Htu'dred Oriijinal Illustra- 

tions I'v Iciuiy Nystriiiu-.Stoci))euda.il. Cloili cilt, -..’■ill edjjfs. 

The Life and Adventures of Georye Auxustus Sala. 

By Hiinscif. Cheatfl di.'io)!. Dn« Vul 

Popular History of Animals. By Henry boherrei., V.Z.S, 
Witfi ij ColouretlPIares amt otlvr llliistraiic.ius. 

Royal Academy Pictures, 1889. in (3ne Voi. 

Dora's Milton's Ps^radise Lost. Iiiu-.tr.ued by Cust.tve Uortf. 

i^opuia* J-dUion. cloth '.r bm kr im. ( S>e 

Dora’s Dante's PurBratory and Paradise, iilustr.nted by 

Gustave Dore. i'oputar h luion. Clolli ot t.iu kraiu t.Setf irAu l-i:..) 
Doro's Dante's Xntemo. Iiiustratr-d by Giist,'ivn linrd, with 
ImroduLliuii by A. J. iinilcr. Pnpuiur flotii or buckx.iiii. 

V Ste also Jib.) 

Municipal Taxation at Home and Abroad. By j. /. 

D'Me.ir.i. 


Illustrated. Gtodu {Also kept nai/ bowui,\ 

REL10X0V8. 

"Quiver" Volume, Tlte. AVw and Enlarged Stries. With 

several hundred Contributions. Aixiut 900 Drijfinal lllubtrationb. 
Cloth. 

Holy Land and the Bible, The. A Book of Scripture Iliustr.a. 
tiotis I'.ithored in Palestmr. . By the Rev. Cunui'Urh.tin Geikie, D.D. 
t hfajp haUiott. (Superior Kditiou, with ^4 Pi.ttes, lOS 
Matin and Vesper Belts. Earlier and l..ater Colkcted Poctnb 
(ehu-ily Sacrt'cl). By J, R. Maciiutl, DJJ. With Pronti.pJRse. 
TwoVols. The .set. 

NewLitfht on the Bible and the Holy Land. By K., .. A. 

P.vr-tts. M.A. lliu.straied. ^ 

Family Prayer Book, The. Edited by Rev. Canon Garbett, 
M.A. and Rev, S. Mirtiiu With Eiill-paBe Illustrations. P>ew 
hifttion. i Also in *Horoao, i8s. i 

Cassell’s Concise Bib'e Dictionary. By the Rev. Roiiert 
IJuuter. ^I,.D.. I-.i'. .S With Cv/,iurod Map-, and nther liliistiattons. 
Farrar’s Life of Christ. <- neae ll/ustrarrd Ettition, Ear|;c 4>o, 
t-loth. {^ee also 4s, 6d., 10s. Od., ais., i-4s. and 

Farrar’s Early Days cC tvhriBtiatiity. Popular EdUton. 

(- loth, 4;ilt edifes. 1 See also is. ul.. 15s., .'is., 2.1s , and 42s. 1 

Farrar’S Life and Work ot St. Paul, cheap Illustrated 

ifo /-.dirmH. ( iz-r it/io tsV 6d.. 7s. t-d.. rss. and i2s.) 

Sunday’’: its Orifcln, History, and Present Ohll- 

— • - jiy Vtju. ArLlulex'Tun 

With about 200 Orijriual llliis- 

e 

A Iso a superior 


^ . iikio). 

ilessey, D C.l„ Fi/th Edition. 

Child’s Life of Christ, The. 

tntioiis. I 1.1th. I Aiso at i'.>s. b-l.t 
Child’s Bible. Cheap lidUitm. Illustrated. Cloth. 
edi.utnat loh. 6d,» 


Side Lights on the Conm..'*’'v of Methodism Dm inj; 

t^u- Di'b.-i 


By Dr, Kotioit 
i^ee also 4i.> 

Edited by Rev I', 

Jllustr,«ed. 


The Story of Afirca and its Explorers. 

Brown, b. I,. S. iilustr.ited. In Four Vol-:, 

Football. The Rushy Union Game. 

M,irsliall. ASt !!' amt Eniarpe.i Edition Jllu-, 

Life and Letters of the Rt. Hon. Sir Joseph Napier, 
Bart., LL.D., Ac., Exd.onl Clmucdlor o< Irel.ind. % Alet. 
Ch-irle-. Ewald, F.S. A. /\'ew and Kei'ised hdition. 

Hyklene and Public Health. By B. Arthur Wiutek-ifj^c, M.D. 

ITlu->tratftil, A>w and Revi \ed haition. 

The Chess Problem: Text-Book with llUiitratious. Coutaiuing 
4CKI I'ositiotis Sfilectcd from iho Works of C, Blanck and othcA- 
Medical Handbook of Life Assurantfe. By j. R Pollock. 

M.D., ami j. Cbbhohii. t c trth luiUion. y 

Subjects of Social Welfarn. By the R’V Hon. Lord PUy- 

l.rir, K.C.B. • «. 

Saturday Journal, Cassell’s. Yearly Volume, illustrated. 
Cities of the World, illustrated throughout with fine lUustratiotis 
and Portraiti, Complete in Four Vols. H.icb. (.Vol, /. is now out 0/ 
print.) 

Peoples of the World* The. By Dr. Kuben Brown. lUus. 

trated. .Six Vols. Each, • 


, ng the 

SccoiHl <.>u.irtc-r of Ihe Niiieteeutli Century Taketi i.Tiii-fly 

from the *.>iutt‘> ol tlic late Rev, )iiseph J-dwl-- of the Debii'es -if llii' 
MV>:e\. a eieiue. U'Uh .1 lluu'r.iphkal Ski tvli jUKi a Centenary 
C-' iti.oir.i.i'i liMiuf fkinstitutionai llisiury nf ML-tlmdisiii. 

Cassell's Mayaxine. Yearly Vol. With 1.25 > lllustratibns. 
( Also Half- 1 eu z/v I ‘ol. , 5 s. 1 

Chums. The Illustrated P-iptst for Boys. Ve irly X'olume, 


Sacred Art. The Bible Story Pictured by EnV-icnt Modern Painters. 

Hilued i,iy A.t., TetiipJe, I-’.H.A. in Due Vol. 

The Queen's Empire rompletc in ^wo Volume., c,i-A-,t.n'oiiig 

nearly 70.1 p.ujes I spieiitiid Illu-sirations, ri produced from ■ utlietitn. 
pliotojfrajiha, a l,ir/;e luuuber uf w-lui.)) h.ivi; been uia c . pe^i ill)' t-ir 
this w rk, uiid printed oil Plate P.iper. Farli. 

Enxland and Wales, Pictorial. Wuh upwards of jvobe uitifui 
lUustMtioiis preparcir lioin copyright photographs. Alssi aii Edninn 
on Miperinr paper bound in li-all-peisiau, ni.irblc sides, gilt etlges, ftud 
ill box, 13s. not. 

My Life in Christ. Being lixtr.icts from tho Diary of tho Most 
Reverend |ohii lliytch hcrgieli (Father John). Trauslatud by E. li. 
Goulaeif, lit. I'ctersburj'. 

Practical Electricity. By Prof. W !•;. Aytton. Completely Re- 
wnttcu. lUustr.its'd. 

Franco-Oerman War, Cassell’s History of the. Cum- 
pietcin 'i'tvi> V’oliiniR^,. Cont.iini-ig ab.jiit 3«'io lliustration-i. Haeli. 
Old and New Paris, a Narrative ut its Ulster), its Peojilo, and 
its Places. By H. buiherlanJ Edwards. Profusely Illustrated, In Two 
V'oLs. Each. {Also tn xtU edjges, ros. f-d.) 

Conquests of the Cross. Edited by Edwin Hudder. Illustrated. 
l.oiu|ile(R in Thr«e Veils, Each. 

Adventure, The World of. Complete in Three Vols. Fully 
illu-^irateil. I-ach, (Set also 

Queen Victoria, Tho Lite and Times of. Complete in 

fwoVok. Illiisitrated. Each. 

Our Earth and its Story. By Dr. Robert Brown, If. E.S. 
Cciniplolc in 1 VoE. With Coloured Plates and numerous Wood En- 
gr.-ivitigs. Eacli. 

Universal History, Cassell’s Zllusirated. \foi. i.. Early 
and Greek History. Vol. II., Tho Roman IvrimU Vol. 111., The 
Middio Ages. Vof. IV., Modern History. With lllustralion.s. F.adt. 
Protestantism, The History of. By the Rev. j. a. Wyiie. 

Ll-I>. Three Vols. With ton Illustrations. Each. (a« also 30s.) 
United States, History of the CCassell’s). Complete m 
Three Vids. About Coo IlUt«-irations. Uaclu i/.it'ra* y Edition, vis.) 
Russo-Turklsh War, Cassell’s History of the. vVitfi 
.iiiout 400 I iliistration.4. Two Vols. Eaclu 
London, Old and New. Compleio in six Vols. Containing 
.'tbout i.arHi Illustrations. H <ch. (See also 4s, od.) 

London, Ores ter. Complete in Two VoU. By Edward Walford. 

Wtrh about 400 Original Ulus r.ttions. E!;»ch. {See a 'so 4s. 6d.> 
Edinburgh, Cassell’s Old and New. Complete lu Three 
V'fils. With 600 Driginal lUtisIr.itioiis. Eaclt. (See atso attdvifi.} 
Science for All. HeviseU Eauion. Coinpkre in Five Vols. Each 
coni.'iiuing about 350 Jllustraliuna and Diiigrams. Each. 


The Queen's London. Containing nearly 500 lix'pit-ji'o Views 
of L'Midon and lU EuvirtMis. loKCther with -t hue scriot of Pictures of 
the D'leen s Diamond JubiUa Procession, Hniargctl Etliiioii. 
Cassell’s Family Lawyer. An Entirely New and Ucitfinal 
Work By a Uarribter-ai-l .aw. 

Cassell’s Family Doetor. By a MediciU Man. 

Moses and Oeotosyi or. The Ksrmony of the Bible 
with Science. By the Rev. Samuol Kinns, Ph.1.)., E.R.A.S. 
With no IliustratiOiis. ( S'ein Eauion on larger and surerior pap>.r. ) 

mar ope, A Histoay of Modem. By c;. A. Pyhe, m.a., la^ 

Fefiow of University Cnliego, Oxiord. ( heap EiUion, In One \ a . ' 
(Ako Library Edition, Illustrated, 3 Vols,, 7s, fid. eaclt.) 

The Dore Don Qulrsote. With about 400 illustrations by Custava 

Dorfi. Cheap Eatlion 

Farrar’S Life of Christ. Cheap lUnstraitd Eduion. (See a/eo 
ji. fid. 7 s. fid., 3 IS.I tus.. and 430.) 

Fulton'S Book Of nyeons. with Standards for Tud-ging. Edited 
W Lewis Wright. Revised, Enlarged,, andrs .^uppfemciiuiid by the 
Rev. W. F. Luiniey. With Fifty FuU>page Illustrations. Popular 
Eduion. In One VoL {Also vriginal Edition^ with 50 tC-iloured 
Plates and Numerous Engravings, 3IS.) fr 

Electric Ourroat, The. By Professor Wtlmsley. IUus>.^ 


I 7/6 
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8 ;- 


9/- 


10/6 
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Cassell Company's Classified Price List. 


12/ 

b‘\ 

16/- 


16/- 


18/- 

20 /- 

21/- 


Picturesque Europe/ ^The British Isles.) r.beap 

hditiu 1, c .ntal iiptj 13 UxqutMltt Litho H-itCA, ami .bom 4i> Ori)*iiut 
E «r 'Vln^s, i;y the ..cst AttUts. I’ wo Vols.. m Uuo, duth.t'iil eiijit*!., 
■ (.see a/so »8 .) 

Elements of WTacliine Construction andlOraurinff. By 

llfniy I. bpoo or, L.E. &c., au.t h ward <1. iMvcy, 
A.M.I.M.b. filly Shjct*;. bixe inches, lii One V'ol. 

CJolh. t^Vrr o/J'.' 4s. 6(1.) 

Dictionary or Ptantse and Fable, By the Rev'. Or. 

* Brew'cr. hntt^’fly t\e2u awi Jmreaied haittrn. (Aisn to tve 

’ h.ul ill liali-inoror.cn. Two VoK., 15S.I 

Buildiuq Construction Plates. A (.enes or a • arawiiJi>s. 

t loili. lOr oi .my piati*. may he obl-mert in qu*iiiili«'s uf ii>»t 

lens than one dozen, price is. nd. per dozen.) 

Architectural Drawing. By R. Plmno Spiers, illustrated. 
En^clopesdic Dictionary, The. A New and Oui^imti Work 
<illKe(ereiice ro the Woj-ds in the Fn*rh--.h l.aaf;u.iKe. Completo 
in J-ourit:ou Division, d V^^ls. facli. \^te ado vis. utui .-is.) ^ 

Poultry, Tho Boole of. By l,cwi.s Wriyln. J^ofiu'ar Auv.ho/. 

With IJIustratioiis on Wood. t.Ter «/.<a ti.s. i 
Oun Its Dovelopment. The. With N.>tes on siiootin^. 

W. tircenor. With llhi:ur|tions. linlirelv New ^:.lii)i>n. 
Sun, The Story of the By .Sir Rob.n Siaw. il Bail. LT„n.. 
f. R S.. 1\R. A.S. With El t tjol viriid :ind 1 ther Iilu .rr.ui ww. 

Cfttnf' HdtttotJ, • 

Heavens, Tho Story of the. By Sir R. St.iweii B.1II, 

F.k..S., F.K. A..S., Astismonier Koy d of ♦n l.cii i. t'opufar t’-Jin-m. 
IHusiriiled by Clinuii.* Dates and Wood \int;r.ivinj;s. 
ShCMCSpere, The Royal, with over go Full-pace lilustrations. 
i'tuce Vols. riie .Set. i.S<v a/.v r'^s. ) 


DantO's Xnferno, Purgratary, and Paradise, ami Mil- 
ton's Paradise* •X.tfSt. ihree VoK. liliistraii:il l<y I'jre- 
In Ure, ' 

Things I have Sa,^'n and P<r'>nla I have Hnovn. 

By A. .Vda. I'wo Vols, F f 

Magaslno ot Art, Tho. ^ oadvjHir^ «'« I’h ntj- 

Kr.ivuiu%, .imi aii.ui fa<5 j iimsii.iiujiiB'sA / wiiiimo lii-irt in^s, .i..d .1 
sein-v yl full p tyfc I’Kiie-,. J f 

Avnnals ol Wostminster AbbW< By E. T. ib.idiey ' Mrs. a. 

Muir.iy tiliisti.tii;'l bv W H.iilitrell, .<..1., H. M I'aci't and 

Francis b. Walker. l-.S.A., A.K.I.L Ki.y.il 4t". VVitli a J'l. i.iCo oy 
Ihc Dc.oi ot \V» suiiin .ter .tml .i i h.iptei r n ihi: Abbey B'uliliii>;s b> 

y. r. MicklethiV'flite. F.s. A. ' / ae-.o,- ; 

Poultry, The XUustrattS^ Boole of. Bv I ovis Wnyht. 

uuil A'i.eifii in / 1 1-/ a-/ Lt'tK-n With I'ltty Ceh-i'Oc-O 

Pl.itos. (.l<ith, yik c,d);i. -.li 1 
Encyclopaedic Dictionary, Tho. Sev. n Diublo Divisional 
Vols., Ilalt iilorocc'i. F.clii. , Sfr'.iiK. n .. Cid. o'l.r 


Cathedrals, Abbeys, and Gburches of England and 

Wales. Desi-iiptive, Iliso ti, .»). I'iLional. i iputat l.dift-it. 
IViih ne.oly ^eo Origin.ii lllu.sir.iiiviis. '1 wo \ol,. "J he Set. 
(.see it no 25s.) 

Our Railways. Thrir or' '■ evolipinnnt, Inri'lriit, and 
Koinmicc. By Joliii Pemllett) c wo VoLs. Illustrated. 


Newrnltn Hall. An Autobioi;taphy. With Portrait and Frontis- 
piece. 

Trees, Some Familiar. With Fuilv Coloured Plates, (’loth ii;Ut. 


“Sisc Hundred Years "1 or, Ilistorkal Skerclus r.l I Iiiinont 
Men <iml \V onieii who have luoie or lo'.s riuuc into Lontaol *vnh 
iho Abbi-y .iiid (..• *r> hoi llsly Tiinitv, .Mu."rie‘., Itoni i.’oi to iJv.j, 
and some a^O'nnt*''»l the Iiu,i(inhems. the F.«l>ru-. the l’l..t*’, Ac, Arc. 
WttJi 65 ^lustrations by the ue.ttilif ij H.ill 1 1 v Process. By the 
Vicar, tiio Rev. Dr, Sarfiucl Kinits, F'.R.A.S., Ac. Ac. 

Iforse, The Book of tho. By bamuel .Sidn^'y. With tj FuU-Pai;e. 
t ohotyue Plates of t/olcnrap’d Horses of the Day. .lud iiuinerous 
oilier lllustratious. Cloth. 

Social England, a Record of the Pru^fress of the I’eojile in 
Keli^iuii, Laws, Lciiriuiiff, Aits, Scicii'.i', Literature, and M inner., 
from 'hi I'.arlicst Times to the Pn.-.ciil D.iy. By vainiis anters. 
lidilcd by H. D. 1 rniU, l>.C.i-. C .mplttiun. Vols. 1. {h'coneti 
Editions, IL, and 111. Etich. (Vols. IV. and V., 17 s. each; VoS. 
VI,, iBs.) Set i.f.Six Vols., ^'4 17 .S. 6d. 

** Graven in the Rock*'} or, the Historical Accuracy 
of the Bible* By Kev. Dr. Sanun-l Kmns, F R.A.S., Ac. A'r. 
With Nnineroiis lllustratii'ns. Library hdttion. I wo Vols, 

The Dore Bible* With W) Fiill-pav;e Illustrations by Gustave Dord. 

(d/io tn icatHer binding . prut on app/ifattoft.) 

Farrar'S Idle and Work of Bt. Paul. I'opuiar hdition. 

Tree r.df, -see also 3s, cd.. los od.. zts. ti4s.. tinii 4.-s.) 

Farrar’s Early Days of Christianity. i'opuUr Edinott. 

1 rec calf. \Stt also 3s, oci., 7:;. od., 21s., a4.s.. and 42.S ) 
Shakspere, The Royal. Complete in Three Vols. With Steel 
Plates and Wood l'.m;ra vine's. Eush. (See also People's Ldinon. 
Jn 3 Vols, ros. 6d. the set.) 


Th9 New Far East. Bv Arthur Dibsy. Illustrated. 

The MlStory of " Punch." By M. H. hpi< )in,inn. With nearly 
170 illu-tr.nioii'*. Portraits, and Facbiiniles. lit Due \’oL (Also 
i c/’-^rf Paper J dluofi, L i -.'s.) 

hXomortos and Studies of War and Peace. By Archibald 
I'orbi's. With Purir.iit 01 Author. heap Editton. tis.) 
XiOnglellow’s Poetical Works. liiusiTaied tliroui;iiout. 

t opnlar kdition, F'xtr.T rruwii 410, cloth jjilt, 

Bflvers of Great Britain, inscriptive, HistoiK-.ii, pnoriai. 

The Royal Riven The Thames from Source to 

Sea. With Several Hundred Original lilusi rations. Popular 
Edition. (See also 42s. I 

Rivers of tho East Coast, with numerous highly finished 
Ungravitiifi. Popular hditiou ( See aho 42s. ) 

Rivers of the South and West Coasts. Roy.ai 4to. 
VVidi Fu'hi a a** Pioiitispiece. and Nuinbrou.s Illustrations in 
'le\t. {See aEo 4iS,i 


Health, The Book of. Cli :h. u 

Milton’s Paradise Liost. ilUi^triic'! 

l>y ‘jiistavc Dorc. 

Shakespeare, Tho Plays of. 1 I't- i i>v H< 

1 hiUt'i-n Voi'.., Ill Mill, <-r ■; \'N, .liili, in 

/iut> -moron o, i . oth .tiai 1 , 4 - ' 

Mechanics, The Practical Dictionary of. 

20,000 Drawiiiga ot Vm . 1 ,im;. - ite 

REX,XGIOUS WORKS. 

With . 


PlCturcAque America, with .steel Plates and Wood l-.ngrnv- 
mgs. /'.»/ ular iiittfton. Loniplclc in J-our V'ols, Each. (Set aiso 
/'ll las.l 

Plciuresque Europe* Popular Edition. Loiiqilotc in T-tve Vols. 
With Thirteen <*x<juisitc Steel I'l.itts, and numeii us 0r1gin.1l Wood 
Engravings. Each. (See also tos, M ) 


Dondon, Greater, Library Edition. Two VoU. {Set also 4>. AI. 

and gs. ) 

‘‘'Shts and Scenes In Oxford City and Dniversity, 

Li •- lii>trat. d wuh upwards of luo flutes after oiigiual rholugr,ij)h.s. 
|l)*onc Vol. 

Mysteries of Police and CrimoA A General Surv«v 
nf Wroi'g-doing a^d its. Pursuit. By Mai' r Arthur Giiflilhs one ot 
II. M. inspectors of PrI *on.s. Tw 1 Vols. The Set. 

With Nature and a camera. By Kicimrd Kcartnn, F.Z.S, 
Witn u Special Fryi»ij‘::;.'jce and 180 Pictures from Photographs. 
British Birds* Nests 1 How, Whore, and When to 
Fi^ *iand Identify Them^ Uy Richard Keurton, E.Z.S, With 
ti' «i3o Illiistfatioiis of Nests, Eggs, Young, etc., Irotn Photographs. 
mf- ^^ry of My XtifO* By the Right Kou. Sir Richard Icmple, 
t G.C.S.I., &c. Two Vols. 


t.(iinburgh, Old and Now, 

tiiiulmg. ( see ano an-i -j'l ) 

Protestantism, The History of. 


manebester. Old and New. by B'l.n.m! Aiiimr .*7h.-ivv, M..\. 
With Iliuslialions alter l>iigin.il L»raMnig.> by it. L. 1 idui.trs.i 
I hrae VoK. 

Music, Illustrated History of. By i mii N.nim.Min. l-.diu-d 
by llic Kev. bir F. A. i.oru Oiiseley, Ikirt. JIluMr.ilvd. 1 wn \ ■ Iv 


The Diplomatic Remlnisconces of Eord Augustus 
EOttUS, P.C., O.O.B, Fuit and .•jetmul .'imils, c.ilIi in iwo 
vuli. Each. 

The Xdfe, Letters, and Friendships of Richard 
Monckton MUnes, First Lord Houghton. By tor 

VVemyss Kcid. I wo \ tih„, with 1 wu i’i.>nr.iirs. 

Butterflies and Moths, European. B) w. f. Kirby. Wuh 
bixty Plates coloumd by h 'lnl. 

Dog, Illustrated Book of the. By \ ct" .suaw, B.A. Canub. 
With Twenty-eight Facsimile (Jol'.mred I'l.itcs. Dciny 4ii., cloth 
fiUt. (h'e als o 45s. I 

and Ctege.Birds, The Illustrated Book of. 

With Eilty-six lAsiniile Coloured Pl.ites, and numerous Wood 
Engravings. {rlWo m ha//-»toronc. 4.ss. 1 


I'l outlie .N I 


U« w, Mosdagf The Painlci , 
Descriptive Ic.vt by Ph. /.ilrkeii. 
Dutch tiy Clara Bell. 


oilh Se.i, W'ith LtcliiPgsand 
I he Tt-vi tr.msl,ne<l li'iin the 


Gats and Hittens. By Henriette Roiinrr. With Portrait and 13 
magniticent FuU-pago Photogravure jPlales on InaU Papef, and 
numerous Illustrations. 4to, cloth gilt. / 


Cassili A Comjiany, Limited^ LudgeUt London; Pans^ Neiu York and Melbourne. 
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Cassell’s Guinea Bible. 

Maps. Royal 4tu, lift, (or I'otsl.iu Ajib ji' v ul* b'ji .'►■i . ..ii.l l.ispi, 
25S. net.) 

Farrar’s Life of Christ, Life and Work of St. Paul, 
.ni'i juariy Days or Christianity, m luuioi.n biiMoi,:. 

Liiitii, gilt lop, in i-uiih box. 1 lie jfi. 

Farrar’S Life and .Work of St, Paul. iLi.t bi n.\ihi) 
I'-ininaV (dee a/fo ji,. txl., t ji,. 6 »i., t',s., 24 :,., ana a'o->-I 

Old Testament Commentary for English Readers, 
The. bulled by Bi .ikij* JuiuotL, l).l». i'uc ’» '--I.,. i. .m, k ,ee 
aiiJ 4X, and J7S. Oii.) 

New Testament Commentary. Edited by l.ishop idlicuit, 
D.D. ilitee Vvls. i’,.i' li. (-'.rr 4*-' 'tm/ ^4 '4'- '-'d.) 


Early Days of Chri«>.,4anity, The. the \my Bt:v. De.ni 
Fair.ir, u.D., F.K..^. iu>ur_) i-<u-e>., I 'v-> Oeiny tlvo, 

{■'see also 3s. Od., js,. od., 13s., jt-.., u.d 4.1s ) 

Life Of Christ, The. By .he \«ij Kev. ihaii Farr..'^, D.li, 
E.K.b. LUt/u/y ratston. IwoVoli., ' lolli, (.',« a,so y od., 
i's. 6d., 6ti., ais., and 4.:s. ' * 

Farrar’s Life and Work of St. Paul. / ibntty i.attivn. 

■f wo Voiu., clotli t.seeui'-' k cd , tl ,. ' 1,, is'.., .!i.‘>.. and ie's.) 


Horses and Dogs. By D. iv.ii im.in. Wuh Descnputi; 1 exi. 
1 riimslaicd tiom the Diu* h uy Li.ira Bell, " lUi I'l.ouigiavuie 
Frotiiispifce, i-- exgui.sitc '.'«/ll'ili pc.s, ainl bi-veral (inl-p.tge ainl gdicr 
Engr.tviiigs m liie 'I ext. Net. 

British Empire Map of the World. By G, R. l arkm and 
J. O. Batihi loiaew. F.K.tx-S. Mounted on Cloth, with Koher'i, or 
t.'lded. 

Cathedrals, Abbeys, and Churches of England and 
Wales. Des' iiptive, llisi,iu..d, I'lLior.ai. Ll'ilM ,;u, myt. 
i\ra> taUten. with 30 t.oilotyiie i'lab's, ami ne.ni.i, 3,0 Ongm.il 
lliu!,uaU0lib-. TwoVois. (.'ae uEo Popular J'.atf.est. us.) 

Encyclopaedic Dictionary, The. .hewn Donbie Divi-.inn.il 

Vols,. hall-ruxsl-t. Each. ( 'Cr .iLo lox, ul. an-i . 1 

Mechanics, The Practical Dictionary of. Halt monKco. 
Four t'ols. Ej< It. \.see .iis-> ex'- ) 


Protestantism, Tho History of. By tiie Kev. ). .\. d )'ie, 
LL.D. uonuiuinig up'.v.u'ls i«i 6-./J Oiigin.d tllmnialioiit.. I liici \ "I, 
|.Vfrr,«rjvg'«. ana ju.) 

Edinburgh, Old and New. Complete m Three Vols (See aE-> 
sji, an-i JOS.; 

Coinpleic m Imre Vn;., hbi.ity 
Ltl’raty Lditiun. {.'■'et 


24/- 


25/- 


27/- 

30/- 

31/6 

32/- 

35/- 

36/- 

42 /- 
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Cassell lV Coni f any ' s Classified Price List. 


12/- 1 
ifd. ' 


The Picturesque Mediterranean.. M/tiTmticenti.N^ ilUr.trat’,>d. .Vleat Col^ The t«ife and Paintings of* by 

I .'lonrr.l iTuiin-.picn- iiy Hitkft m 1 wo Vi is. ] Kobt^rt Chtgn*^/!. b.irristor .n -1 ..w. With 59 bull-pti^e I’latcs nnd 

^ -«u Mumetou-. Mn.ilVr ^.tlaie* of PicmrcS and Stuctie-, reprotluced from 

Rivers of Great l^.S^vemn, nc'^mptivc, IlistorKa!, I’utiin.il. 

t)!** "W 

The Royal Riven Thames from Source to 
Sea. 'V'lrli hcoct.il Hiiiulred llliistriitions. Orii:tn>u 

i iiidou. ir>s ) 


I Kenrlette Ronner. l ho Painter of t’at-Llfe and t.jt»Character. 
I H> AI. fl. Spiolr.umi. Cuntaitiiiijf a bones of Ui-Aiitiiul lUubtriitions. 
I l.ar>ie I’aptr tulUion, 


Rivers of the Routb k'trlb.West Coasts. Kto.d at.>. 
With htcliiiij,' as lootitispioi 0*. hii'l iNuiimrous illiiMralioiu 111 


Rivers of the East Coast, ^^itii nunierous iii^iiiy-fini.iici 

Kiiyal 4I0, with litt liitii;- as l-niiitis|iie'.< . 

/utiin>n. ii*« ana 16s. I 


; SiblOi Cassell's Illustrated Family. Host Full Morocco 

j m !, father^ Uilt Jus.) 


I New Testament Commentary, .We. Hiiited by P’hop 

MiKiiit. 1 liieo Vols. Ill li.dl-iiioriiLt.0. '■ (.i/'i- aha i’f..) tVif'iila* 
I J aiti.'n. I'liabridKeil Three V uis., 4',. fai.h. 

I I n 'aniftiie of i 'oh, in the VopnUir Hdition is KUppUed at 


l>ore Gallery, The. I’oPitiar /‘diPion. With niusb itKins by 

i>u.st,i\f f>ore. Cloth bevelled buatiis. 

Eyyptt Descriptive, Historical, and Picturesque. 

by I'rof. t.. iTiets. I'r.iii-d.iie.d by l lara Util, with Notes by 
Samuel UirLh, IJ-.D., D.L.U, F.S.A. I wo Vois. Wun .-.Umt t'o 
t-'nyiiial hnjfraviiijjs. 

The Life of Christ. Dy the Very Kev. Dean bair.ir, 1 >.D. I tt-mry 
/t'.tirioH, morocco. 'IwoV'ots. (s^'.' j.;. cd., 6 rl., los. t«l., ;:ts., 
and a4s. 


St. Paul, The Life and Work of. by the Very ivev ] te.m 

Farrar, L^rary iiduior, muroci.". Ulitstrated imitocco, 

iitsetaiso 3S. 6ri., los. Od., ts-.., and a4S . 

Farrar'S Early Days of Chrlstismity. Library i dition. 

Two Voli. MoroCso. abci^s. td., 7s. Cid.. 15s., , i:.., attsi a4s.) 


: English Literature, Librrry of. The Set of Vi\K \’ois.. 

I tiail-iuoi< *io. i jt'f, 7!». cd.) '* . . 


Old Testament Commentary, The. hdited by B simp 

lilho'itt. l*ne Vols. Ill iiall-iJinriicc > i.'st'n aha ais.) i‘opu/ar 
hxiiita.t. Una. •iiil;;cd.'y Five Vois., 4s e.ich. 
i'hc lOiiipltte set 0/ ! iJ»/a. in the J'opinar iuiition n sappiird at y<s. 

_ . _ . .‘1.. 

Picturesque Canada. A Delineaciim by I'cn .tml iVmtil qf all 

the Fe.vuires ot liiierc'st lii the Liliii mun m I'.niada irom" us 
Ih'.c.overy to the I’reseiU ifay. With atmut 600 Original llliisiratii.iii;.. 
(.ompietc m 1 wo Volumes. The Set. 


''lllfl.v I . 

picturesque America.' - uA-'p >1* Pbur VoK, wiUi j-’otty- 

,ei;{hl b.miuisitc Steel i'l.itcs aIkI about 3 oc> ltri|^ltial VVewd Itiiyraviiij^s. 
‘j In: SOI. an-a 18s. 1 


The Tidal Thames, by ('.r.uit Allen. Wuh huh.a I’ro'if impres- 
hiun'j ot 3u Majfiiilii.enl Fulli-tu'c I'liot'ijjrax uin I'lau >, .ind many 
other illiistTauoiit., .liter uriyiiial draw my-, hy W. I., VVjIltc. A R.A. 
Cloth, net. 


British Fossil Reptiles, A History of. by •Sir Kirhard 
MvNCii, K.C.B. [•'.R.S, .!>£.„ Wuh .’fi« Flaici. t‘oiii|>lete m lonir 
Volumes. 


5^- 


Dog, Illustrated Book of the. Hy Veto .su. 

I'w’Ujty-eijIu i.i'l'i'.n d I'l de-.. /lalbiaoroc,?}. ( 


With 


Familiar Wild Birds. Couiplctf m F'l'nr Srrie*. Hy \v. 
hv.aysl.iml. With I'vriy Full-pij^e i xqm:.il<-! Coloured J llustr.itioiis 
in each. (Sold only m .sets, pimo ..11 apphc/iii.,j,. ) ^,. 




Monthly Serial Publications. 


63/- 

70/- 

7 tr 

£4/14/6 

£6/5 

£7/17/6. 

£ 9/9 

£12/12 


Art»T]ie Magazine of. Is. 4d. 
Atlas, UniversaL ed. 

Biblevomen and Nurses. 2d. 
British Battles. 6d. 

Bnilding World. 3d, 
Cassell’s Magazine. 6d. 
Chums, The iiluslratetl l’ii|»er 
' for Boys. 6d. 

Concise Cyclopsedia 6d. 
Franco-German War. 6d. 

Horse, Book of the. 6d. 

Little Folks. 6d. 


Milton's Paradise Lost. 6d, 
Music, History of. 6d. 

New Fenny Magazine, The. 

6d. 

Our Earth and its Story. 6d. 
Peoples of the World. 6d. 

Peril and Patriotism. 6d. 
Picturesque Europe. 6d. 
Practitioner, The. 28. 
Protestantism, The History of. 6d, 
Quiver, The. 6d. 


Saturday J ournal, Cassell s* 

6d. 

Science for All. 6d. 

Stirgery, Annals of. 28. 

Wars of the Nineties, The, 6d. 

Wit and Humour, The World 
of. 6d. 

Work. 6d. 


Cassell's Railway Time Tables and 
Through-Route Qlance-Oulde. 

I' >1 lari’ I'd Series. Price 4id, 


Weekly Publications. 


New Fenny Magazine, The. Id. 
Cassell’s Saturday Journal. Id. 
Building World. Id. 

Work. Id. 

Chums. Id. 


British Battles. Id. 
Concise Cyclopmdla. Id. 
Cookery, Dictionary of. Id. 
Popular Educator, Cassell's 
New. 6d. 


Protestantism, The History of. Id 
Science for All. Id. 

Universal History. 6d. 

Wild Flowers, Familiar. „ 6d. 

Wit and Humour, The World 
of. Id. 



EVEji\iJ’HUK.SDAY, PRICE Id. 

A Waekly Journal lor all who ouUivate Flowers, Fruit, 
* ^ and VegeLablcs. * 


Lftfs\s Diaries and other Time-^Sarinf/ Dnblicntions are exclusively by 

Cassell & Company, and particulars will be forwarded i>ost free on application to the PubU!i^\q^.s. 
Cassell & tjoMPANV, Limited, Ludgate IHlh London ; Paris^ New York and Melhournh^''^'- 






